THE 


WORKS 


BRITISH POETS. 


WITH 
PREFACES, 
BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL, 


BY ROBERT ANDERSON, M.D, 





VOLUME FIFTH; 


Containing 
MILTON, BUTLER, 


COWLEY, | AND 
WALLER, DENHAM, 


ee 





LONDON: 


PRINTED FOR JOHN & ARTHUR ARCH; AND FOR BELL & BRADFUTE, 
AND J, MUNDELL & CO. EDINBURGH, 


——— 


F195 


THE 


WORKS 


BRITISH POETS. 


WITH 
PREFACES, 
BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL, 


BY ROBERT ANDERSON, M.D, 





VOLUME FIFTH; 


Containing 
MILTON, BUTLER, 


COWLEY, | AND 
WALLER, DENHAM, 


ee 





LONDON: 


PRINTED FOR JOHN & ARTHUR ARCH; AND FOR BELL & BRADFUTE, 
AND J, MUNDELL & CO. EDINBURGH, 


——— 


F195 











THE 
POETICAL WORKS 


oF 


JOHN MILTON. 


Containing 
PARADISE LOST LYCEDAS, 
PARADISE REGAINED, POEMS UPON SEVERAL OCCASIONS; 
SAMSON AGONISTS, SONNETS, 
comus, PSALMS, 
WALLEGRO, ELEGIES, 
IL PENSEROSO, opes, We. re Wee 


ARCADFS, 


‘To which is prefixed 


THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 





Three poets, in three diftant ages born, 
Greece, Italy, and England did adorn. 

‘The firft in loftinefs of thought furpatt ; 
The next in majefty ; in both the laft. 

The force of Nature could no further go : 
To make a third, fhe join’d the former two. 


: 2 DRYDEN. 
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ne ‘THE LIFE OF MILTON. 


—o ny 








‘Tur Family of Milton was d ed from the Proprictors of Milton near Thame in Oxfordhhire, one 
of whom forfeited his eftate inthe times of York and Lancafter, 

‘Vhe Grandfather of the Poet, #1 zealous Papift, difinherited his fon John for having renounced the 
Religion of bis Anceftors; who, in contequence, had recourfe fer his fupport to the profeffion of a, 
Scrivener, in which he was fo fuccefsful, that he was enabled to retire from bufinefs on & competent: 
cate,” He married a Lady of the name of Custon, of Welth defcent, by whom he had iffue, John the 
Poot, Chriitopher bred to the law, (afterwards knighted and made a Judge by James I.), and Anne! 
married to Edward Phillips, who enjofed a lucrative poft in the Crown Office, 

John Milton was born in Londoa at his father's houfe in Bread Street, December 9th 1608, He 
was firft inftruéted hy private tuition, under the care of Thomas Young a Clergyman, whofe attention. 
und capacity were celebrated by his pupil in an elegant Latin Elegy, written in his rath year, : 

Me was then fent to St. Pani’s School, from whence, in his 16th year, he was removed to Chrift’s. 
College, Cambridge, : » 

Duwing his ri fidence in the Univerfity, he compofed moft of his Latin Poems, ina ftile exquifitely 
imitative of the bef models of antiquity. Milton is taid to be the firft Englishman who wrote Latin; 
verfe with chuical elegance. ; 

On leaving the Univertity, after having taken out his degree of Mafter of Arts, in 1632, he returned 
to his father, then refiding at Horton in Buckinghamfhire, where he purfued his ftudies with unparal- 
Jolted afliduity and fuccefs, They did not however fo entirely abforb his attention as not to afford him 
time to prodace the Mafque of Comus, a Work adorned with all the ornaments of di@ion 3 where ale 
Iufions, images, and beadtifal epithets, embellifh every period with lavith decoration : For though it is 
# J)ramia, too much in the Epic Pile to Pleafe on the ftage, yet, in whatever light it is viewed, whether 

of Lines, a Mafqne, of a Poeni, it can be confidered as inf only to Paradife Loft, ¢ 
t production was Lycidas; 2 Pocm no els beautiful of its kind than the laf, being a Monody- 
on the death of kis friend Edward King, fon of Sir John King, Secretary for Ireland, who was loft in 


















et for about five years, oh the dcath of his mother, obtained 
the liberty which he fo ardently defired; to travel. He left England in 1638, went firk to Paris, 
where he vifited the éclebrated Grotius, and from thence hafted into Italy, whofe language and Literas 
ture he had ftudied with uncommon diligence. "Chere he was received with marked attention by the 
Jearned aud the grent; for, notwithftanding the undiffersbled opennefs of his political and religious 
vpinions, he was introduced to a mufical ente: ‘siament by Cardinal Barberini (afterwards. Pope Urban. 
the Vill.) in pérfon, who waited for him at the door, and led him by the hand into the Affembly,’ 
}rom Rome he went to Naples, where he was received with no lefs refpeét by Manfo, Marquis of Villa, 
who had heen before the Patron of Taffo ; after which, he vifited the. ret of Italy, careffed and ho- 
noured Fy every one confpicuous for high rank or diftinguithed abilities, Among the laft was.the great 
Galilzo whom he did not omit to vifit, although at that time a prifoner in the Inquifition, for having 
tinght. he annual and diuraal motions of the earth, 

Afte; having {pent two years in his travels, which were defigned to be extended to Sly ai 
Greece, on hearing of the troubles in his native country, he hafted home, judging it crim to 
dudiFreat, or to iadulge in amufements, while his Sountrymen were contending for their lifertles, 














THE LIFE OF MILTON. 


On his return, he took a houfe in Alderfgate Street, where he fuperintended the education of Ele 
nephew by his fifter, and alfo reccived other young gentlemen to be boarded and inftrudted. 
= In his 35th year, he married Mary the daughter of Richard Powel, Efg; but a Separation, or rather 
defertion on the wift’s part, took place in a month after the ceremony. On her refufing to return, in 
defiance of repeated requifitions, Milton was fo provoked, that he was induced to publifh fevera] 'T: 
“tifes on the doctrine of Divorce ; an‘ alfo to pay his addrefies to a young Jady of great wit and b, 
(A reconciliation was the confequence 3 for his wife, in an unexpected interview, throwing db” 
“his feer, implored and obtained forgivencis. Impreffed with this event, he is faid to huve conceived 
the pathetic fcenc in Paradife Loft, in which Eve addreffeth herfelf to Adam for pardon and peace. 
> From this period to the reltoration, our Author wus fo deeply engaged in the controverfics of the 
times, that he found no leifure for polite learning, The Allegro and Penferofo however appeared in a. 
yfollection of Latin and Englith Poems publithed in 1645. ‘Vhefe delightful pieces are undoubtedly the 
hatwo belt defcriptive poems that ever were written. Had he left negcther monuments but Comus,. 
ycidas, and this matchlefs pair, yet would they alone be faliciest™ eotee his name immortal. 
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ey were however little noticed on their publication, and remained for near a century difregarded, or 

at leaft {carcely known, while his Polemical Traés, now only in their titles remembered, made their 

hAuthor's fortune, and {pread his fame over Evrope. Of thefe, the moft celebrated is his De fenfio pra 
° Populo Anglicano, in anfwer to Salmafius, Profeffor of Polite Learning at Leyden, who was employed. 
‘by Charles H. when in exile, to write the De, fenfio Regis. Milton’s piece was fo fevere, and fo much 
admired, that it is faid to have killed his antagonift with vexation. For this Tra&t, be was rewarded 
with a thoofand pounds, a fum twenty times Greater than he made by all his poctical works put to- 
gfther ! and was alfo promoted to be Latin Secretary to the Proteétor.. But for his intelleétual acqui- 
fitions he paid dear; a gutta ferena for fome time affected his fight, and he now became totally blind, 
At this period too, he loft his wife in child-bed, who left him three daughters. He foon, however, 
married again, Catharine daughter of a Captain Woodcock ; but fhe alfo died in child-bed, within a 
‘year after they were married. 

On the Reltoration, he was obliged to quit his houle, together with his employment, and to fecrete 
hirp(elf in an ob(cure abode in Bartholomew Clof. His friends had fome difficulty to prevent him 
from being excepted in the act of oblivion; to lull refearch, and to gain timc, they ufed the ex- 

 pedient of a mock funeral, By the act of oblivion he was at length freed from danger ; his Polemical 
_ Writings drily were burnt by the hands of the common hangman. 

From Battholomew Clofe he removed to Jewsio Street, and married a third wife, Elizabeth Min- 
* fur, of a gentleman's family in Chefhire. 

Héeevas now in his 52d year, blind, infirm, and poor ; for he loft his paternal property by the civil 
wars, and his acquired by the Reftoration, But neither his infirmities, nor the viciflitudes of Fortune, 

- could deprefs the vigour of his mind, or prevent him from executing a defign he had long conceived, 
of-writing an Heroic Poem. a 

The great work of Paradife Loft was finithed in 1665, at Chalfont in Bucks,, where the Avthor had 
takem refuge from the plague, and publitied in 1657, when he returned to London. He fold the 
eopy to Samuel Simmons for Five Pounds in hand, Five Pounds more when 1300 Should be fold, and 

Fthe fame fum on the publication of the fecond and third Editions, for each edition, Of this agreement 
~Milton received in all Fifteen Pounds ; and his widow afterwards foit her claims for Eight. 

“Such was the firit reception of a Work that conttitutes the glory and boaft of Englith Literature j= 
a Work that, notwithfanding the feverity of criticifm, may be ranked among the nobleft efforts of 
human genins; for though in variety of chara&er and choice of fubjeét, it may yield to fome, yet in. 
grandeur and fublimity it is confeffedly fuperior to-all.. ‘he meafure of this Divine Poem is blank 
verfe; between which and rhyme there are endiefs difputes for pre-eminence : but furely the _fential 
“qualities of Poetry can no more depend on either, than thofe of a man on the fafhion of his clo“hes. 

Doétor Johnfon, who could not endure blank verfe, yet confeffes,t' “ He could not prevail on 
“ bimfelf to wifh that Milton had been a rhymer.”” 5 

“Paradife V7 , however, is not without faults; perfection in this life is unattainable. e"at> 
tempt of ths Author to give language and fentiments to the Deity, is where he feems to have 08 

j ° ‘ 


THE LIFE OF MILTON, 


ajled in the execution : But in fuch an attempt, what mortal could have fucceeded? Other excepe 
tions it has alfo endured in paffing the fiery ordeal of Dr. Johufon’s criticifm, who feems to have ex«. 
” sended his abfurd diflike of the man to his writings, Yet every reader capable of relifhing true, 
Poetry will agree with him in concluding, “ ‘That this Work is not the greateft of Heroic Poems, 
2." only becaufe it is not the firt.” 
\"vhree years after the publication of Paradife Loft, the author publifhed Sampfon Agoniftes, a 'Tra- 
gedy, + sthe pureft tile of the Greck Drama, and Paradife Regained, which he is faid to have prea. 
” ferred to his great work, bat in which preference he remains alone. 
+ Paradife Regained hath fuflered much in the comparifon; obfeured by the fplendour of Para» 
edife Loft, as the luftre of the morning ftar is abforbed in the meridian blaze; but had any other than 
, Milton been the author, it would have claimed and received univerfal praife, é 
Our great author, now quite wom out with the gout, paid the debt of nature on the roth of No». 
vember 167.4, in his 66th yeay, at his houfe in Bunhill-Ficlds, and was buried in St. Giles’s, Cripple- 
gate; his funcral was fplendia:g.and numeroufly attended. He left 15001. to his family; a proof, - 
notwithftanding his great loffes, that he never was in indigence. § 
A fmall monument, with bis buit, has Wen erected, not long fince, to his memory, in Wedtminfter , 
Abbey, 
Milton, in ftature, did not exceed the middle fice, but was formed with perfect fymmetry, and was, 
of which many portraits yet to be feen, as well as the 








morcover, in his youth, eminently beautiful ; 
following epigram of the Marquis of Villa, are inconteftible proofs: 


Ut mens, forma, decor, facies, mos, fi Pietas fic; 
Non Anglus, verum hercle Angelus ipfe fores. 


Which (omitting thé exception of his religion) may be thus rendered : 


So perfeet thou, in mind, in form and face ; 
‘Phou’rt not of Englith, but Angelic race. 

Of his habits--he was abftemious in his diet, and naturally difliked all Mrong liquors: In his youth 
he ftudied late, but afterwards reverfed his hours. His amufcments confifted in the converfation : oF 
his friends, and in mufic, in which he was a proficient, After he became blind, he was affifted in hia 
Nudies by his daughters, whom he taught to read Hebrew, Greek, and Latin, without their under« 
ftanding any of them 3 and for tranferibing, he employed any cafual acquaintance. i 

His literature was great; he was a perfect mafter of Hebrew, Greek, Latin, Italian, French, and 
Spanith s of the Englith Poets, he preferred Spencer, Shakefpeare and Cowley. His political principles 
were republican, and his theological opinions tended to Arminianifm, His deportment wasredt, 
fution ealy, cheertul, and inftructive ; his wit, on all occafions, at command, 

» Grave, or-Agivical, as the fubject required ; his judgment juft and penetrating; his appre- 
quick ; his meMpory tenacious of what he read; his reading only not fo extenfive’ as his 
genius, for that was uviverfsl. With fe many accomylifaments, not to have faults and misfortunes to 
he Ini j in the balance, with che fame and felicity of writing Paradife Loft, would have been too great 





open, alfable 5 
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a portion fer bumanicy. 


In 


PARADISUM AMISSAM 


SUMMI POET 


JOHANNIS 


MILTON 


Quo legis Amiffum Paradifum, grandia magni | Quantis, et quam funeftis concurritur iris, 


Carmina Miltoni, quid nifi cuncta legis? 
Res cuhdtas, et cunétarum primordia rerum, 
Et fata, et fines continet Htc liber. 
Intima panduntur magni penctralia mundi, 
ibitur et toto quicquid in orbe latet : 





To 


sulphureumque Erebi, flammvomufque fpecus : ° 


Quaque colunt terras, potumque et Tartara caca, 
Quieque colunt fammi lucida regna poli : 


Dum ferus hic ftellas protegit, ille rapit! 


Dum vulfos montes feu tela reciproca torquenty 


Et non mortali defuper igne pluunt.: 
Stat dubius cui fe parti concedat Olympus, 
Et metuit pugnz non fupereffe fux. 


uque, traQuique maris, Celemque profundum, | At fimul in ceelis Meffie infignia fulgent, 


Et currus animes, armaque digna Deo, 
Horendumque rote ftrident, et fava rotarum 
Erumpunt torvis fulgura luminibus, 


Et quadcunque allis conclufum eft finious ufquam, | Et famma vibrant, et vera tonitura rauco 


Et tine fine Chaos, ct fine fine Deus: 
Et fine fine magis, fi quid magis eft fine fine, 
In Chrilto erga homines conciliatus amor. 
Hac qui fperaret quis crederet effe futura? 
Et tamen hice hodie terra Britanna le 
© quantos in bella duces! gue: protulit arma! 
canit, ct quanta previa dira tuba! 
acies ! atque in certamine ceelurel 
: corleftes pugna decerct agros ! 
Quantus in wthereis tollit fe Tucifer aris! , 
#itque ipfo graditur vix Michacle minor ! 















Admittis flammis infonuere polo : 

Excidit attonitis mens omnis, et impetus omnis, 
Et caffis dextris irrita tela cadunt; 

Ad peenas fugiunt, et ceu foret Orcus afylum, 
Infernis certant condere fe tenebris. 

Cedite Romani fcriptores, cedite Graii, 
Et quos fama recens vel celebravit annus, 

Hac quicunque leget tantum ceciniffe putabit 
Muonidem ranas, Virgilium culices, 


SAMUEL BARROW. M, Dy 











‘ ON PARADISE LOST. : 


Wri n Tbecheld the poet blind, yet hold, 
Tn Mender book his vait defign unfold, 
Meflich crown'd, God's reconcil'd decree, 
Rebelling angels, the forbidden tree, 
Heav'’n; hell, earth, chaos, all; the argument 
id mie a while mifdoubting his intent, 
at he would suin (for 1 fiw him rong) 
The Sacred truths to fable und old song ; 
(So Sumpfan grop'd thé geniple’s pofts in fpite) 
The world o'rwhelwingtte revenge | , 
Yet as Tread, fti ing lefs fe 
Tlik’d his project, the Tuceelsttid fear, 
‘Vhrovgh that wide field how the his way fhould 
find, 
er which lame faith le: paler Raping ind 5 
Left he perplex'd the things he would explain, 
And what was eafy he fhould render vain. 
Or if'a work fo infinite he fpann’d, 
lous 1 was, that fome lefs fkilful hand 
(Such as difquict always what is well, 
And by ill imitating would exce}) 
Might hence prefume the whole creatjon’s day 
‘I'o change in fcenes, and fhew it in a play. 
Pardon me, mighty poet! nor defpii 
; My caufelefs, yet not impious, furmife. 
But7T am now convine’d, and none will Mage 
Within thy fabours to pretend a fhare. 
Nghet haf not mifs’d one thought that could be fit 
id al! that was improper doft omit ; 
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So that no room is here for writers left, 
But to detedt their ignorance or theft. 

That majeity whichthrough thy work dothreign, 
Draws the devout, deterring the profane : 
And things divine thou treat’st of in fuch ftafe 
As them preferves, and thee, inviolate. 
At once delight and horror on us feize, 
‘Lhow fing’ft with fo much gravity and eafe ; 
And above human flight does foar aloft; 


| With plume fo ftrong, fo equal, and fo foft ; 


Uhe bird nam‘d from that paradife yon fing 
So never flags, but always keeps on wing, 

Where couldit thou wordsof fuch a compafs find? 
Whence furnifh fuch a vaft expanfe of mind ? 

Juft heaven thee, like Tirefias, to requite, 
Rewards with prophefy thy lofsof fight. 

Well might'ft thou feorn thy readers to allure 
With tinkling rhyme, of thy own fenfe fecure ; 
While the Town-Bays writes all the while and 

fpells, 2 
And like a pack-horfe tires without his bells ; 
‘There fancies, like our bughy points, appear, 
The poets tag them, we for fafhion wear. 
I too, tranfported by the mode, commend, 
And while I meant to praife thee, muft offend, 
Thy verfe, created, like thy theme, Fablime, 
In number, weight, and meafure, needs jot thyme, 


ANDRE ’ MARVEL, 


THE VERSE, 


WHE meafure is Englife heroic verfe without rhyme, at that of Homer“in Greek, and Virgil in Latin s 
rybine being wa neceffary adjuné? or true ornament of poem or good verfe, in longer works efpecially, but the 

* amvention of a barbarous age, t0 fet off wretched matter and lame metre; grac'd indeed fince by the uft of 
Some famous modern poets, carried away by cxftom, but much to their own vexation, bindrancey and confiraint, 
$0 exprefs many things otherwife, and for the moft part, worfe than elfe they would have expreffed them. 
Not without caufe, therefore, fome both Italian and Spanifo poets of prime note, have reedted rhyme both in 
longer and foorter works, as have alfo long fince our beft Englife tragedies, as a thing of itfelf, to all judim 
ous ears, trivial, and of no true mufical delight ; which confifts $ in apt numbers, Sit quantity of fyllas 
Ves, and the fenfe varioufly drawn out from one verfe into anotfga, not in the jingling found of like endings 

a fault avoided by the learned ancients both in poctry and all good oratory. This negleé?, then, of rbyme, fo 
little is t0 be taken for a defe8, though it may frem fo perhaps te vulgar Beaders, that it rather is to be gfeem= 


ed an example fet, the firft in Englifo, of ancient liberty recovercd to berotc poem, from the troublefome and 
*  madern bondage of rhyming. ‘ : 


' 
FOf that forbidden tree, whole mortal tue 


pute 


) With lofs of Eden, till one 











PARADISE LOST. 





ae 


BOOK I. 


“The Argument. 


This Firft Book propofes, firft in brief, the whole fubject, Man’s difobedience, and the lofs thereupoa 
° of Paradife wherein he was placed : then touches the prime caufe of his fall, the ferpent or rather 
Satan in the ferpent ; who, revolting from God, and drawing to his fide many legions of angels, was, 
by the command of God, driven out of heaven, with all his crew, into the great deep. Which a@ion 
pals'd over, the Poem haftes into the midft of things, prefenting Satan with his angels now falling 
into hell, deferib’d here, nok inthe centre (for heaven and earth may be fuppofed as yet not made,” 
certainly not yet» accurs’d), bit in a jitece of utter darknefs, fitlieft call’d Chaos: here Satan, with. 
his angels lying on the burning Jake, ¢~ader-ftruck and aftonith’d, after a certain fpace, recover 
igus from confufion, calls wp him wha next in order and dignity lay by him; they confer of their .. 
miferable fall. Satan awakens all his legions, who lay till then in the fame manner confounded : 
| they rife; their numbers, array of battle, their chief leaders nam’d, according to the idols known 
‘afterwards in Canaan and the. countries adjoining. ‘To thefe Satan directs his fpeech, comforts thern 
with hope yet of regaining heaven, but tells chem, laftly, of a new world, and new kind of creature 
tobe created, according to an ancient prophecy or report in heaven; for that angels were long 
before this vifible creation, was the opinion of many ancient Fathers. To find out the truth of this 
prophecy, and what to determine thereon, he refers to a full council. What his affociates thence 
attempt. Pandemonium the palace of Satan rifes, fuddenly built, out of the deep : the infernal peers 
there fit in council, : 


Or man’s firft difebedience, and the fruit Dove-like fatft brooding on the valt abyfs, 
And mad’ft it pregnant : what in me is dark 
Illumine, what is low raife and fupport ; 
‘That to the height of this great argument 


Brought death into the w&yid, and all our woe, 
ater Man 


tReftore us, and regain the blilsful feat, 
} Sing heaw’nly Mule, that on the fecret top 
YOf Orch, or of Sinai, didft infpire 
‘That flepherd, who firit taught the thofen feed, 
In the beginning, how the heav'ns and earth 
Rofe out of chaos : or if Sion hill 
Delight thee more, and Siloa’s brook that flow’d 
Faft by the oracle of God; I thence 
Invoke thy aid to my advent’rous fong, 
‘That with no middle flight intends to foar 
Above th’ Aonian mount, while it purfues 
Things unattcmpted yet in profe or rhyme. 
And chiefly ‘Thou, O Spirit, that doft ptefer 
§ Before all temples the upright heart and pure, 
{ Inftruct me, for thou know’ft ; thou from the firft 
p Wat prefent, and, with mighty wings outfpread, 


I may affert eternal providence, 

And juftify the ways of God to men, ; 
Say firft, for Heav’n hides nothing from thy view, 

Nor the deep traét of Hell, fay firft what caufe 

Mov’d our grand parents, in that happy ftate, 

Favour’d of Heav’n fo highly, to fall of : 

From their Creator, and tranfgrefs his will, 

For one reftraint, lords of the world befides 2 

Who firft feduc’d them to that foul revolt ? 

Th’ infernal ferpent ; he it was, whofe guile, 


*Stirr’d up with envy and revenge, deceiv'd 


‘The mother of mankind, what time his pride 
Had caft him out from heav’n, with all his hoff 
Of rebel angels, by whofe aid afpirin 

‘To fet himfelf in glory abéve his pees? 

He trufted to have equall’d the Moft F’'ghy 





pa. te “PARADISE LOST. 
Barkers the gates of heav’n = the fulph’rous hail And leave a finged better 


Shot after us in ftorm, o’erblown, hath laid 
The fiery farge, that from the precipice 
Of heav’n receiv’d us falling ; and the thunder, 
‘Wing'd with red lightning and impetuous rage, 
Perhaps hath fpent his thaits, and ceafes now 
bellow through the vaft and boundlefs deep. 
A ot flip th’ occafion, whether fcorn, 
Or fatia’ fury yield it from our foc. * 
Seelt thou yon dreary plain, forlorn and wild, 
‘The feat of defolation, void of light, 
Save what the glimmering of thefe vid flames 
Cafts pale and dreadful? thither Jet us tend 
From off the tofling of thefe fiery waves ; 
‘There reft; if any reft can harbour there, 
‘And roaffembling our aflidted powers, 
« Conlult how we may henceforta moft offend 
Our cnemy, our own lofs how repcir, 
How overcome this dire calamity, 
What reinforcement we may gain from hope, 
MU not what refolution from defpair. e 
"Thus Satan, talking to his neareft mate, 
With head up-lift above the wave, and eyes 
‘That fparkling blaz’d, bis other parts befides 
Prone on the flood, extended long and large, 
Lay floating many a rood, in bulk as huge 





As whom the fables name?" Ze, 
‘Titanian, or Earth-born, that warr'd on y We, 
Briarcus or T'yphon, whom the den oe 


; By ancient Tarfus held, or that fea-bew= 

' Seviathan, which God of all his works 
Created hugett that {wim th’ ocean ftream = 
Him haply dlumb’ring on the Norway foam 

The pilot of fome {mall night-founder’d skiff, 

F Deeming fome ifland, oft, as feamen tell, 
‘With fixed anchor in his fealy rind 
‘Moors by his fide under the lee, while night 
Invells the fea, and-wifhed morn delays : 
So ftretch’d out huge in length the Arch-fiend lay 
Chain’d on the burning lake, nor ever thence 
Had rifn or heav’d his head, but that the will 
‘And high permiffion of all-ruling Heaven 
Left him at large to his own dark defigns, 

» That with reiterated crimes he might 
Heap on himfelf damnation, while he fought 
Evil to others, and enrag’d might fee 

1 How all his malice ferv'd but to bring forth. 
Infinite goodnefs, grace atd mercy fhewn 
On Man by him feduc’d ;*hut on himfelf 
Treble confufion, wrath and Yengeance pour’d. 
Forthwith upright he rears froyp off the pool 
His mighty ftatare ; on each had the flames 
Driv'n backward flope their poitts 






‘Then with expanded wings he fteers his flight 
Aloft, incumbent on the defky air : 
That felt unufual weight, till on dry land 
He lights, if it were land that ever burn’d 
‘With folid; ag the lake with liquid fire ; 

‘And fuch appear’d in hue, as when the force 
Of fubterranean wind tranfports a hill 

‘Torn from Pelorus, or the fhatter’d fide 

Of thundering Aitna, whofe combuitible 
And Yuel’d entrails thence conceiving fire, 
‘eublon’d with mineral fury, aid the winds, 


2g fpires, and 
: In billows, leave i’ th’ midft a horrid vale. froll'd 


ar 


avoid 
‘With ftench and fmoke : fuch refting found the fole 
Of unblet feet. Him followed his next mate, 
Both glorying to have feap'd the Stygian flood 
‘As gods, and by their own recover’d ftrength, 
Not by the fuff’rance of fupernal Power. 
Is this the region, this the foil, the clime, 
Said then the leit Arch-angel, this the feat 
"Phat we muft change for Heav’n, this mournful 
For that celeitial light ? Be it fo, fince he [gloom 
Who now is Sov'reign, can ditpofe and bid 
What thall be right : fartheft trom him is beit, 
Whom reaton hath equall’d, force hath made fue 
Above his equals, Farewell, happy fields (preme 
joy forever dwells : Hail Horrors, hail 
i-World, and thou profoundeft Hell 
thy new pofleffor ; one who brings 
A mind net to be chaag’d by place or time. 
"The mind is its own place, and in itfelf 
Can make a heav’n of hel, a hell of heav'’n, 
What matter where, if 1 be fill the fame, 
And what i thould be, al) but lefs than he 
Whom thunder hath made greater? Here at leaft 
We hail be free ; th’ Almighty hath not built 
Here for his envy, will not drive us hence + 
Here we may reign fecure, and, in my choice, 
‘To reign is worth ambition though in Hell : 
Better to reign in Hell than ferve in Heav’n, + 
But wherefore let we then our faithful friends, 
‘Th’ affociates and copartners of our lofs, « 
Lie thus aftonifh’d on th’ oblivious peal, 
‘And call them not-to fhare with us their part 
In this unhappy meanfion, or once more, 
With rallied arms, to try what may be yet 
Regain’d in heav’n, or what more Joft in hell 2. 
So Satan fpake, and him Beelzebub 
‘Thus anfwer'd : Leader of thofe armies bright, 
Which but th’ Omnipotent none could have foil’é 
If once they hear that voice, thcir liveliet pledge 
Of hope in fears and dangers, heard fo oft 
In worft extremes, and on.the perilous edge 
Of battle when it rag’d, in all affaults 
‘Their fureft fignal, they will foon rcfume 
New courage, and revive ; though now they lie 
Grovelling and proftrate on yon Jake of fire, 
As we e’er while, aftounded and amaz’d, 
No wonder, fall’n fuch a pernicious height. 
He fearce had ceaf’d, when the fuperior Fiend 
$ was moving tow’rd the thore; his poud’rous fhield, 
Ethereal temper, maffy, large and round, : 
Behind him caft ;: the broad circumference 
Hung on his fhoulders like the moon, whofe ork 
"Through optic glafs the Tufcan artift views 
At evening from the top of Fefole, 
Or in Valdarno, to defery new lands, 
Rivers or mountains in her {potty globe. 
His fpear, to equal which the talleft pine, 
Hewn on Norwegian hills to be the mait” 
Of fome great admiral, were but a wand, 
He waik’d with to fupport uneafy fteps 
Over the burning marle, not like thofe fteps 
Ou heaven’s azure, and the torrid clime 
Smote on him fore befides, vaulted with fire 7 
Nathlefg he fo endur’d, till on the be>~ 5 
Of that inflamed fea he ftood, and calla 
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, Eternal fpirits ; or have 


wt 


His legions, angel forms, who Jay entranc'd 
‘Thick as autumnal leaves that ftrow the brooks 
In Valambrofa, where th’ Etrarian thades 

High over-arch’d embow’r ; or {Catter’d fedge 
Affote, when with fierce winds Orien arm'd 
Hath vex'd the Red-fea coait, whofe waves o’er- 
Bufiris and his Memphian chivalry, 

‘While with perfidious hatred they purfued 
‘Vhe fojourners of Gothen, who beheld‘ 
-From the fafe fhore their floating carcafes 


: And broken chariot wheels : fo thick beltrown 


Abjed and loft lay thefe, covering the flood, 
Under amazement of their hidcous change, 
He call'd fo loud, that all the hollow deep 
Of hell refounded. Princes, Potentates, 
‘Warriors, th’ flow’r of heav’n, once yours, 
Uf {uch aftonifhment as this can feize 

you chofen this place, 
Alter the toil of battle, to repofe 

Your wearied virtue, for the eafe you find 

‘To flumber here, as in the vales of Heav’n? 
Or in this abjeét pofture have you fworn 

‘To adore the Conqueror ? who now beholds 
Cherub and feraph rolling in the flood 

‘With featter’d arms and enfigns, till anon 

His fwift purfuers from hvav'n gates difeern 
‘Th’ advantage, and defcending tread us down 


[loft 
now 


“§thus drooping, or with linked thunderbolts 


‘Transfix us to the bottoin of this gulf, 

Awake, arife, or be for ever fallen ! Ufprang 
They heard, and were abath’d, and up they 

Upon the wing, as when men wont to watch 

On duty, fleeping found by whom they dread, 

Rovfe and beitir themfelves e’er well awake, 

Nor did they not perceive the evil plight 

fq which they were, or the fierce pains not feel ; 

Yet to their General’s voice they foon obey'd, 

Tanumerable, As when the potent rod 

Of Amram’s fon, in Egypt's evil day, 

‘Wav'd round the couft, up call’d a pitchy cloud 

Of locutts, warping on the,eaftern wind, 

‘That o’er the realin of impious Pharaoh hun; 

Like gight, and darken’d all the land of Nile: 

So numberlefs were thofe bad angels feen, 

Hovering on wing under the cope of Hell, 

"Pwixt upper, nether, and furrounding fires ; 

Till, at a fignal giv’n, th’ uplifted {pear 

OF their grezt Sultan waving to direct 


+ “Pheir courfe, in even balauce down they light 


On the firm brimitone, and fill all the plain; 

A multitude, like which the populous North 
Pour'd never from her frozen loins, to pais 

Rhene or the Danaw, when her barb’rous fons 
Came like a deluge on the South, and fpread 
Beneath Gibraltar to the Lybian fands, 

Forthwith from every fquadron and each band 
‘The heads and leaders thither hafte, where ftood 
‘Their great Commander; godlike fhapes and forms 
Excelling human, princely dignities, 

And powers that erft in Heaven fat on thrones; 
‘Though of their names in heav'nly records now 
Be po memorial, bjotted out and ras’d 

By their rebellion from the books of Ljfe. 

‘Noi had they yet among the fons of E¥e 

Got them sew names, till wandring o’cr the earth, 
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‘Through God’s high fuPrance for the trial of ny 
By falfities and lies the greateft part 

Of mankind they corrupted 6 forfake 

God their Creator, and th’ invifible 

Glory of him that made them to transform 

Oft to the image of a brute, adorn’d 


[threw | With gay religions full of pomp and gold, 


And devils to adore for deities : 

‘Then were they known to men by vaticill naiaes 
And various.idols through the heatheh world, 
Say, Mufe, their names then known, who firft, who 


> 
Rous’d from the flumber, on that fiery couch, 
At their great Emp’ror’s call, as next in worth 
Came fingly where he food on the bare strand, 
While the promifcuous crowd ftood yet aloof. 
‘The chicf were thofe who from the pit of Hell 
Roaming to fesk their prey on earth, durft fix 
Their feats long after next the feat of God, 
‘Their altars by his altar, gods ador’d 
Among the nations round, and durft abide 
Jehovah thund’ring out of Sion, thron’d 
Between the cherubim ; yea often plac’d 
Within his fanctuary itfelf their thrines, 
Abominations ; and with curfed things 
His holy rites and folemn feafts profan’d, 
And with err Garamels drt affront his light, 
Virft M@Woch, horrid king, befmear’d with blood 
Of bet. facrifice, and parent’s tears, 
‘Though iS™he noife of drums and timbrels loud 
‘Their childred’s cries unheard, that pats'd through 
To his grim idol, Him the Ammonite [fire 
Worthip’d in Rabba and her watry plain, 
Th Argob and in Bafan, to the fiream 
Of utmoft Arnon. Nor content with fuch 
Audacious neighbourhood, the wifef heart 
Of solomon he led by frand to build 
His temple right aguinft the temple of God 
On that opprobrious hill, and made his grove 
‘The pleafant valley of Hiramon, ‘Tophet thence 
And black Gehenna call’d, thé type of Hell, 
Next Chemos, th’ obfcene dread of Moab’s fons, 
From Aroar to Nebo, and the wild 
Of fouthmo? Abarint ; in Hefebon 
And Horonaini, Seon’s realm, beyond 
‘The fow’ry dale of Sibma, clad with vines, 
Ard-Eleale to th’ Afphaltic pool. 
;Peor his other name, why he entie’d 
‘Uael jn Sittim on ch from Nile 

“odo him wanton res, which coft them woe, 
Yet thence his luith{ orgies he enlarg’d 

Ev’n ta that hill of feandal, by the grove 

Of Moloch horiicide ; luft-hard by hate ; 

Till good Jofiah drove them thence to Hell. 

With thefe came they, who from the bord’ring 
Of old Euphrates to the brook that parts [flood 
Egypt from Syrian ground, had gencral names 
Of Baalim and Afhtaroth, thofe male, 

‘Thefe feminine. For fpirits, when they pleafe, 
Can either fex affume, or both ; fo foft 

And uncompounded is their effence pure, 

Not ty’d or manacl’d with joint or limb, 

Nor founded on the brittle ftrength of bones,, 
Like cumb’rous flefh ; but in what fhape they choofe 
Dilated or condens’d, bright or obfcure, 
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Can execute their airy purpofes, 
And works of love or enmity fuifil. 
for thofe the race ef Hrael oft forfook 
‘Their living ftrength, and unirequented left 


His rightectis altar, bowing lowly down 


‘Rg beitial Gods ; for which their heads as low 

Toseliows in battle, funk before the fpear 

OF detpvble foes. With thefe in troop ‘ 

Came Aftorath, whom the Pheenicians call’d 

Aitarte, Queen of Heav’n, with crefeent horns; 

‘Le whofe bright image nightly by the moon 

Sidonian virgins paid their vows and fongs; 

In Sion alfo not uvfiung, where ftood 

Her temple on th’ offenfive mountain, built 

By that uxorious king, whole beart, though large, 
Beguil'd by fair idolatreifes, fell 

‘Vo idols foul, Thammuz came next behind, 
Whofe annual wound in Lebanon «liur’d 

‘The Syrian danslels to lament his fate 

Jn amorous dittics all a fummer’s day ; 

While fmooth Adonis from his native rock 

Ran purple to the fea, fuppos'd with blood 

Of 'Thammuz yearly wounded ; the love-tale 

Infeted Sion's daughters with like heat, 

Whofe wanton paflions in the facred porch 

Fackiel faw, when by the Vifiepcled 

His eye furvey'd the dark idolatries. 

Of alienated Judah, Next came one ghd. 

Who mourned in earneft, when the captiey: ark 

Maim’d his brute image, head and haytis lopt of 

In his own temple, on the grunfel edge, 

Where he fell flat, and tham'd his worthippers : 

Dagon his name, fea-montter, upward man 

And downward fifh : yet had his temple high 

Rear'd in Azotus, dreaded through the coait 

Of Paleftine, in Gath and Afcalon, 

And Accaron and Gaza’s frontier bounds, 

Flim follow’d Rimmon, whofe deligtful feat 

Was fair Damafcus, on the fertile banks 

Of Abbana and Pharphar, lucid ftreams. 

He alfo againft the houfe of God was bold : 

A leper once he loft, and gain’d a king, 

Ahaz his fottifh conqu’ror, whom he drew 

God's altar to difparage and difplace 

For one of Syrian mode, whereon to burn 

His odious offerings, and adore the Gods 

Whom he had vanquith’d. After thefe appear'd 
A crew, who, under namepof old renown, 
Ofiris, Ifis, Oras and their trdin, 
With monft'rous shapes and fokceries abus'd 
‘Fanatic Egypt and her priefts, th feek 
Their wand’ring gods difguis'd inMaqutith forms 
Rather than human, Nor did Hrael “feape 
‘Th’ infection, when their borrow’d gold compos'd 
‘The calf in Oreb ; and the rebel king 
Doubled that fin in Bethel and in Dan, 
Likening his Maker to the grazed ox, 
Jehovah, who in one night when he pafs’d 
From Egypt marching, equali’d with one ftroke 
Both her firft-born and all her bleating gods. 
Belial came laft, than whom a fp’rit more lewd 
Fell not from heaven, or more grofs to love 
Vice fer itfelf :-to him no temple ftood 
Or altar fmok’d ; yet who more oft than he 

7m temples and at altars, when the prieft 
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Turns Atheift, as did Eli’s fons, who fill'd 

With luft and violence the houfe of God ? 

In courts and palaces he alfo reigns, 

And in luxurious cities, where the noife 

Of riot afcends above their loftiet towers, 

And injury and outrage : and when Night 

Darkens the frets, then wander forth the fons 

Of Belial, flown with infolence and wine. 

Witnefs the freets of Sodom, and that night 

In Gibeah, when the hofpitable door 

Expos’d a matron to avoid worfe Tape. 

‘Vhefe were the prime in order and in might ; 

The reft were long to tell, though far renown'd, 

‘Th’ Ionian gods of Javan’s iffue held 

Gods, yet confeffed later than Heav'’n and Earth, 

Their boafted parents : Titan, Heav'n’s firft-born, 

With his enormous brood, and birthright feiz'd 

By younger Saturn ; he from mightier Jove 

His own und Rhea’s fon like meafure found; 

So Jove ufurping reign’d : thefe firtt in Crete 

Arid Ida known, thence on the thowy top 

Of cold Olympus rul'd the middle air, 

Their higheit heaven ; or on the Delphian cliff, 

Or in Dodona, and through all the bounds 

Of Doric Iand ; or who with Saturn old 

Fled over Adria to th’ Helperian fields, 

And o’er the Celtic roam’d the utmott ifles, . 
All thefe and more came flocking; but with looks 

Downcait and dampt, yet fuch wherein Appear’d — 

Obfcure fome glimpfe of joy, to ‘ave found their 

chief 

Not in defpair, to ’ave found themfelves not loft - 

In lofs itfeif ; which on his countenance caft 

Like doubtful hue: but he his wonted pride 

Soon recollecting, with high wdtds that bore 

Semblance of worth, not fubftance, gently rais’d 7 

‘Their fainting courage, and difpell’d their fears. 

‘Then ftrait commands, that at the warlike found 

Of trumpets loud and clarions be uprear’d 

His mighty ftandard ; that proud honour claim'd 

Azazel as his right, a cherub tall ; 

Who forthwith from the glittering ftaff unfurl’: 

‘Th’ imperial enfign, which full high advanc’d> 

Shone like a metcor ftreaming to the wind, 

With gems and golden luftre rich emblaz’d,.- 

Seraphic arms and trophies ; all the while 

Sonorous metal blowing martial founds : 

0 fent 

A fhout that tore Hell’s com and beyond 

Frighted the reign of Chaos an Night. 

All in a moment through the gloom were feen! 

‘Ten thoafand banners rife into the air 

With orient colours waving : with them rofe 

A forett Inige of fpears ; and thronging helms: 

Appear’d, and ferried thields in thick array 

Of depth immeafurable : anon they move 

In perfect phalanx to the Dorian mood 

Of flutes and foft recorders ; fuch as rais’d. 


“To height of nobleft temper heroes old 


Arming to battle ; and inftead of rage 

Deliberate valour breath’d, firm and unmev’d 
With dread of death to flight or foul retreat A 
Nor wanting pow'r to mitigate and fwage 

With folemn touches troubled thoughts, and chafe 
Anguith and doubt, and fear, and forrow, and pain, 
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From mortal or immortal winds, Thus they, 
Breathing united force, with fixed thought 
Mov'd on in filence to fott pipes that chs 
"Their painful fteps o’er the burnt foil 
Advane'd in view, they fland, a hiygrid front 
Of dreadful length and dazzling aums, in guit 
Of warriors old with ordev'd tpcar and thi 
Awaiting what comniand their mighty chi 
Had to impofe j he through the arincd files 

. Darts his expericne'd cye, and foo trav. 
‘The whole battalion, views their order dac, 
Their vifages and fhature, 25 of yocs; 

“Dheir number laf he tums, And uow his heert 
Diftends with piide, and bard’ ing in his ftrength 
Glories : for never fince created man 

Met fuch embodied force, as nam'd with thee 
Could meri: more than chat fmatl infantry 
‘Warr'd on by cranes; though all the giant brood 
Of Phlegr: th’ hercic race were join'd 

. ‘What fo ebes and Ilium, on ¢ i 
Mix'd with 
Int fable or rot 
Begire with 1 
























ce of Uther’s fon, 
ith and Armoric knighis 5 
And all who jince, baptiz’d or infidel, 
Joufted in Afpraniont or Montalban, 
Damatco, or Marocco, or Trebifond, 
Or whom Biferta fent from Afric’s fhorc, 
When Charlemain, wish all his peerage, fell 
By Fontarabia. ‘(bus fur thefe beyoud 
Compare of mortal prowefs, yet obferv’d 
‘Vheir dread Commuander : he above the reft 
In fhape and gefure proudly eminevt, 
Stood like a tower ; his form had not yet loft 
All her original brichtncfs, nor appcar’d 
els than Archeatfgel rein’d, and th’ excefs 

f glory obfcur'd 3 as when the fun new rifen 
Looks through the horizontal mifty air 
horn of his beams, or from behind the moon 
Jn dim eclipfe difaftrous twilight facds 
On half the nations, and with tear of change 
Perplexes monarchs, Darken'd fo, yet fhone 
Above them all th’ Arch-angel 5 but his face 
Deep fears of thunder had entrenched, and Care 
Sat en kis faded check, but under: 
Of dauntlefs courage, end conlid 
Waiting revenye y cruct his eye, but calt 
Signs of remorfe and patfion to behold 
"The fellows of bis ne, the followers rather 
(Yor other once beheld in biifs) condemn’d 
For ever iow to have their let in 2s 
Mithons of fpirits for his fault amere’d ' 
Of Heav'n, and from eternal fplendors flung 
¥or his revolt, yet faithful, how they fiond, 
‘Their glory wither'd : as when Heaven’s fire 
Vath {cath'd the forckt oaks, or mountain pincs, 
With finged top their itately growth, though bare, | 
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Stands on the blafted heath. He now prepar’d 

‘Yo fpcak ; wherest their doubled ranks they bend 
From wing to wing, and half inclofe him round 
‘With all his peers : attention held them mute. 
‘Thrice he eflay'd, and thrice in fpite of feorn, 
Tears fuch as angels weep, burft forth : at laft 
Words, interwove with fighs, found out their way. 
_ O myriads of immortal Sp'rits! O Powers 
Matchless! but with th’ Almighty, and that firife 
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‘Was not inglorious, though th’ event was dire, 

As this place teftifies, and this dire change, 

Tiateful to utter : but what pow’r of mind 
Foreleeing or prefaging, from the depth 

Of knowledge patt or prefent, could have fear'd, 
How fuck united force of gods, how fuch 

As flood like thefe, could ever know rege 
lor who can yet believe, though ufter lo 
“That all chefe puiffant legions, whofeeesi: 
tied Heav'n, fhall fail to re-afeend, 

s al, and repoffefles their native feat ? 

For me be witnel, all the hoft of heaven, 

JE counfels different, or danger fhung’d 

By me, have loft our hopes. But he who reigns 
Monarch in Heav’n, till then as one fecure 

Sat on his throne, apheld by old repute 

Confort or cuitom, und his regal ftate 

Pur forth at falls but @il his ftreageh conceal’d, 
Which tempted our attempt, and wrought our fall. 
Henceforth hismight we kuow, and know oar own, 
Sa es not either to provoke, of dread 

New war, provok’d ; our better part remains 
‘To work in clofe defign, by fraud or guile, 
WwW ‘ucted not ; that he no Jels 

om us may find, who overcomes 
By force, lth aveneneme but hulf his foe, + 

© ea produce vorlds ; whereof fo rife 
het Front « fame.in'F av'n, that he e’er long 
Tnretdet Mg create, and therein plant 
wick, whom his choice rm 
favour equal to the fons of Heav’n : 

+ if but to pry, fhail be perhaps 

Our firft crupiion, thither or elfewhere : 

For this infernal pit thall never hold 

Celeitial fp'rits in bondage, nor th’ abyfs 

Long under darknefs co’ Bat thete thoughts 
Full counfel mutt mature i peace is detpair'd, 
Ver who can think fubn.iffion ? War then, wary’ 
Open or uuderftvod, mutt be refolv'd. 

We fpake : and to confirm his words, out-few 
Miilious of flaming fwords, drawn froin the th 
Of mighty cherubim; the fudden hy 
Far round illeamia’d Hell: Lighly they rag'd 
aft the Hi, ; Rovee with grafped arms’ 
afi’d on their founding fhieids the cin of war 
Hurling defiance tow’rd the vault of heav’n, 

“There ftoud a hill not) > gridly top 
Rlch’d fire aud roliing&imoke ; the reft entire 
Shone with a giolly (rf, undoubted tign 
‘Chat in his womb yas hid me 
Che’ work of fulppfir. 1 
A rumerous by Ade halten'a 
Of pioneers, with fpade and pi 
Forcrun the royal camp, to trench a fic 
Or caft a rampart. Mammon led them on, 
Mammon, the isaft creed fp'rit that fell 
From Heav’n, for ev’n in Heav’n his looks and 

thoughts 
Were always downward bent, admiring more 
‘The riches uf Heav'n’s pavement, trodden gold, 
“Chan ought divine, or holy elie enjoy'é 
In vifion beatific : by him frit 
M en alfo, and by his fuggeftion taugbt, 
Rantack’d the cents d with impious handy 
Rifled the bowels cf their axcther Earth 
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for tredtures better hid. Soon had his crew 
Open’d into the hill a fpacious wound, 

And digg’d out ribs of gold. Let none admire 
‘That riches grow in Hell ; that foil may beit 
Deferve the precious bane, And here let thofe 
{Who boatt in mortal things, and wond’ring tell 
Of Mabel, and the works of Memphian kings, 
Learn he v their greateft monuments of fame, 
And ftrength, gnd art, are eafily out-done 

By fpirits reprobate, and in an hour 

What in an age they with inceffant toil, 

And hands innumerable, fearce perform. 
Nigh on the plain in many cells prepar’d, 
‘That underneath had veins of liquid fire 
Sluic'd from the lake, a fecond multitude 
‘With wondrous art founded the mally ore, + 








Sev'ring cach kind, and feumm’d the bullion drofs; 


‘A third as foon bad form’d within the ground 
‘A various mould, and from the boiling cells, 
By frange conveyance, fill'd each hollow nook, 
‘As in an organ from one blaft of wind 


‘To many a row of pipes the found-board breathes. 


“Anon, out of the earth a fabric huge 

Rofe like an exhalation, with the found 

Of dulcct fymphonics-and voices fweet, 

Built like a temple, where pilafers.round 
Were fet, and Doric pillars overlaid "hd 
‘With golden architrave ; nor did there want 


Cornice or frieze, with bofly feuiptures gray n 5 


"Uhe roof was fretted gold. Not Babylon” 
Nor great Alcairo fach magnificence . 
Equall'd in all their glories, to infhrine 

* Belus or Serapis their gods, or feat 

“Their kings, when Egypt with Affyria ftrove 
In wealth and luxury. Th’ afcending pile 
Stood fix'd her ftately height, and trait the doors 
Opening their brazen folds, difcove wide 
Within her ample fpaces o’er the fiooth 
And level pavement : from the arched roof 
Pendent by fubtile magic, many a row 
Of ftarry lamps and blazing creffets, fed 
With Naptha and Afphaltus, yielded light 
As from a fky, The hafty multitude 
Admiring enter’d, and the work fome praife, 
‘And fome the Architeét : his hand was known 
In Heay’n by many a towered ftructure high, 
Wire fcepter’d angels held their refidence, 
And fat as princes, whom tne fupreme king, 
Exalted to fuch power, and gave to rule, 
Fach in his hierarchy, the ordefs bright. 
Nor was his name unheard or urdor’d s 
In ancient Greece; and in Aufonidaland ~ 
Men call’d him Mulciber ; and how he fell 
From heav’n they fabled, thrown by angry Jove 
Sheer o’er the cryftal battlements: from morn 

' To noon he fell, from noon to dewy eve, 


| A fummer’s day ; and with the fetting fun 
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; Of that infernal court. 
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Dropt from the zenith, like a falling far, 

On Lemnos th’ AEgean ifle: thus they relate, 

Erring ; for he with this rebellious rout 

Fell long before ; nor ought avail’d him now 

‘)? have built im Heav’n high. tow’rs ; nor did he 

“feape : 

By all his engines, but was headlong fent, 

With his induftrious crew, to build in Hell, 
Mean while the winged heralds by command 

Of fov reign pow’r, with awful ceremony 

And trumpet’s found, throughout the hott proclaim 

A folemn council forthwith to be held 

At Pandemonium, the high capital 

Of Satan and his peers: their fummons call’d 

From every band and {quared regiment 

By place or choice the worthieft ; they anon 

Wich hundreds and with thoufands trooping came 

Attended ; all accefs was throng’d, the gates, 

And porches wide, but chief the fpacious hall 

(Though like a cover'’d field, where champions 

bold 

Wont ride in armi’d, and at the Soldan’s chair 

Defy'd the belt of Panim chivalry 

‘Vo mortal combat, or career with lance) * 

‘Thick fvarm’d, both on the ground and inthe air 

Bruth’d with the hifs of ruling wings. As bees 

In {pring-time, when the fun with Faurus rides, 

Pour forth their populous youth about the hive 

In clufters; they'among frefh dews and. flowers 

Fly to and fro, or on the fmoothed plank, 

"Vhe fuburb of their ftraw-built citadel,” 

New rubb’d with balm, expatiate and confor 

Their ftate affairs. So thick the airy crowd 

Swarm’d and were ftraiten’d ; till, the fignal given, 

Behold a wonder ! they but now who feem’d 

In bignefs to furpafs earth’s giant fons, 

Now lefs than frnalleft dwarfs, in narrow room 

Throng numberteis, like that Pygmean race 

Beyond the Indian mount, or fairy elves, 

Whole midnight revels by a foreft fide 

Or fountain fome belated peafant fees, 

Or dreams he fees, while over-head the moon 

Sits arbitrefs, and nearer to the earth 

Wheels her pale courfe ; they on their mirth and 

Intent with jocund mufic charm his ear; {dance’ 

At once with joy and fear his heart rebounds. 

Thus incorporeal {p’rits to fmalleft forms 

Reduc’d their fhapes immenfe, and were at large, 

Though without number ftill amidft the hall 

But far within, 

And in their own dimenfions like themfelves, 

‘The great feraphic lords and cherubim 

In clofe recefs and fecret conclave, fat 

A thoufand demi-gods on golden feats, 

Frequent and full. After fhort filence theny 

And fummons read, the great confult began. 





PARADISE LOST. 
ey 











BOOK UW. 


2 . 
The Argument. 

The confultation begun, Satan debates whether another battle be to be hagarded for the recovery of 
Heaven: fome advife it, others diffuade. A third propofal is preferr’d, mentioned hefore by Satan, 
to fearch the truth of that prophecy or tradition in Heaven concerning another world, and another 
kind of creature, equal or not much inferior to themfelves, about this time to be created : their 
doubt who fhall be fent on this difficult fearch: Satan, their chief, undertakes alone the voyage, is 
honour’d and applauded. The council thus ended, be Gea Several ways, and to feveral 
employments, as their inclinations ted them, to entertaji the time till Satan return. He ‘paffes on 
his journey to Hell gates, finds them fhut, and who fat deze to guard them, by whom at length they 
ure open’d, and difcover to him the great gulf between He and Heaven; with what difficulty he 
paffes through, direéted by Chaos, the power of that place, to the fight of this new world which he 
foughe. 





Hire on a throne of royal flate, which far Of endlefs pain ? whete there is then no good 
Outfhone the wealth of Ormos and of Ind, For which to ftrive, no ftrife can grow up therg 
Or where the gorgeous caft with richeft hand From faction ; for none fure will claim in Helf 
Show’rs on her kings barbaric pearkand gold, Precedence ; none whofe portion is fo fmall 
Satan exalted fat, by mierit rais’d Of prefent pain, that with ambitious mind 
‘To that bad erhinence; and from defpair Will covet morc, With this advantage then 
‘Thus high uplifted beyond hope, afpires To union, and firm faith, and firm accord, 
Beyond thus high, infatiate to purfue More than can he in Heaven, we now return 
Vain war with heav’n, and, by fuccefs untaught, | To claim our juft inheritance of old, 
His proud imaginations thus difplay’d, Surer to profper than profperity 
Pow’rs and dominions, deities of Heav’n, Could have affur'd us;,and by what bet way, 

For firice no deep within het gulph can hold +} Whether of open war fr covert guile, 
Immortal vigour, though opprefe'd and fall’n We now debate ; vio can advife may fpeak, 
I give not heav’n for loft. From this defcent He ceaf'd; and gext him Moloch, fcepter’d king, 
Celeftial virtues rifing, will appear SFR up, the ftrgngeft and the fietcett fpirit 

- More glorious and more dread than from no fall, | That Yought jovheaven, now fiercer by defpair + 
And truft themfelves to fear no fecond fate. His truft was with th’ Eternal to be deem’d 
Me though juft right, and the fix’d laws of Heaw’n | Equal in ftrength, and rather than be lefs 
Did firft create your leader, next free choice, Car’d not to be at-all; with that care Joft 
‘With what befides, in counfel or in fight, Went all his fear: of God, or heil, or worfe 
Hath been achiev'd of merit, yet this lofs, He reck’d not, and thefe words thereafter fpake. 
‘Thus far at leaft recover’d, hath much more My fentence is for open war : of wiles, 
Eftablifh’d in a fafe and unenvied throne, More unexpert, I boaft not ; them let thofe : 
Yielded with full confent.' The happier ftate Contrive who need, or when they need, not now.” 
In heav’n, which follows dignity, might draw For while they fit contriving, fhall the reft, 
Envy from each inferior ; but who here Millions that ftand in arms, and longing wait ag: 
‘Will envy whom the higheft place expofes The fignal to afcend, fit ling’ring here 
Foremoft to ftand againft the thund’rer’s aim, Heav’ns fugitives, and for their dwelling plact 


‘Your bulwark, and condemns to greateft thare Accept this dark oppobrious den of shame, 
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‘The prion of his tyranny who reigns 
By our delay? No, let us rather choofe, 
Arm'd with hell flames and fury, all at once 
O'er heav'n’s high ‘tow’rs to force refiftlels way, 
‘Turning our tortures into horrid arms 
" Againk the tort’rer; when to nect the noife 
Gis almighty engine he thal hear 
Infern.t thunder, and for lightning fee 
Black fire and horror fhot with equal rage 
Among his affgels, and his throne itfelf 
Mix’d with Tartaceun fulphur, and ftrange Bre, 
His own invented torments. But, pe 
"The way feems diticuit and feep to feale 
With upright wing againtt a higher foe. 
Let fuch bethink them, if the fleepy drench 
Of that forgetful lake benumb not fill, 
‘That in our proper motion we afcend 
Up to our native feat ; defcent and fail 
"Fo us is adverfe. Who but felt of late, 
When the fierce foc hung on out broken rear, 
Tntulting, and purfued us through the deep, 
With what compulfion and laborious flight 
We funk thus low.? Sh’ afcenz is eafy then 3 
‘Th’ event is fear'd ; fhould we again provoke 
Our ftronger, fome worfe way his wrath may find 
‘Y'o our deftruction ; if there be in he!l 
Fear to be worfe deftroy'd ho worke 
‘Than to dwell here, driv’n out from blue, con- 
Tn this abhorred deep to utter woe ; [demn’d 
Where pain of unextinguishabic fire 
Mutt exercife us, without hope of end, 
‘The vaffals of his anger, when the feourge 
» Inexorably, and the corturine hour 
Calle us to penance? Mo’ icoy’d than thus, 
‘We fhould be quite abolith’d, and cxpire, 
What fear we then? what doubt we to incente 
His utmoft ire ? which, to the height cnrag’d, 
Will either quite confume us, and reduce 
‘To nothing this effential, happier far 
‘Than miferable to have eter being: 
Or if our fubfiance be indeed divine, 
And cannot ceafe ta be, we arc at worlt 
On this fide nothing ; and by proof we fell, 
Our pow’r fufficient to difturb his heav’n, 
And with perpetual inroads to alarm, 
‘Though innacefible, his fatal throne ; 
Which, if not vidory, is yet revenge, 
He ended frowning, and his look denoune’d 
Defp'rate revenge, and battle dangerous 
To lefs than gods. On th’ other fide up rofe 
Belfal, in ad more graceful and humane ; 
A fairer perfon loft not heav'n ; ise feem’d 
For dignity compof"e, and high exploit : 
But alf was falfe and hollow ; though his tongue 
Dropt manna, and could make the worfe appear 
‘The better reafon, to perplex and 
Matureft counfels: for his thoughts were Jow, 
‘To vice induftrions, but to nebler deeds 
‘Timorous and flothful : yet he pleaf'd the car, 
And with perfuafive accent thus began : 
I fhould be much for open war, O Peers, 
As not behind in hate ; if what was urg’d 
iain reafon to perfuade immediate war, 
Did not-tiffuade me imoft, and feem to caft 
Omiyous conjeAure on the whole fucccls = 
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When he who moft excels in fad of arms, 

In what he counfels, and in what excels, 
Mistruftful, grounds his courage on defpair, 

And utter diffolution, as the {cope 

Of ail his aim, after fome dire revenge. 

Firft, what revenge ? the towers of heav’n are fil’ 
With armed watch, that render all accefa 
Impregnable ; oft on the bord’ring deep 

Encamp their legions, or with obfcure wing 
Scout far and wide into the realm of night, : 
Scorning furprife. Or could we break our way 
By force, and at our heels all hell fhould rife 
With blacke@ infurredlion, to confound 

Heav’n’s pureft light, yet our great enemy, 

AJ} incorruptible, would on his throne 

Sit unpolluted, and th’ ethereal mould, 

Incapable of tain, would foon expel 

Her mifchief, and purge off the bafer fire, 
Victorious, ‘Thus repulf'd, our final hope 

Is flat defpair : we muft exafperate 

‘Th’ almighty victor to {pend all his rage, 

And that muft end us; that muft be our cure,’ 
To be no more; fad cure! for who would lofes 
‘Though full of pain, this intellectual being, 
‘Yhofe thoughts that wander through eternity; 
‘Vo perifh rather, fwallow’d up and loft 

In the wide womb of uncreated night, 

Devoid of fenfe and motion? and who knows,’ 4 
Let this be good, whether our angry foe 

Can give it, or will ever? how he can, 

Is doubtful ; that he never will, is fure, 

Will he, fo wife, let loofe at once his ire, 

Belike through impotence, or unaware, 

To give his enemies their with, and end 

‘Them in his anges, whom his anger faves 

‘Yo punith endiefs ? Wherefore ceafe we then? 
Say they who counfel war, we are decreed, 
Referv’d, and deftin'd to eternal woe ; 

Whatever doing, what can we fuffer more, 

What can we fuffer worfe ? Is this then wort, 
‘Thus fitting, thus confulting, thus in arms ? 
What, when we'fled amain,and purfu’d and ftruck 
With heav’n’s afllicting thunder, and befought 
The deep to fhelter us? this hell then feem’d ® 
A refuge from thofe wounds: or when we lay 
Chain’d on the burning lake? that fure was worfes 
What, if the breath that kindled thofe grim fires; 
Awak’d, fhould blow them into feven-fold-rage, 
And plunge us in the flames? or from above, 
Should iatermitted vengeance arm again 

His red right hand to plague us? what, if all 
Her ftores were open'd, and this firmament 

Of hell thould {pout her cataraéts of fire, 
Impendent horrors, threat’ning hideous fall 

One day upon our s; while we, perhaps; 
Defigning or exhorting glorious war; 

Caught in a fiery rompeft, fhall be hurld 
Each on his reck tr d, the fport and prey 
Of wracking whirlwinds, or for ever funk 

Under yon boiiicg ocean, werapt in chains; 
‘Lhere to converfe with everlafting groans, 
Unreipited, unpitied, unrepriev'’d, 

Ages of hopeleis end? this would be worfe: 
War, therefore, open or conceal’d, alike Sn 
My voice diffvades; for what can force or guité 
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With him, or who deceive his mind, whofe eye 
‘Views all things at one view? he from heavy'n’s 


All thefe our motions vain fees and derides + [height | Hard liberty before the 


Not more almighty to refit our might, 
tan wife to fruftrate all-our plots and wiles. 
all we then live thus vile, the race of heaven, 
‘Thus trampled, thus expell'd to fuffer here 
-Chains and thefe torments ? better thefe than worfe 
By my advice; fince fate inevitable 
Subdues us, and omnipotent decree, 
‘The vidtor’s will. ‘Yo fuffer, as to do, 
Our ftrength is equal, nor the law unjuft 
‘That fo ordains : this was at firft refolw’d, 
If we were wife, againit fo great a foe 
Contending, and fo doubtful what might fall. 
Llaugh, when thole who at the fpear are bold 
And vent'rous, if that fail them, fhrink and fear 
What yet they know mufi follow, to endure 
Exile, or ignominy, or bonds, or pain, 
"The fentence of their conqucror : this is now 
Our doom ; which if we can fuftain and bear, 
Our fupreme foc in time may much remit 
His anger, and perhaps thus far remov’d, 
Not mind u3 not offending, furisfy'd 
‘With what is ponith’d ; whence thefe ranging fires 
‘Will flacken, if his breath flir not their flames, 
Our purer effence then will overcome 
‘Their noxious vapour, or, inur’d, not feel, 
Or chang’d at length, and to the place conform'd 
In temper and in nature, will receive 
Familiar the fierce heat, and void of pain ; 
This horror will grow mild, this darknefs light, 
Belides what hope the never-ending flight {change 
Of future days may bring, what chance, what 
Worth waiting, fince our prefent lot appears 
For happy thengh but ill, for ill not worft, 
if we procure net to ourfelves more woe. [garh, 
Thus Belial, with words cloth’d in reafon’s 
Counfel'd ignoble eafe, and peaceful floth, 
Not peace : and after him thus Mammon fpake : 
Either to difenthrone the King of Heaven 
We war, if war be belt, or to regain 
Opr own right lo: him to unthrone we then 
May hope, when everlafting fate thal yield 
‘To fickle chance, and Chaos judge the ftrife : 
"The former vain to hope, argues as vain 
‘The latter: for what place can be for us 
‘Within heav'n’s hound, unlefs heav’n’s Lord fu- 
‘We overpow’r ? Suppofe he fhould relent, [preme 
- And publith grace to all, on promife made 
Of new fubjection; with what cyes could we 
Stand in his prefence humble, and receive 
Strict laws impos'd to celebrate his throne 
With warbled hymns, and to bis Godhead fing 
Fere’d hallelujahs; while he lordly fits 
Our envied Sov'reign, and his altar breathes 
Ambrofial odors and ambrofial flowers, 7 
Out fervile offerings? This muit be our tafk 
In heav'n, this our delight ; how wearifome 
Eternity fo fpent in worfhip paid 
‘To whom we hate! Let us not then purfue 
By force impofhible, by leave obtain’d 
Unacceptable, though in heav'n, our ftate 
Of fplendid vaffalage ; but rather feck 


PARADISE Lost. 


| By policy, and long 
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Live to ourfelves, though in this vaft recefs, 

Free, and to none accountable, preferring 

afy yoke 

Of fervile pomp. Our greatnels will appear 
‘Then moft confpicuous, when great things of fmall, 
Uteful of hurtful, profp'rous of adverfe . 
We can create, in what place foe’er 

‘Thrive under evil, and work eafe out of wer 
‘Through labour and endurance. “Fhis deep world 
Of darknefs do we dread ? How offamidit 

Thick clouds and dark doth heaven's all-ruling 
Choofe to refide, his glory anobfeur’d, [Gre 
And with the majefty of darkneds round 

Covers his throne; from whence deep thunders roar, 
Muft’ring their rage, and heav’n refembles hell ? 
As he our darknefs, cannot we his light 

imitate when we’ pleafe ? This defert foil 

Wants not her hidden luftre, gems and gold ; 

Nor want we kill or art, from whence to raife 
Magnificence ; and what can heavn fhew more ? 
Our torments alfo may in length of time 

Become our elements ; thefe piercing fires 

now fevere ; our temper chang’d 

Which muft needs remove 

All things invite 

, and the fettled fate 

tcty beft we may 

Compote our prefent cvils, with regard 

Ol what we are and where, difmifling quite 

All thonghts of war, Ye have what I advife. 

He fearce had finith’d, when fuch murmur fill’& 
Th’ affembly, as when hollow rocks retain ; 
‘The found of blaft ring winds, which all night long 
Had rous‘d the fea, now with hoarfe cadence hull 4 
Seusfaring men o erwatch d, whofe bark by chance ™ 
Or pinnace anchors in a craggy hay 
After the terapelt : Sach apphaufe was heard 
As Mammon ended, and his fentence pleas’d, 

x peace t for fuch ancther field 

caded worfe than hell : fo much the fear 
Of thunder and the {word of Michael 

Wrought ftill within them: and no lefs defire 
‘Lo found this nether empire, which might rife 

¢ f time, 

In emulation oppofite to Heav'n. 

Which, when Beéizebub percciv’d, than whom, * 
Satan except, none higher fat, with grave 
Afpedt he rofe, and in his rifing feem’d 

A pill’ar of ftate ; deep on his front ingraven 
Deliberation fat, and public care ; 

And princely couffel in his face yet thone 
Majcttic, though in ruin: fage he ftood, 

With Atlanteah fhoulders fit to beat 

The weight of mightiei monarchies; his look 
Drew audience and attention ftill as night 

Or fummer’s noon-tide air, while thus he fpake + 

‘Thrones and imperia! pow’rs, offspring of 
Ethereal virtues ; or thefe titles now [Heav'n, 
Mauit we renounce, and, changing ftile, be call’d' 
Princes of Hell? for fo the popular vote 
Inclines, ere to continue, and build up here 
A growing cmpire ; doubtlefs, while we dream, 
And know not that the King of Heav’n hath 

doom’d 7 
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Beyond his potent arm, to live exempt 
From Heav'n’s high jurifdidtion, in new league 
Banded againgt his throne, but to remain 
In ftridteft bondage, tho’ thus far remov'd, 
Under th’ inevitabie curb referv'd 
His captive multitude : for he, be fure, 
ln height or depth, fii} firt and laft will reign 
Sol: king, and of his kingdom lofe no part 
By our revolt, but over hell extend 
His empire, gnd with iron feeptre rule 
Us here, as with his golden thofe in heav'’n. 
What: fit we then projecting peace and war? 
War hath determin'd us, and foil’d with lofs 
Irreparable ; terms of peace yct none 
Vouchfaf'd or fought; for what peace will be given 
To us infav’d, but cuftody fevere, 
And ftripes, and arbitrary punifimint 
Infli@ed ? and what peace can we return 
Lut to our power hoilility and hate, 
Untam’d reluétance, and revenge, though flow, 
Yet ever plotting how the Conquror keait 
May seap his conqueft, and may Jealt rejoice 
In doing what we moft in fulfering feel? 
Nor wil] occafion want, nor thall we need, 
With dangerous expedition, to invade 
Heav'n, whote high walls fear nowffuult or fiege, 
Or ambufh from the deep. What, if we find 
Some eafier enterprife? There is a place, 
(If ancient and prophetic fame in heav’n 
Err not) another world, the happy feat 
Of fome mew race call’d MAN, about this time 
‘To be created like to us, though lcfs 
In power and excellence, but fayour’d more 
OF him who rnles above ; fo was his will 
 Pronounc'd among the gods, and, by an oath, 
‘That fhook hedven’s whole circumference, con= 
firin’d. 
‘Thither let us bend all our thoughts, to learn 
What creatures there inhabit, of what mould 
Or iubitance, how endu’d, and what their power, 
And where their weaknefs, how attempted beft, 
By force or fubtlety.. Though Heav’n be fhut, 
And Heav’n’s high Arbitrator fit fecure 
In his own ftrength, this place may lie expos’d, 
‘The utmoft border of his kingdom, left 
To their defence who hold it: here perhaps 
Some advantageous aét may be achiew'd 
By fudden onfet, cither with hell-ire 
To wafte his whole creation, or poficfs 
All as our own, and drive, as we were driven, 
The purty habitants ; or if not drive, 
Seduce them to our party, that their God 
May prove their foe, and with repenting hand 
Abolifh his own works, ‘This would {urpafs 
Common revenge, and interrupt his joy 
In our confufion, and our joy upraife 
In his difturbance ; when his darling fons, 
Hurl’d head-long to partake with us, fhail curfe 
Their frail original, and faded biifs, 
Faded fo foon. Advile if this be worth 
Attemping, or to fit in darknefs here 
Hatching vain empires, ‘Thus Beélzebub 
Pleaded his devilith counfel, firft devis’d 
By Satan, and in part propos’d ; for whégee, 
But from the author of all ill, could f Pring, 
ba 
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| So deep a malice, to confound the race 
‘ Of mankind in one root, and earth with hell 
{ ‘Yo mingle and involve, done all to Spite - 
at Creator ? But their fpite ftull ferves 
His glory to augment. The bold defign 
| Pleas'd highly thofe infernal States, and joy 
Sparkled in all their eyes; with full affent 
‘They vote ; whereat his fpeech he thas renews: 
Well have ye judg’d, well ended long debate; 
Synod af gads, and, like to what ye are, 
Great things refolv’d, which from the loweft deep 
Will ance more litt us up, in fpite of fate, 
Nearer our ancient feat; perhaps in view — [arms 
OF thofe bright confines, whence with neighb'ring 
And opportune excurfion, we may chance 
Re-enter heav’n; or elfe in fome mild zone 
Dwell not unvifited of heav'n’s fair light 
Secure, and at the brightening orjent beam 
Purge off this gloom ; the fott delicious air, 
‘To heal the fear of, thefe corrofive fires, . {fend 
Shall breathe her balm, But firft, whom fhall we 
In fearch of this new. world? whom fhall we a 
Sufficient ? who fhali tempt with wand’ring feety, 
The dark unbottom'd infinite abyfs, a 
And through the palpable obfcure find out 
His uncouth way, or fpread his airy flight, 
Upborne with indefatigable wings, 
Over the vaft abrubt, e’er he arrive 
The happy ifle; what ftrength, what art can then’ 
Suffice, or what evafion bear him fafe 
‘Phrough the ftri@ fenteries and ftations thick 
Of angels watching round? Here he had need 
All circumfpedtion, and we now no lefs 
Choice in their fuflrage ; for on whom we fend, 
‘Vhe weight of all and our laft hope relics. 
This faid, he fat; and expeétation held 
His looks fufpenfe, awaiting who appear’d, 
To fecond, or oppofe, or undertake 
The perilous attempt : but all fat mute, = 
Pond'ring the danger with deep thoughts; and 
In others count’nance read his own difmay, [each 
Aftonifh’d : none among tke choice and prime 
Of thofe heav’n-warring champions, could be 
So hardy as to profice or accept [faand 
Alone the dreadful veyage ; till at laft 
Satan, whom now tranfcendeat glory rais’d 
Above his fellows, with monarchial pride 
Confcious of higheft worth, unmov’d, thir fpake + 
O progeny of heav'n! empyreal thrones ! 
With reafon hath deep filence and demur 
Scis’d us, though undifmay’d : Jong is the way, 
And hard, that out of hell leads up to light ; 
Our prifon ftrong ; this huge convex of fire, 
Outrageous to devour, immures us round, 
Ninefold, and gates of burning adamant 
Barr’d over us, prohibit ail egrefs. 
‘Thefe pafs’d, if any pafs, the void profound 
Of uneffential Night receives him next 
Wide gaping, and with utter lofs of being 
Threatens him, plung’d in that abortive gulf, 
If thence he ’{cape, into whatever world, 
Dr unknown region, what remains him lefs, 
Than unknown dangers, and as hard efcape ? 
But I fhould ili become this throne, O Peers! 
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With fplendor, arm’d with power, if ought pro- 
And judg'd-of pablic moment, in the thape [pos’d 
Of difficulty or ‘danger could deter 
Me from attempting. Whercfore do I affume 

'Thefe royalties, and not refufe to reign, 

Refpfing to accept as greut a fhare 
Of hazard as of honour, due alike 
“To him. who reigns, and fo much to him due 
: OF hazard more, as he abave the reft . 
High honour’d fits? Go, therefore, mighty powers, 
‘Terror of Heav’n, tho’ falPn 3 intend at home, 
While here fhall be our home, what beft may cafe 
"The prefent mifery, and render Hel! 
More tolerable ; if there be cure or charm 
‘Fo refpite, or de ive, or flack the pain 
ila t intermit no watch 
aint a walkeful foe, while f abroad 
‘Through all the coats of dark deftrudion, feck 
Deliverance for us all: this enterprife 
None fh ke with me. ‘Ins faying, rofe 
and prevented ail reply, 
Prudent, lett from his refolution rais’d, 
Others among the chief ht offer now 
(Certain to be refus'd) whit rf they fear'd ; 
And fo relus’d, might in opinion Rand 
Mis rivals, winning cheap the high repute — [they 
Which he through hazard huge muft earn. But 
Dreaded not more th’ adventure than his vote 
? Forbidding ; and at once with him they role; 
‘Their rifing all at once was as the found 
Of thunder beard remote. ‘Kow’rds him they 
With awful reverence prone ; and as a god [bend 
Extol him cquai to the High’ft in Heav'n : 
Nor fail’d they to expref3 how much they prais’d, 
‘That for the general {afety he defpis'd 
His own : for neither do the fpirits damn’d 

* Lofe all their virtue ; teft bad men flould boat 
Their fpecious deeds on carth, which glory excites, 
Or clofe ambition varnith'd o'er with zeal. 

‘Thus they their doubtful confultations dark 
Ended, rejoicing in their matchlefs chief : 

As when from mountain tops the dufky clouds 

Afcending, while the north wind fleeps, o’erfpread 
Hepy’n’s cheerful face, the louring elenient 
Scowls o’er the darken’d landikip fnow, or fhower; 
Hf chance the radiant fun with farewel fweet 
Extend his ev’ning beam, the fields revi e, 

?¥he birds their notes renew, and bleating herds 
Attell their joy, that hill and valley rings, 

O thame to mei, devil with devil damn’d 

Firm concord holds, men only difegree 

Of creatures rational, tho’ under hope 

Of heav’nly grace : and God proclaiming peace, 

Yet live in hatred, enmity, and itrife 

Among themfelves, and levy cruel wars, 

Wafting the earth, cach other ta deftroy + 

As if. (which might induce us to accord) 

Man had not hellifh foes enow befides, 

‘That day and night for his deftruétion wait. 
‘The Stygian council thus diffolv'd 3 and forth 

In order came the grand infernal peers: 

* Midft came their mighty paramount, and feem’é 
Alone the antagonift of Heav'n, nor lefs a7 
Thah Hell’s dread emperor with pomp fupreme, ! 
And godlike imitated ate ; him round 
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Book I%, 
A globe of fiery feraphim inclas'd 
With bright imblazonry, and horrent arms, 
‘Then of their feffion ended they bid cry 
With trumpets’ regal found the great refult : 
‘Tow'rds the four winds four fpeedy cherubim 
Pat to their mouths the founding alchemy 

y kerald’s voice explain’d; the hollow abyls 
Heard far and wide, and all the hoft of hell, 
With deaf'ning fhout retura'd them loud acclaim. 
Thence more at eafe their minds, apd fomewhat 

rais’d 
By falfe prefumptuous hope, the ranged powers 
Difband, aud wand’ring, each his feveral 
Purfues, as inclination or fad choice 
Leads him, perplex’d where he may liklieft find 
Truce to his reftlefs thoughts, and entertain 
The irkiome hourg, till his great chief return, 
Part on the plain, or in the air fublimte, 
Upon the wing, or in {wift race contend, 
As at th’ Olympian games or Pythian fielda, 
Part curb their fiery ttecds, or thun the goal 
With id wheels, or fronted brigades form, 
As when to warn proud cities war appears 
Wag’d in the troubled tky, and armies ruth 
‘To battle in the clouds, before each van 
Prick forth the airy knights, and couch theis 
{pears 

Till thicket tegions clofe ; with feats of arms 
From either end of Heav'n the welkin burns, 
Others, with vait Typhaan rage more fell, 
Rend up both rocks and hills, and ride the air 
In whirlwind ; Hell fearce holds the wild uproar. 
As when Alcides, from Occhalia crown'd 
With conqueft, felt th’ envenom'd robe, and tore 
‘Vhrough pain up by the roots Theffalian pincs, 
And Lichis from the top of Ota threw 
Into th’ Fuboic fea. Others more mild, 
Retreated in a filent valley, fing 
With notes angclical to many a harp, 
‘Their own heroic deeds, end haplefs fall , 
By doom of battle; and complain that Fate 
Free virtue fhould inthrall to force or chance. 
‘Their fong was partial, but the harmony 
(What could it lefs when fp'rits immortal fing 2} 
Sufpended Heli, and took with ravifhment 
‘Che thronging audience. In difcourfe more fiveet 
(For eloquence the foul, fong charms the fenfe) 
Others apart fat on a hiil retired, 
In thoughts more elevate, and reafon’d high 
OF providence, foreknowledge, will, and fate, 
Fix'd fate, free-will, foreknowledge abfolute, 
And found no end, in wand'ring mazes loft. 
OF good and evil much they argu’d, then 
Of happinefs and final mifery, 
Pafficn and apathy, and glory and thame, 
Vain wifdom all, and falfe philofophy : 
Yet with a pleafing forcery could charm. 
Pain for a while, or anguifh, and excite 
Fallacious hope, or arm th’ obdur’d breaft 
With ftubborn patience as with triple fteel. 
Another part, in fquadrons and grofs bands 
‘On bold adventure to difcover wide 
That difmal world, if any clime perhaps 
Might yield them eafier habitation, bend 
Eour ways theix flying march along the balk 




















Book 12, 


Of four infernal rivers, that difgorge 

Into the burning fake their baleful ftreams ; 
Abhorr’d Styx, the flood of deadly hate ; 
Sad Acheron, of forrow, black and deep ; 
Cocytus, nam'd of lamentation loud, 


"Heard on the rueful ftream ; fierce Phlegethon, 


Whole waves of torrent fire inflame with rage. 
Far off froma thefe a flow and filent ftream, 
Lethe, the river of oblivion, rolls 

Her watry labyrinth, whereof who drinks 
Vorthwith his former ftate and being forgets, 
Forgets both joy and grief, pleafure and pain. 
Beyond this flood a frozen continent 

Lies dark and wild, beat with perpetual ftorms 
Of whirlwind and dire hail, which on firm land 
‘Thuws not, but gathers heap, and ruin feems 

Of ancicut piles or elfe deep {now and ice, 

A quif profound as that Serbonien bog 

Betwixt Damiata and Mount Caflus old, 

Where armies whole have {unk : the parching air 
Burne frore, and cold perfornss th’ effect of fire. 
‘Thither, by harpy-footed hal'd, 

At corrain revolutions, all the dama’d 

Are brought, and feel by turns the bitter change 
Of fierce extremes, by change more fierce, 

From beds of raging fire to ftarve in ice 
‘Their foft ethereal warmth, end there to pine 
Imnoveable, infix’d, and frozen rotnd, 

Perivds of time, thence hurried back to fire. 
‘hey ferry over this Leathean found 

Toth to and fro, their forrow to augment, 

And with and flrugele as they pats, to reach 

"the tempting flream, with one fmall drop to lofe 
In feet forgetfuineds all pain and woe, 

Allin one moment, and fo near the brink ; 

But fate withftands, and to oppefe th’ attempt 
Medufa with Gorgonian terror, guards 

‘Whe ford, and of itfelf the water flies 

All tate of living wight, as once it fled 

‘The lip of ‘fantzlus. ‘Thus reving on 

In confuf’d march forlorn, th’ advent’rous bands, 
‘With thudd’ring horror paie, and eyes aghafl, 
Vinw'd firft their lamentable lot, aad found 

No reft: through many a dark and dreary vale 
y pas'd, and many a region dolorous, 
Over wany a frozen, many a fiery Alp, 
Rocks, caves, lakes, fers, bogs, deus, and fbades of 

death, 

AN univerfe of death, which Gad by curfe 
Created evil, for evil only good, 
Whore all life dies, death lives, and nature breeds, 
Perverfe, all monftrous, all prodigious things, 

bominable, inntterable, and worte 
han fables yet have feign'd, or fear conceiv'd, 
Gorgons, and Hydras,and Chimeras dire. 

Mean while the adgrfary’ of God and man, 
Satan, with thoughts#iflam’d of high’ft defign, 
Puts on fwift wings, gnd towards the gates of hell 
Explores his folitary fight ; fornetimes 
He {cours the rightsHand coaft, fometimes the left, 
Now fhaves with Jeyel wing the deep, then foars 
Up to the fiery concave towering high. 







































’ As when. far off at fea a fleet defery’d 


Hangs in ghe:tlouds, by equinostial winds 
Chole failing'from Bengala, or the ifles 
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Of Ternate and Tidore, whence merchants bring 
‘Their {picy drugs: they on the trading flood 
‘Through the wide Ethiopian to the Cape 
Ply flemming nightly tow'rd the pole. So feem'd 
Far off the flying Fiend : at laft appear 
Hell bounds high reaching to the horrid roof, 
And thrice three-fold the gates ; three folds were 
‘Three iron, three of adamantine rock, [brafs, 
Impenctrable, impal’d with circling fire, 
Yet uconfum'd. Before the gates there fat 
On cither fide a formidable fhape 5 
‘The one feem’d woman to the waite, and fair, 
But ended foul m many a fealy fold 
Volumnious and vaft, a ferpent arm’d 
With mortal fting : about her middle round 
A cry of hell-hounds never ceafing bark «+ 
With wide Cerberean mouths full Joud, and rung 
A hideous pale; yet, when they lift, weuld creep, 
if ought eufturb’d their noife, into her womb, 
And kennel there, yet there fiill bark’d and how?'d 
Within, unfeen. Far Jefs abhorr’d than thefe, 
Vex’d Scylla bathing in the fea that parts 
Calabria from. hoarte Trinacrian fhore : 
Nor uglier follow the night-hag, when call’d 
In fecret, riding through the air fhe comes, 
3.ur’d with the fnell of infant blood, to dance 
With Lapland witches, while the lab’ring moon 
Kclipfes at their charms, ‘The other thape, 
If shape it might be call’d that fhape had none 
Dittinguifable in member, joint, or limb, 
Or fubitance might be call’d that fhadow feem’d, 
Yor cach feem’d either ; black it ftood as Night, 
Fierce'as ten Furies, terrible as Hell, 
And thook a dreadful dart : what feem’d his head, 
‘The likenefs of a kingly crown had on. 
‘an was now at hand, and from his feat i 
The moniter moving, onward came as faft 
With horrid ftrides ; Heil trembled as he ftrode. 
Th’ undaunted fiend what this might be admir' 
Admir’d, not fear’d ; God and his fon except 
Created thing nought valued he or fhunn’d; 
And with difdainful look thus firft began: 
‘Whence and what art thou, exgcrable fhape, 
‘That dar’st, though grim and terrible, advance 
Thy mifcreated frent athwart my way 
To yonder gates? through them I mean to pafs, 
‘That be afur'd, without leave aik’d of thee : 
Retire, or tate thy folly, and learn by proof, 
Heli-born, not to contend with fp’rits of heav'n, 
‘Yo whom the goblin full of wrath reply’: 
Art thou that traitor angel, art thou he 
Who firlt broke peace in heav’n and faith, till then 
Unbroken, and in proud rebellious arms 
Drew after him the third part of heav’n's fons 
Conjur’d againtt the high’ft, for which both thou: 
And they, outcaft from God, are here condemn'd 
To wafte eternal days in woe and pain? 
And reckon’ft thou thyfelf with fp’rits of heav’n, - 
Hell-doom’d,and breath’ ft defiance here, and fcorn, 
Where I reign king, and to enrage thee more, 
‘Yhy king and lord? Back to thy punifhment, 
Falfe fugitive, and to thy fpeed add wings, 
Left with a whip of fcorpions I purfue 
Thy ling’ring, or with one ftroke of this dart 
Strange horror feize thee, and pangs unfelt before, 
B ij 















oy 


So fpake the grifly Terror, and in fhape, 
So {peaking and fo threat’ning, grew ten-fold 
More dreadful and deform : on th’ other fide, 
‘Incenf’d with indignation, Satan ftoad 
Unterrify’d, and like a comet burn’d, 
‘That fires the length of Opiuchus huge 
In the Arctic fky, and from his horrid hair 
Sh; peftilence and war. Each at the head 
Level'd his deadly aim ; their fatal hands 
No fecond ftroke, intent, and tuch a frown 
Eark caft at th’ other, as when twe black clouds, 
‘With heav'n's artillery fraught, come rattling on 
Over the Cafpian, theri ftand front to front 
Hov'ring a fpace, till winds the fignsl blow 
To join their dark encounter in mid air ; 
So frowm’d the mighty combatants, that Hell 











Grew daricci at their frown, fo match’d they ood; 


For never but once more was either like 

‘To meet {o great a foe: and now great deeds 

Had been achiev’d, whereof all Hell had rung, 

Had not the fhaky forcerefs that {at 

Eatt by Hell gate, and kept the fatal key, 

Rif'n, and with hideous outcry ruth'd between. 
O father, what intends thy hand, fhe cry’d 

Againft thy only fon? What fury, O fon ! 

Poffeffes thee to bend that mortal dart ? 


ndigainft'thy father’s head ? and know’ft for whom ; 


‘For him who fits above and laughs the while 
At thee ordain'd his drudge, to execute 
“Whate’er his wrath, which he calls Juftiice, bids ; 
His wrath, which one day will deftroy ye both, 
" Shé fpake, and her words the hcllith peft 
Forbore. ‘hen thefe to her Setan return'd. 

So ftrange the outcry, and thy words fo ftrange 
‘Thou interpoteft, that my fudden hand 
“Prevented fyarce to tell (hee yet by deeds 
‘What it intends; tilt firft I know of thee, 

‘What thing thou ert, thus double-form’d, and why 

In this infernal, firft met, thou call’t 

Me Father, and that phantafm cali’ft my Son ; 

I know thee not, nor ever faw till now 

Sight more detettable than him and thee. 
*Twhom thus the portrefs of Hell gate reply’d: 

Haft thou forgot me then, and do I fee 

Now in thine eye ‘fo foul? once deem’d fo fair 

In heav’n, when at th’ affembly, and in fight 

Of all the feraphimi with thee combin’d 

In bold confpiracy againft Heav'n’s King, 

All on a fudden miferable pain 

Surprif’d thee, dim thine eyes, and dizzy fwnm 

In darknefs, while thy head flames thick and faft 

Threw forth, till on the left fide opening wide, 

Likeft to thee {in fhape and count'nance bright, 

‘Then shining heav’nly fair, a goddels aen:'d 

Ou: of thy head I fprung : amafement feif'd 

All th’ hoft of Heav'n; beck they recoil’d afraid 

Ac'fict, and'call'd me Sin, dnd for a fn 

Portentous held me; ‘but fam: grown, 

4 pleaf’d, and with attraQive graces won 

The moft averfe, thee chiefly, who full oft 

Thyfelf in me thy perfeet image viewing, 

Becam’ft enamour’d, and fuch joy thou took’ 

‘With me in fecret, that my womb conceiv’d 

A growing burden, Meanwhile war arole, 
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And fields were fought in Heav’n; wherein ree 
main’d 

(For what could elfe ?} to our almighty Foe 

Clear viétory, to our part lofs and rout 

‘Through all the empyrean, down they fell, 

Driv'n headlong from the pitch of Heav'n down ~ 

Into this deep, and in the general fall 

Talfo; at which time this powerful key 

Into my hand was giv’n, with charge to keep 

‘Thele gates for ever fhut, which none cati pafa 

Without my op'ning. Penfive here { fat 

Alone, but jong I fat not, till my womb, 

Pregnant by thee, and now exceffive grown, 

Prodigious motion felt and rueful throes, 

At laft this odious offsprig whom thou feeft, 

‘Thine own begotten, breaking violent way, 

‘Vore through my entrails, that with fear and paig 

Diftorted, ali my nether fhape thus grew 

‘Yransform’d : but he my inbred enemy 

Forth iffued, brandithing his fatal dart 

Made to deftroy : I fled, and cry’d out Death 3 

Hell trembled at the hideous name, and ligh'd 

From all her caves, and back refounded Death. 

I fled, but he purfued (though more, it feems, 

Inflam’d with luit than rage) and {witter far, 

Me overtook his mother, all difmay’d, 

And in embraces forcible and foul 

Ingendering with me, of that rape begot 

‘Thefe yelling montters, that with ceaflefs cry 

Surround me, as thou faw’ft, hourly conceiv’d 

And hourly born, with forrow infinite 

‘Yo me ; for when they lift, into the womb 

‘That bred them, they return and howl, and gnaw 

My bowels, their repaft; then burfting forth 

A‘vcth, with confcious terrors vex me round, 

‘That reft or int Mion none T find, 

Before mine cyes in oppofition fits 

Grim Death, my fon and foe, who fets them on, 

And me his parent would full foon devour 

Vor want of other prey, but that he knows 

His end with mine involv’d; and knows that I 

fhould prove a bitter morfel, and his bane, 

Whenever that fhall be; fo Fate pronoune’d, 

But thou, O Father, I forewarn thee, fhun 

His deadly arrow ; neither vainly hope 

‘fo be invulnerable in thofe bright arms, 

‘Though temper'd beav’nly, for that mortal dint, 

Save he who reigns above, none can refift, 

She finifh’d; and the fubtle Fiertd his lore 

Seon learn’d, now milder; and thus anfwer'd 
fmooth : 

Dear dauhghter ,fince thou claim’ft me for thy fire, 

And my fair fon here thow'ft me, the dear pledge 

Of dalliance had with thee in Heav’n, and joys 

‘Then fweet, now fad to mention, through dirg 
change 

Befail’n as unforefeen, unthought of ; know, 

I come no enemy, but to fet free 

From out this dark and difmal houfe of pain, 

Both him and thee, and all the heav'nly hoft' 

Of fpirits that in our juft pretences arm’d, 

Fell with us from on high: from them I go 

‘Lhis uncouth errand folie, and one for all a 

Myiclt expofe, wita lonely fteps to tread [menfe 

Th’ unfounded deep, and through the void ime 











gave YT. 


To fearch with wand’ring queft a place foretold 
Should be, and, by concurring figns, e'er now 
Created vaft and round, a place of blits 
In the pourlieus of Heaven, and thervin plac’d 
+ A race of upltart creatures, to fupply 
Perhaps our vacant room, though more remov'd, 
Loft Heav'n; furcharg’d with potent multivade, 
Might hap to move new broils: be this or ought 
‘Vhan, this more fecret now delign’d, 1 hatte 
“Vo know, and this once known, fhull foon return, 
And bring ye to the place where thou and Deut 
Shall dwell at eafe, and up and down unfcen 
Wing filently the buxom air, embalm'd 
With odors; there ye fhall be fed and fill'd 
Inmicafurably ; all things fhalf be your prey. 
He ceas’d; for both feem’d highly pleas'd, 
and Death 
Grinh'd horrible a ghaftly fmile, to hear 
His famine fhould be fill’d, and bleft his maw 
Deftin’d to that good hour : no lefs rej 
‘His mother bad, and thus befpake her 
‘The key of this infernal pit by due, 











And by comnuid of Heav'n's all-powerful King, | 


1 keep, by him forbidden to unlock 
‘Thefe adamantine gates: againtt all force 
Death ready ftands to interpofe his dart, 
Fearlefs to be o’ermatch’d by fiving might, 
But what owe I to his commands above, 
Who hates me, and hath hither thruft me down 
Into this gloom of ‘Tartarus profound, 
‘Y’o fit in hateful office here confin’d, 
Inhabitant of Heav'n, and heav’nly born, 
Here in perpetual agony snd pain, 
With terrors and with clamors compafé’d round 
Of mine own brood, that on my bowels feed? 
‘Yhou art my fathesy thou my author; thou 
My being gav’ft mie ; whom fhould f obcy 
But thee, whom fallow ? thou wilt bring me foon 
‘Lo that new world of light and bits, among 
"Phe gods who live at cafe, where J fhail reign 
At thy right hand voluptuous, as befeems 
‘Thy daughter and thy darling, without end, 

‘I bus daying, from her fide the fatal key, 
Sad inftrument of all our woe, fhe took ; 
And tow'rds the gate rolling her beftial train, 
Forthwith the huge portcullis high up drew, 
Which but herfelf, not all the Stygian powers 
Could once have mov’d ; then in the key-hole turne 
'{) intricate wards, and every bolt and bar 
Of maily ir’h or folid rock, with eafe 
Unfaftens: on a fudden open 
‘With impetuous receil and 
‘yh’ infernal doors, and on their hinges grate 
Harth thunder, that the loweit bottom fhook 
Of Erebus. She open’d, but to fhut 
Fxcell’d her pow’r ; the gates wide open food, 
‘That with extenged wings a banner’d hoft 
Under fpread enfigns marching might pats through, 
With horfe and chariots rank'd ia loole array 5 
So wide they ftood, and like a furnace mouth 
Catt forth redounding fmoke and ruddy flame. 
Before their eyes in fudden view appear 
‘Thesfecrets of the hoary deep, a duck 
Wimitable ocean without bound 








[height, 


Without dimenfion, where length, breadth, and 
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And time, and plaoe, are loft ; where eldeft Night 

And Chaos, anceftor of Nature, hold ts 

Eternal anarchy, amidft the noife 

Of endlefs wars, and by confufion ftand. 

For hot, cold, moift, and dry, four champions 

fierce, 

! Strive here for maftry, and to battle bring 

{ Vheir cmbryon atoms ; they around the flag 

| Of each his faction, in their feveral clans, . 

ight-arm'd or heavy, tharp, fmooth, fwift or flow, 

warne-populous, ungumber’d as the finds 

Of Barca or Cyrenae’s torrid foil, 

Levied to fide with warring winds, and poife Fi 

‘Iheir lighter wings. To whom thefe moft adberty 

| He rules a moment ; Chaog umpire fits, 

" And by decifion more embroils the fray 

By which he reigns : next him high arbiter 

Chance governs all. Into this wild abyis 

‘The wom! of Nature, and perkaps her grave, 

Of neither fea, nor fhore, nor air, nor fire; 

Hut all thefe in their pregnant caufes mix'd 

Confus'dly, and which thus muf ever fight, 

Unlefs th’ almighty Maker them ordain 

}is dark materials to create more worlds + 

Into this wild abyfs the wary Fiend 

Stood on the brink of Hell, and look’d a while, 

Pond’ring his voyage ; for no narrow frith 

He had to crofs, Nor was his ear lefs peal'd 

With noifes loud and ruinous (to compare. 

Great things with mall) than when Bellona ftorgag, 

With all her battering engines, beat to raze : 

Some capital city ; or lefs than if this frares 

Of Heay’n were falling, and thefe ¢lements. 

Tn mutiny had from her ade torn 

“The ftedfatt Earth. At laft his fail-broad vans 

He fpreads for flight, and in the furging fmoke 

Uplifted fpurns the ground ; thence many a league, 

As in a cloudy chair, afcending rides. 

Audacious ; but that feat foon failing, meets 

A vait vacuity: all unawares, 

Fluttering his pinious vain, plum’ down he drape 

Ten thoufand fathom deep, and to this hour 

Down had been falling, had not by il change 

‘Phe ftrong rebuff of fone tumultuons cloud, 

Inftin& with fire and nitre, hurried him. 

As muny miles aloft : that fury ftay’d, 

Quencli'd in a boggy fyrtis, neither fea, 

Nor good dry land: nigh founder’d, on he fares,” 

“treading the crude confiftence, half on foot, 

Half fying; behoves him now both oar and fail, 

As when a gryphon through the wildernefs 

Wikh winged courfe, o’er hill or moory dale, 

Purfees the Arimafpian, who by ftealth 

Had from bis wakeful cuftody purloin’d 

‘The guarded gold: fo eagerly the Fiend 

Over bog, or fteep, thiough ftrait, rough, denfe, 
or rare, 

With head, hands, wings, or feet, purfucs his way, 

And fwims, or finks, or wades, or creeps, or flies 

At length an univerfal hubbub wild 

Of flunning founds and voices all confuf’d, 

Borne through the hollow dark, affaults his ear 

“ith loudeft vchemence : thither he plies, 

ted, to mert there whatever power 

of the nechermoft abyfs 






























3] 
. Might in that noife refide, of whom-to afk’ 
Which way the neareft coaft of darknefs lies 
Bord'ring on light ; when ftrait behold the throne 
Of Chaos, and his dark pavilion fpread 
Wide on the wafteful deep ; with him enthron’d 
Sat fable-vefted Night, eldest of things, 
/The confort of his reign ; and by them ftood 
Orcus and Ades, and the dreaded name : 
: of Damogorgo : Rumour next, and Chance, 
Aid tumult and Confuffon, all embroil'd, 
‘And Difcord, with a thoufand various mouths. 
+ 1” whom Satan turning boldly, thus: Ye powers 
And Spirits of this nethermof abyfs, 
haos-and ancient Night, I come no fpy, 
‘With purpofe to explore or to difturb 
:The fecagts of your realm, but by conftraint 
‘Wand'ring this darkfome defert, as my way 
Lies through your {pacious empire up to light, 
Aloge, and without guide, half loft, I feek 
‘What readieft path leads where your gloomy 
bounda ' 
Confing with Heav'n ; or if fome other place, 
From your dominion won, th’ ethereal King 
Poffettes lately, thither to arrive 
Atravel this profound ; dire& my courfe ; 
Directed no mean recompentfe it brings 
‘To your behoof, if I that region loft, 
sll ufurpation thence expel!’d, reduce 
‘To her original darknefs and your fway, 
Which is any. peslent journey) and’once mere 
Erect the ftandard there of ancient Night ; 
‘Yours be th’ advantage all, mine the revenge. 
‘Thus Satan; and him thus the Anarch old, 
‘With fault’ring fpeech and vifage incompos’d, 
Anfwer'd. 1 know thee, Stranger, who thou art, 
‘hat mighty leading angel, who of late (throws. 
Made head againft Heaven’s King, though over- 
T faw and heard, for fuch a numerous hoit 
Fled not in filence through the frighted Deep 
‘With ruin upon ruin, rout on rout, 
‘ €onfufion worfe confounded ; and Heav’n gates 
Pour'd out by millions her victorious bands 
urfuing, 1 upon my frontiers here 
Keep reidence' if alt T can will forve 
‘That little which is left fo to defend, 
Encroach’d on ftill through your inteftine broils 
‘Weak’ning the (ceptre of old Night ; firft Hell 
Nour dungeon ftretching far and wide beneath; 
Now lately Heav’n and Earth, another world, 
Mung o'er my realm, link’d in a golden chain 
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To that fide Heav'n from whence yout legions fell: 
If that way be your walk, you have not far : 
So much the nearer danger ; go and fpeed; 
Havoc, and fpoil, and ruin, are my gain. 

He ceas'd ; and Satan ftay’d not to reply ; 
But glad that now his fea thould find a fhore, 
With (reth alacrity and force renew’d, 
Springs upward like a pyramid of fire 
Into the wild expance, and through the fhock 
Of fighting elements, on all fides round 
Eaviron’d wins his way ; harder befet 
And more endanger’d, than when Argo pafs'd 
Through Bofporus betwixt the juftling rocks + 
Or when Ulyffes on the larboard fhunn'd 
Charybdis,, and by th’ other whirlpool fteer. 
So he with difficulty and labour hard 
Mov’'d on, with difficulty and labour he ; 
But he once paft, foon after when man fell, 
Strange alteration! Sin and Death zmain 
Following his track, fuch was the will of Heav'n, 
Pav'd after him a broad and beaten way 
Over the dark abyfs, whofe boiling yulf 
‘Tamely endur’d a bridge of wondrous length, 
From Hell continued reaching th’ utmoft orb 
Of this frail world; by which the fp’rits perverfe 
With eafy intercourfe pafs to and fro 
To tempt or punifh mortals, except whom 
Ged and good angels guard by fpecial grace, 

But now, at lait, the facred influence 
Of light appears, and from the walls of Heav’n 
Shoots far into the bofom of dim night 
A glimmering dawn ; here Nature firft 
Her fartheft verge, and Chaos to retire 
As from her utmoft works a broken foe 
With tumult lefs and with Jefs hoftile din, 
That Satan with lefs toil, and now with eafe 
Wafts on the calmer wave by dubious light, 
And like a weather-beaten veffel holds 
Gladly the port, though fhrouds and tackle torn A 
Or in the emptier wafte, refernbling air, 
Weighs his fpread wings, at leifure to behold 
Far off th’ empyreal Heav’n extended wide 
In circuit, undetermin’d fquare or round, 
With opal tow’rs aud battlements adorn’d 
Of living faphir, once his native feat ; 
And fat by banging in a golden choin 
‘This pendent world, in bignefs as a far 
Of {malleft magnitude clofe by the moon, 
‘hither, fell fraught with mifchievous revenge, 
Accurf"d, and in a curfed hour he bies. 
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BOOK Ul. 


The Argument. 


God fitting on his throne, fees Satan flying towards this world, then newly created : fhews him to the 
Son, who fut at his right hand ; forctells the fuccefs of Satan in perverting Mankind ; clears his own 
Juftice and wifdom from all imputation, having created Man free and able enouglt to have with’ 
ftood his Tempter ; yet declares his purpofe of grace towards him, in regard he fell not of his own | 
matice, as did Satan, but by him feduced, The fon of God renders praifes to his Father for the ma- 
nifeftation of his gracious purpofc towards Man; but God again declares, that grace. cannot be ex- " 
tended towards man without the fatisfaction of divine Juftice; Man hath offended the majéfy ‘06 
God by afpiring to Godheac, and therefore, with all his progeny devoted to death, m ‘ae, tniefs 
fome one can be found fufficient to anfwer for his offence, and undergo his puniihinent, “I'he Son 
of God freely offers himfelf a ranfome for Man: The Father -accepts him, ordains his incarnation, 
pronounces his exaltation above all names in heaven and earth; commands all the angele to adore 
him ; they obcy, and hymning to their harps in full choir, celebrate the Father and the Son. Mean « 
while Satan allights upon the bare convex of this world’s outermoft orb; where, wandering, he fir 
finds a place, fince call'd the Limbo of Vanity; what perfons and things fly up thither; thence 
comes to the gate of Heaven, defcrib'd afcending by ftairs, and the waters above the firmament that 
flow about it.: his paffage thence to the orb of the fun! he finds there Uriel the regent of that orb, . 
but firft changes himfelf into the fhape of a meaner angel ; and pretending a zealous defire to behold 
the new creation, and Man whom God hath plac’d here, inquires of him the place of his habjtaaion, 
and is directed ; allights firft on Mount Niphates. 





Harz holy Light, offspring of heav’n firfteborn, 
Or of th’ Eternal coeternal beam, 

May 1 exprefs thee’ unblam’d? Since God is light, 
And never but in unapproached light 

Dwelt from eternity, dwelt then in thee, 

Bright effluence of bright effence increate. 

Or hear’ft thou rather, pure ethereal ftream, 
'‘Whoie fountain who fhall tell ? before the fun, 
Before the heav’ns thou wert, and at the voice 

Of God, as with a mantle didft inveft 

‘The rifing world of waters dark and deep, 

Won from the void and formiefs infinite. 

‘Thee { revifit now with bolder wing, 

Etcap’d the Stygian pool, though Jong detain’d 

Jn that obfcure fojourn, while in my flight 
‘Through utter and through middle darknefs borne, 
‘With ether notes than to th’ Orphean lyre 

I fung of Chaos and eternal Night, 

‘Taught by the heav’nly Mufe to venture down 


The dari: defcent, and up to re-afcend, 

‘Though hard and rare: thee I revifit fafe, 

And feel thy fov’reign vital lamp ; but thou 
Revifit’ft not thefe eyes, that roll in vain 

To find thy piercing ray, and find ne dawn; 

So thick a drop ferene hath quench’d their orbs, 
Or dim fuffafion veil’d. Yet not the more 
Ceafe I to wander where the Mufes haunt, 
Clear fpring, or fhady grove, or funny hill, 
Smit with the love of facred fong ; but chief 
Thee, Sion, and the flow’ry brooks beneath, 
That wagh thy hallow’d feet, and warbling flow, 
Nightly 1 vifit: nor fometimes forget 

Thofe other two equall’d with me in fate, 

So were I equall’d with them in renown, 

Blind Thamyris and blind Mzonides, 

And Tirefias and Phineus, prophets old : 

‘Then feed on thoughts, that voluntary move 


Harmonious numbers; 2s the wakeful bird 
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Sings darkling, and in thadieft covert hid 
‘Tunes her noGurnal note. Thus with the year 
Seafons return, but not to me returns 

Day, or the fweet approach of ev’n or morn, 
Or fight of vernal bloom, or fummer’s rofe, 

Os flocks, or herds, ox human face divine ; 

But cloud inftead, and ever-during dark 
Surreunds me, from the cheerful ways of men 
Cut off, and for the book of Knowledge fair 
Prefented with 2 univerfal blank 

Of Nature’s works to me exppng’d and raif’d, 
ind wifdom at one entrance quite fhut out. 
So much the rather thou, celeftial Light, 

‘Shisie inward, and the Mind through all her powers 
Yrradiate, there plant eyes, all mift from thence 
Purge-and difperfe, that I may fee and tell 

‘Of things invifible to mortal fight. 

Now had th’ almighty Father from above, 
From the pure empyrean where he fits 
High-thron’d above all height, bent down his eye, 
His own works and their works at once to view : 
About bim all the fandtities of Heaven 
Stood thick as ftars, and from his fight receiv'd 
‘Beatitude paft utterance ; on his right 
‘The radiant image of his glory fat, 

His only fon ; on earth he firft beheld 
¢ Our two firft Parents, yet the only two 
Of mankind, in the happy garden plac’d, 
Reaping immortal fruits of joy and Jove, 
Uninterrupted joy, unrival’d love, 
In blifaful folitude he then furvey’d 
Hell and thé gulf between, and Satan there! 
Coatting the wall of Heav’n on this fide.Night 
In the dun air fublime, and ready now 
fo ftoop with wearied wings and willing feet 
"On the bare outfide of this world, that feem’d 
Firm land embefom’d, without firmament, 
Uncertaim which, in ocean or in ait. 
Him God beholding from his profpect high, 
‘Wherein pat, prefent, fnture, he beholds, 
‘Thus to his only fon forefeeing fpake : 

Only begotten Son, feeft thou what rage 
‘Tratdports our adverfary ? whom no bounds 
Prefcrib’d, no bars of Hell, nor all the chains 
Heap’d on him there, nor yet the main aby(s’ 
‘Wide interrupt can hold ; fo bent he feems 
Qn defperate revenge, that fhall redound 

_ Upon his own rebellious head, And now 
‘Through all reftraint broke loofe, he wingshis way 
Not far off Heav’n, in the precinéts of light, 
Directly towards the new created world. 

And Man there plac’d, with purpofe to aflay 

Jf him by force he can deftroy, or worfe, 

By Some falfe guile pervert ; and fhall pervert, 
for Man will hearken to his glozing lies, 

Ahd cafily tranfgrefs the fole command, 

Sole pledge of his difobedience : fo wilt fall, 

He and his faithlefs progeny : Whodfe fault ? 
Whofe but his own? Ingrate, he- had of me 

All he could have ; I made him juft and right, 
Sufficient to have ftood, tho’ free to fall. 

Such { created: all th’ ethereal powers [fail’d 5 
And fp’rits, both them who ftood, and them who 
Freely they ftood who ftood, and fell who fell. 
Not free, what proof could they have giv'n fincere 
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Of true allegiance, conftant faith or love, 

Where only what they needs muft do appear’d, 

Not what they Would? what praife could they 
receive ? 

What pleafure { from fuch obedience paid, 

When will and reafon (reafon alfo 's choice) 

Weelefs and vain, of freedom both defpoil’d, 

Made paffive both, had ferv’d Neceflity, 

Not me? They, therefore, as to rigkt belong’d, 

So were created, nor can juftly’ accufe ~ 

Their Maker, or their making, or their fate, 

As if predeftination over-rul’d 

‘Their will difpos’d by abfolute decree 

Or high foreknowledge; they themfelves decreed 

‘Their own revolt, not I; ifI foreknew, 

Foreknowledge hai no influence on their fault, 

Which had no lefs prov’d certain unforeknown, 

So without leaft impulfe or fhadaw’ of fate, 

Or ought by me immutably forefven, 

They trefpafs, authors to themfelves in all 

Both what they judg’d, and what they choofe ; 
for fo : 

I form’d them free, and free they muft remain 

‘Till they inthrall themfelves ; 1 elfe muft change 

‘Their nature, and revoke the high decree 

Unchangeable, eternal, which ordain’d 

‘Their freedom; they themfelves ordain’d their fall. 

The firft fort by their own fuggeéftion fell, 

Sclf-tempted, felf-deprav’d : Man falls, deceiv'd 

By th’ other firR: Man, therefore, fhall find grace, 

The other none : in mercy’ and in juftice both, 

‘Through ean and earth, fo fhall my glory’ 
excel,, 

But mercy firft and laf fhal! brighteft thine. 4 

Thas,while God fpake, ambrofial fragrance fill’d 
AlkHeav’n, and in the bleffed {p’rits eled&t 
Senfe of new joy ineffable diffus'd : 

Beyond compare the Son of God was {een 

Moft glorious ; in him all his father fhone 
Subftantially expreff"d; and in his face 

Divine compaffion vifibly appear’d, 

Love without end, and without meafhre grace, 
Which utt’ring, thus he to his father fpake : 

O Father! gracious was that word which clos d 
Thy fov'reignfentence, that Man fhould find graces 
For which hoth Heav'st and earth fhall high extol 
"Phy praifes, with th’ innumerable found 
Of hynins and facred fongs, wherewith thy throne 
Incompaff’d fhall refound thee ever bleft. 

For fhould Man finally be loft, fhould Man, 
“Thy creature late fo lov’d, thy youngeft fon, 
Fall circumvented thus by fraud, thongh join'd 
With his own folly? that be from thee far, 
That far be from thee, Father, who art judge 
Of all things made, and judgeft only right. 

Or fhall the Adverfary thus obtain 


| His end, and fruitrate thine? fhall he fulfil 


His malice, and thy goodnefs bring to nought, 
Or proud return, though to his heavier doom, 
Yet with revenge accomplifh’d, and to Hell 
Draw after him the whole race of mankind, 
By him corrupted ? or wilt thou thyfelf 
Abolifh thy creation, and unmake e 
For him, what for thy glory thou haft made ? 
So fhould thy goodnefs and thy greatuels both 
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“Be queftion’d and blafphem’d, without defence, 
To whom the great Creator thus reply’d. 

O Son, in whom my foul hath chief delight, 

Son of my bofom, San who art alone 

My word, my wifdoth, and effeGual might, 

“All hat thou {poken as my thoughts are, all 

As my eternal purpofe hath decreed : 


>» Man fhall aot quite be loft, but fav’d who will, 


Yet not of wil in him, bat grace in me 
Freely vouchfaf’d; once more I wiil renew 
His lapfed powers, though forfeit and inthrall’d 
By fin to foul exorbitant defires ; 

Upheld by me, yet once more he fhall ftand 
On even ground againit his mortal foe, 

By me upheld, that he may know how frail 
His fallen condition is, and to me owe 

All his deliverance ; and to none but me, 
Some I have chofen of peculiar grace 

Ele& above the reft ; fo is my will: 

he reft fhali beax me call, and oft be warn’d 
‘Their finful ftate, and to appeafe betimes 
‘Ph’ incenfed Deity, while offer’d grace 
Invites; for I will clear their fenfes dark, 
What may fuffice, and foften ftony hearts 
‘To pray, repent, and bring obedience due. 
"To pray’r repentance, and obedience due, 
‘Though but endeavour'd with fincere intent, 
Mine car fhall not be flow, mine eye not fhut. 
And I will place within them as @ guide 

My upite confcience, whom if they will hear, 
Light after light well us'd they fhall attain, 

Aud to the end perfifling, fafe arrive. 

This my long fuflerance and my day of grace 
They who negle@ and {corn, fhall never tafte ; 
But hard be harden’d, blind be blinded more, 
"That they may ftumble on and deeper fall ; 

And none but fuch from mercy I etelude. 

But yet all is not done ; Man difobeying, 
Difloyal breaks his fealty, and fins 

Againk the high fupremacy of Heaven, 
AffeQing God-head, and fo lofingall, 

‘To expiate his treafon hath nought left, 

But to deftruction facred and devote, 

He with his whole pofterity muft die, 

Die he or juftice muft ; unlefs for him 

Some other able, and as willing, pay 

"The rigid fatisfa@ion, death for death. 

Say heav'nly Pow’rs, where fhall we find fuch love ? 
Which of ye will be mortal to redeem 

Man's mortal crime, and juit th’ unjuft to fave ; 
Dwells in all Heaven charity fo dear ? 

He afk’d ; but all the heav’nly choir ftood mute, 
And filence was in Heav’n: on Man’s behalf 
Patron or interceffor none appear’d, 

Much lefs that durft upon his own head draw 
The deadly forfeiture, and ranfome fet. 

And now without redemption all mankind 

Mutt have been loft, adjudg’d to Death and Hell - 
By doom fevere, had not the’Son of God, 

In whom the fulnefs dwells of love divine, 

His deareft mediation thus renew’d. 

Father, thy word is paft, Man thall find grace; 
And thal grace not find means, that find? her way 
‘The {peedic& of thy winged meflengers, 

Fo vilit all thy creatures, and to all 










Comes unprevented, unimplor’d, anfouglet a 
Happy fer Man, fo coming ; he her aid + 
Can never feck, once dead in fins and lof 
Atonement for himfelf or offering méet, 
Indebted and undone, bath none to bring 
Behold me then; me for him, life for life 
I offer ; on me let thine anger falls 2 
Account me Man ; {for his fake will leave * 
‘Thy hofom, and this glory next to thee 
Freely put off, and for him laftly die 
Well pleas’d; on me Jet death wreck all hisrage 
Under his gloomy pow’r I fhall not leng . 
Lie vanquith’d; thou haft given me to poflefs 
Life in myself for ever ; by thee I live, 
Though now to Death I yreld, and am his due. 
All that of me can die; yet that debt paid; 
‘Thou wilt not leave me in the loathfome grave 
His prey, nor fuffer my unfpotted foul 

* For vver with corruption there to dwell ; 
But I thal} rife vidorious, and fubdue 
My vanqvither, {poil’d of his vaunted fpoil ;-.- 
Death his death’s wound fhall then receive, -an@? 
Inglorious, of his mortal fting difarm’d, 
I through the ample air in triumph high aie 
Shall lead Hell captive maugre Hell, and thes, 
'Fhe:pow’rs of darknefs bound. Thou at the fight' 
Pleas’d, out of Heaven fhalt look down and fmile, . 
While by thee rais'd I ruin all my foes, 
Death laft, and with his carcafe glut the grave & . 
‘Then with the multitude of my Tedeem’s 
Shall enter Heav'n long abfent, an@teturn, 
Father, to fee thy face, wherein-no cloud 
Of anger thal] remain, but peace affur'd 
And reconcilement ; wrath shall be no morg 
‘Thenceforth, but in thy prefence joy entire. 

His words here ended, bat his meck afpe& 
Silent yet {pake, and breath’d immortal love 
To mortal men, above which only fhone 
Filial obedience ; as a facrifice 
Glad to be offer’d, he attends the -will 
Of his great Father. Admiration feiz’d —[tend, 
All Heav’n, what this might mean, and whither 
Wond'ring ; but foon the Almighty thus reply’d, 
O thou in Heav’n and Earth, the only peace 
Found out for mankind under wrath, O thou 
My fole complacence! well thou knoweft how 
dear 

To me are all my works, nor Man the leait, 
‘Though laft created ; that for him I fpare 
Thee from my bofom and right hand, to fave, 
By lofing thee a while, the.whole race loft. 
"Yhou therefore, whom thou only canft redeem, 
‘Their nature alfo to thy nature join; . 
And be thyfelf Man among men on earth, 
Made fichh, when time ihall be, of virgin feed, 
By wondrous birth : be thou in Adam’s room” 

|. ‘Che head of ali mankind, though Adams fon. 
As in him perith all men, fo in thee, 
As from a fecond root, fhall be reftor’d 

As many 2s are reftor’d, without thee none. 
His crime makes guilty all his fons; thy merit 
Imputed fhall abfolve them who renounce 

‘Their own both righteous and unrighteous deeda, 
Acd live in thee tranfplanted, and from thee 
Receive new life, So man, as is moft juft, 
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‘Apia atisky for Man, be judg’d and die, 
nd dying rife, and rifing, with him raife, 
His brethren, ranfom’d with his own dear life. 
So heav'nly love thail outdo hellifh hate, 
, Giving to death, and dying to redeem, 
So dearly to redeem what hellifh hate 
So eafily deftroy’d, and ftill deftroys 
, Jn thofe who, when they may, accept not grace. 
Wor thal thou, by defcending to affume 
:Man’s nature, lefien or degrade thine own, 
Recaufe thou haft, though thron’d in highett blifs 
Equal to God, and equally enjoying 
God-like fruition, quitted all to fave 
A world frony utter Jofs, and haft been found 
By merit more than birthright, Son of God, 
Found worthieft to be fo by being good, 
Far more than great or high; becaufe in thee 
Love hath abounded more than glory abounds, 
‘Therefore thy humiliation thal! exalt 
‘With thee thy manhood alfo to this throne ; 
Here thalt thou fit incarnate, here fhalt reign 
Both God and Man, Son both of God and Man, 
Anointed univerfal king ; all power 
I give thee ; reign for ever, and aflume 
Thy merits; under thee.as head fupreme 
Thrones, Princedoms, Pow’rs, Dominions | reduce ; 
knees to thee fhall bow, of them that bide 
in Heav’n, or Earth, or under Earth in Hell. 
When thou attended glorioufly from Heaven 
Shalt in the fly appear, and from thee fend 
“The fummoning Arch-Angels to proclaim 
“Thy dread tribunal; forthwith from all winds 
‘The living, and forthwith the cited dead 
Of all patt ages, to the general doom 
Shall haften, fuch a peal fhall ronfe their fleep. 
“Then all thy faints affembled, thou fhalt judge 
Bad men and angels; they arraign’d fhail fink 
Beneath thy fentence; Hell, her numbers full, 
Thenceforth fhall be for ever fhut. Mean while 
‘The world fhall burn, and from her afhes fpring 
New Heav'n and Earth, wherein the juft thall dwell, 
And after ail their tribulations long 
See gelden days, frnitful of golden deeds, 
‘With joy and love triumphing and fair truth, 
‘Then thou thy regal fceptre fhall lay by, 
Kor regal {ceptre then no more fhall need ; 
God thall be all in all. But all ye Gods, 
-Adore him, who to compats all this dies; 
Adore the Son, and honour him as me. 
No fooner had the Almighty ceas’d, but all 
‘The multutude of Angels, with a fhout 
Loud as from numbers without number, fweet 
As from ble voices, uttering joy, Heav’a cung 
With jubilee, and loud Hofannas fill’d 
‘i'l? eternal regions: lowly reverend 
‘Towards either throne they bow, and to. the ground 
With folemn adoration down they caft 
‘Their crowns inwove with amarant and gold ; 
Immortal amarant, a flow’r which once 
In Paradife, fait by the tree of life, 
Began to bloom; but foon for man’s offence 
‘To Heav’n remov’d,where firtt it grew, there grows, 
Agd flow’rs aloft, fhading the fount of life, 
And where the river of blifs through midit of 
Reaver 
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Rolls o’er Elyfian flow'rs her amber ftream ¢ 
With thefe that never fade the Spirits ele@ 
Bind their refplendent locks inwreath'd with 
beams, 
Now in loofe garlands thick thrown off, the brighy 
Pavement, that like a fea of jafyer fhonc, 
appperpled with celeftial rofes fmil’d. 

hen crown’d again, their golden harps they took, 
Harps ever tun’d, that glittering byehcir fide 
Like quivers hang, and with preamble {weet 
Of charming fymphony, they introduce 
Their facred fong, and waken raptures high ; 

No voice exempt, no voice but well could join 
Melodious part, fuch concord is in Heaven, 

‘Thee, Father, firft they fung Omnipotent, - 

Immutable, Immortal, Infinite, 
Eternal King; the Author of all being, 
Fountain of light, thyfelf invifible 
midit the glorious brightnefs where thou fit’ 
"hron’d inacceflible, but when thou thad’ft 

¢ full blaze of thy beams, and through a cloud 

rétvn round about thee like a radiant fhrine, 
Dak with exceffive bright thy fkirts appear, 

dazzle Heav’n, that brighteft Seraphim 
proach not, but with both wings veil their eyes. 
ee next they fang of all creation firft, 
ten Son, Divine Similitude, 

Inéwhofe confpicuous count’nance, without cloud 
Made vifible, th’ Almighty Father thines, 
Whom elfe no creature can behold; on thee 
Imprefe'd th’ effulgence of his glory’ abides, 
‘Transfus’d on thee his ample Spirit refs, i 
He Heav’n of Heav’ns, and all the Pow’rstherein 
By thee created,and by thee drew down 
‘Th’ afpiring Domiations : thou that day 
‘Thyfather’s dreadful thunder didit not fpare, 
Nor thy flaming chariot wheels that thook 
Heav’n’s everlafling frame, while o'er the necks 
Thou drov’ft of warring Angels difarray’d. 
Back from purfuit thy Pow’rs with Joud acclaim 
Thee only extoll d, Son of thy Father’s might, 
To execute fierce vengeance on his foes, 
Not;fo on Man : Him through their malice fall’n, 
Father of mercy’ and grace, thou didit not doom 
So ftridly, but much more to pity incline : 
No fooner did thy dear and only Son 
Perceive thee purpos’d not to doom frail Man 
So ftrictly, but much more to pity’ inclin'd, 
He to appeafe thy wrath, and end the ftrife: 
OF mercy and jultice in thy face difcern’d, 
Regardlets of the blefs wherein he fat 
Second to thee, offer d himfelf to die 
For Man's offence. O unexampled love, 
Love no where to be found lefs than Divine 
Haii Son of God, Saviour of Men, thy name 
Shall be the copious matter of my fong 
Henceforth ; and never fhall my harp thy praife 
Forget, nor from thy Father’s praife digjoin. 

Thus they in Heav'n, above the ftarry fphere, 
Their happy hours in joy and hymning {pent. 
Mean while, upon the firm opacious globe 
Of this round world, whofe firft convex divides 
‘The luminous inferior orbs inclos’d - 
From Chaos and th’ inroad of darknefs old, 

Satan alighted walks ; a globe far off 
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"Yt {eem'd, now feems a boundlefs continent 
Dark,-wafte, and wild, under the frown of Night 
Starlefs expos’d, and ever-threat ning ftorms 
Of Chaos bluft’ring round, inclement ky; 


Save on that fide which from the wall of Heaven, 


‘Tho’ diftant far, fume fmall refleGtion gains . 

Of glimmering air, lefs vex’d with tempeft loud: 

Here walk'd the Fiend at large in {pacious ficl 

As when a vulture, on Imaus bred, 

Whofe fnowy yidge the roving Tartar bounds, 

Diflodging frony a region fearce of prey, 

To gorge the flefh of lambs or yeaning kids 

On hills where flocks are fed, flies tow'rds the 
fprings 

Of Ganges or Hydalpes, Indian ftreams ; 

But in his way’ lights on the barren plains 

Of Sericana, where Chinefes drive 

With fails and wind their cany waggons light : 

So on this windy fea of land, the Fiend 

‘Walk d up and down alone, bent on his prey 5 

Alone, for other creature in this place 

Living or lifelefs to be found was none ; 

None yet, but ftore hereafter from the earth 

Up hither like acreal vapours flew 

Of all things tranfitory’ and vain, when fin 

With vanity had fill'd the works of men; 

Both all things vain, and all who in vain things 

Built their fond hopes of glory, or lafting fame, 

Or happinefs in this or th’ other life ; 

All who have their reward on earth, the fruits 

Of painful fuperftition and blind zeal, 

Nought feeking but the praife of men, here find 

Fit retribution, empty as their deeds ; 

Alt th’ unaccomplith d works of Nature’s hand, 

Abortive, monflrous, or unkindly mix d, 

Diffolv'’d on earth, fleet hither, and in vain, 

"Till final diffolution, wander here, 

Notintheneighbouring moon, as fome have dreafi'd; 

‘ihole argent fields more likely habitants, 

"Tranflated Saints, or middle Spirits hold 

Betwixt th’ angelical and human kind. 

Hither of ill-join’d fons and daughters born 

Firft from the ancient world thofe giants came 

‘With many a vain exploit, tho’ then renown’d : 

"The builders next of Babel on the plain 

Of Sennaar, and ftill with vain defign 

New Babels, had they wherewithal, would build + 

Others came fingle ; he who, to be deem’d 

A god, leapt fondly into A&tna flames, 

Empedocles; and he who to enjoy 

Plato’s Elyfium, leapt into the fea, 

Cleombrotus; and many more too long, 

Embryos and idiots, eremites and friers 

White, black, and grey, with all their trumpery. 

Here pilgrims roam, that ftray’d fo far to feck 

In Golgotha him dead, who lives in Heaven ; 

And they who, to be fure of Paradifo, 

Dying put on the weeds of Dominic, 

Or in Francifcan think to pafs difguis'd ; 

‘they pafs the planets fev’n, and pafs the fix'd, 

And that gryftalline {phere whofe balance weighs 

The trepidation talk’d, and that firft mov'd; 

And now Saint Peter at Heav'n’s wicket feems 

To wait them with his keys, and now at foot 

Of Heav'n’s afcent they lift their feet, when lo | 














A violent crofs wind from either coaft 
Blows them tranfverfe ten thonfand leagues 
Into the devious air; then might ye fee : 
Cowls, hoods, and habits, with their wearers toft, 
And flutter'd into rags, then reliques, beads, 
Indulgences, difpenfes, pardons, bulls, 

The {port of winds: all thefe upwhirl’d aleft 

Fly o’cr the backfide of the world far off 

Into a Limbo large and broad, fince calf'd 

‘The Paradife of Fools; to few unknown 

Long after, now unpeopled and untrod. 

All this dark globe the Fiend found ag he pafa’d, 
And long he wander’d, till at laft a gleam 

Of dawning light turn’d thither-ward in hafte 
His travel’d fteps : far diftant he defcries 
Afcending by degrees magnificent 

Up to the wall of Heav’n a ftrudture high 5 _ 

At top whereof, but far more rich, appear’d. 

The work as of a kingly palace gate, _ 

With frontifpiece of diamond and gold 

Embellifh'd ; thick with fparkling orient gems 
The portal fhone, inimitable on earth 

By model, or by fhading pencil drawn. 

The ftairs were fuch as whereon Jacob faw 

Angels afcending and defcending, bands 

Of guardians bright when he from Efau fled * 

To Padan-Aram, in the field of Luz 

Dreaming by night under the open tky, 

And waking cry'd, ‘This is the gate of Heaven. 
Each ftair myfterioufly was meant, nor ftood.. | 
There always, but drawn up to heav'n foinetimes’ 
Viewlefs, and underneath a bright fea flow'd - 

Of jafper, or of liquid pearl, wherton . 
Who after came from earth, failing atriv'd, 
Waftcd by angels, or flew o’er the lake 

Rapt in a chariot drawn by fiery fteeds, 

‘The ftairs were then let down, whether to dare 
"The Fiend by eafy’ afcent, or aggravate 

His fad exclufion from the doors of blifs : 

Dire& againft which open’d from beneath, 

Juft o’er the blifsful feat of Paradife, 

A paffage down to th’ Earth, a paffage wide, 
Wider by far than that of after times 

Over mount Sion, and, tho’ that were large, 

Over the Promis’d Land, to God fo dear, ~~ 

By which, to vifit oft thofe happy tribes, 

On high behefts his angels to and fro 

Pafs'd frequent, and his eye with choice regard 
From Pancos, the fount of Jordan’s flood 

To Beérfaba, where the Holy Land 

Borders on Egypt and th’ Arabian fhore ; 

So wide the opening feem’d, where bounds were - 
To darknefs fuch as bound the ocean wave. [fet 
Satan frem hence, now on the lower ftair : 
That feai'd by fteps of gold to Heaven gate 
Looks down with wonder at the fudden view 
Of all this world at once. As when a {cout 
Through dark and defert ways with peril gone 
All night, at laft by break of cheerful dawn 
Obtains the brow of fome high-climbing hill, 
Which to his eye difcovers unaware 

The goodly profped& of some foreign land 
Firft feen, or fome renown’d metropolis 
With glift’ring fpires and pinnacles adorn’d, 
Which now the rifing fun gilds with his beams 7: 
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Such wonder feiz'd, the’ after Heaven feen, 

‘The Sp'rit malign, but much more envy feiz’d, 
At fight of all this world beheld fo fair. 

Round he furveys (and well might, where he ftood 
So high above the circling canopy 

Of Night’s extended fhade) from eaftern point 
Of Libra to the fleecy ftar that bears 
Andromeda far off Atlantic feas 

Beyond th’ horizon ; then from pole to pole 

He views in breadth, and without longer’ paufe 
Downright into the world’s firft region throws 
His flight precipitant, and winds with eafe 
‘Through the pure marble air his oblique way 
Amongft innumerable ftars, that fhone 

Gtars diftant, but nigh hand feem’d other worlds : 
Or other worlds they feem’d, or happy ifles, 

Like thofe Hefperian gardens fam’d of old, 
Fortunate fields, and groves, and flow’ ry vales, 
Thrice happy ifles, but who dwelt happy there 
He ftay'd not to inquire: above them all 

The golden fun in fplendor likeft Heaven 
Allur'd his eye + thither his courfe he bendy 
‘Through the calm firmament, (but up or down, 
By centre, or eccentric, hard to tell, 

Or longitude,) where the great luminary 

Aloof the vulgar conftcllations thick, 

‘That from his lordly eye keep diftance due, 
Difpentes light from far ; they, as they move 
‘Their ftarry dance in numbers that compute 
Days, monet, and years, tow’rds his all-cheering 


Turn fwift Fett various motions, or are turn’d 
By his magnetic beam, that gently warns 

‘The univerfe, and to each inward part 

‘With gentle penetration, though unfeen, 
Shoots invifible virtue ev'n to the deep ; 

So wondroutly was fet his tution bright. 
‘There landsthe Fiend, a fpot like which perhaps 
Aftronomer ie the-fun’s lucent orb 

‘Through his glaz’d optic tube yet never faw. 
‘The place he found beyond expreffion bright, 
Compar’d with ought on earth, metal or ftone, 
Not all parts like, but all alike iuform'd 

‘With radiant light, as glowing ir’n with fire ; 
If me¥al, part feem’d gold, part filver clear ; 
If fone, carbuncle moft or crytulite, 

Ruby or topaz, to the twelve that thone 

In Aaron's breaft-plate, and a ftone betides 
Imagin'd rather oft than elfewhere {een, 

‘That ftone, or like to that, which here below 
Philofophers in vain fo long have fought, 

in vain, thongh by their powerful art they bind 
Volatile Hermes, and call up unbound, 

Jn various fhapes old Proteus from the fea, 
Drain’d through a limbec to his naked form. 
‘What wonder then if fields, and regions, here 
Breathe forth elixir pure, and rivers run 
Potable gold, when with one virtuous touch 
‘Th’ arch-chimic fun, fo far from us remote, 
Produces, with terreftrial humour mix’d, 

Here in the dark fo many precious things 

Of colour glorious, and effeG@ fo rare? 

Here matter new to gaze the devil met 
Undazzled ; far and wide his cye commands, 
For fight no obftacle found here, or fhade, 
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But all fun-fhine ; as when his beams at noon 

Culminate from th’ 2quator ; as they now 

Shot upward fill direat, whence no way round 

Shadow from body opaque can fall, and th’ air 

(No where fo clear) tharpen’d his vifaal ray 

To objeds diftant far, wherzby he foon 

Saw within ken a glorious angel Rand, 

‘The fame whom John faw aifo in the fun + 

His back was turn’d, but not his brightnefs hid:: 

Of beaming funny rays a golden tia 

Circl’d his head, nor lefs his tocks behind 

Uluttrious on his thoulders, fledge with wings, 

Lay waving round: on fome great charge em 
ploy’d ; 

He feem’d, or fixt in cogitation deep. 

Glad was the fpitit impure, as now in hope 

To find who might direct his wand’ ring flight 

‘To paradife, the happy feat of wan, 

His jousncy's end, and our heginning woe. 

But firft he cafts to change his proper shape, 

Which elfe might work him canger, or delay ¢ 

And now a ftrippling Cherub he appears, 

Not of the prime, yet fuch as in his face 

Youth fmil'd ceteftial, and to every limb 

Suitable grace difful’d, fo well he feign'd. 

Under a coronet his flowing hair 

In curls on cither check play’d; wings he wore 

OF many a colour’d plume, fprink]'d with gold: 

His habit iit for {peed fuccin®; and held 

Before his decent tteps a filver wand, : 

He drew not nigh unheard, the angel bright, 

E’er he drew nigh, his radiant vilage turn’d, 

Admonifh’d by his ear; and-ftrait was known 

Th’ arch-angel Uriel, one of the fewn 

Who in God’s prefence neareft to his throne, 

Stand ready at command, and are his eyes 

That run through all the heav’ns, or down to the 
earth 

Bear his iwift errands, over moift and gry, 

O’er fea and land : him Satan thus accofts, 

Uriel ! for thou of thofe fev'n fpirits that tand 
In fight of God’s high throne, glorioufly bright, 
The firit art wont His great authentic will 
Interpreter through higheft heav'n to bring, 
Where all his fons thy embafly attend: 

And here art likelieft by fupreme decree 
Like honour to obtain ; and as his eye, - 
To vifit oft this new creation round, 
Unfpeakable defire to fee, and know ' 
All thefe his wondrous works, but chiefly Main’ - 
His chief delight and favour ; him, for whom 
All thefe his works fo wondrous he ordain’d, 
Hath brought me from the choirs of Cherubim 
Alone this wand’ring : brighteft Seraph! tell, 

In which of all thefe thining orbs hath man 
His fixed feat, or fixed feat hath none, 

But ail thefe fhining orbs his choice to dwell; 
‘Phat I may find him, and with fecret gaze, 
Or open admiration, him behold 

Ou whom the great Creator hath beftow’d 
World, and on whom hath all thefe graces pour’ds 
‘That both in him, and all things, as is meet, 
The univerfal maker we may praife ; 

Who juftly hath driven out his rebel foes _ 
To deepeft Hell; and, to repair that lols, 
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Created this new happy race of men,, Till at His fecond bidding darknefs fled, 
To ferve him better : wife are all his ways | Light hone, and order from diforder fprung. 

So fpake the falfe diffembler unperceiv’d 5 Swift to their feveral quarters hafted then 
For neither Man nor Angel can difcern The cumbrous elements, earth, flood, air, fire, 
Hypocrify, the only evil that walks And this ethereal quinteffence of Heav'n : 
Invilible, except to God alone, Flew upward, fpirited with various forms, 


> By his permiflive will, through heaven and earth : | That roll’d orbicular, and turn’d to ftars,- 
And oft though wifdom wake, fafpicion fleeps Numberlefs, as thou feeft, and how they move; 
At wildom’s gate, and to fimplicity . | Eack had his place appointed, each his courfe 5 
Refigns her charge, while goodnefs thinks no ill | The reft in circuit walls this univerfe. 
Where no ilffeems) which now for once beguil’d | Look downward on that globe whofe hither fide 


Uricl, though regent of the fun, and held With light from hence, tho’ but reflected, thines + 
The fharpett fighted Spirit of all in heav’n : ‘That place is carth, the feat of Man; that li 

Who to the fraudulent impoftor foul, His day, which elfe, as th’ other hemifphere, 

In his uprightnefs anfwer thus return’d. Night wouid invade ; bat there the neighbouring 

Fair Angel! thy defire which tends to know moon : 
‘The works of God, thereby to glorify (So call that oppofite fair ftar) her aid 
+ ‘The great work-matter, leads to no excefs Timely interpofes, and her monthly round 

‘That reaches blame, but rather merits praife Still ending, till renewing through mid heav’n, 
‘The more it feems excefs, that led thee hither With borrow’d light her countenance triform Pe 
From thy impyreal manfion thus alone, Hence fills, and empties, to enlighten th’ earth, * 
Vo witnefs with thine eyes what fome perhaps, | And in her pale dominion checks the night, 
Contented with report, hear only in Heav’n: ‘That fpot to which I point is Paradife, 

For wonderful indeed are all His works ! Adam’s abode, thofe lofty fhades his bow’r; 
Pleafant to know, and worthict to be all ‘Thy way thou can'ft not mifs, me mine requires, 
Had in remembrance always with delight. ‘Thus faid, he turn’d; and Satan bowing low 
But, what created mind can comprehend (As to fuperior fpirits is wont in beav'n, 

‘Yheir number, or the wifdom infinite Where honour due, and reverence none nepleds)” 
‘That brought them forth, buthid their caufes deep? | Tookleave, and tow’rd the coatt of earth ben > 
J Saw when at His word the formlefs mafs, Down from th’ ecliptic, fped with hop'd fuccefs, 
‘This world’s material mould, came to a heap ; Throws his fteep flight in many an airy wheel; 


Confufion heard: His voice, and wild uproar Nor ftaid, till on Niphates’ top he lights, * 
Stood rul’d, flood vaft infinitude confin’d: . 
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The Argument. 


Satan, now in profpectof Eden, and nigh the place where he muft now attempt the bold enterprife which 
he undertook alone againft God and Man, falls into many doubts with himfelf, and many paffionsft 
fear, envy, and defpair : but at length confirms himfelf in evil, journeys on to Paradife, whofe out« 
‘ward profpect and fituation is deferibed, overleaps the bounds, fits in the fhape of a cormorant on 
the tree of Life, as higheft in the garden, to look about him. ‘The garden deferibed ; Satan's firit 
Sight of Adam and Eve; his wonder at thcir-excellent form and happy {fate, but with refolution to 
work their fall; overhears their difcourfe ; thence gathers that the tree of Knowledge was forbidden 

* them to eat of, under penalty of death; and thereon intends to found his temptation, by feducing 

” them to tranfgrefs : then leaves them a while to know farther of their ftate by fome other means. 
Meanwhile Uriel defcending on afun beam warns Gabriel (who had in charge the gate of Paradife) 
that fome evil {pirit had efcaped the Deep, and paft at noon by his fphere in the fhape of a good 
Angel down to Paradife, difcovered afterwards by his furious geftures in the mount + Gabriel pro- 
mifes to find him e’er morning. Night coming on, Adam and Eve difcourfe of going to their 
reft ; their bower defcribed ; their evening worfhip. Gabricl drawing forth his hands of night 
watch to walk the round of Paradife, appoints two ftrong Angels to Adam’s bower, left the evil 
fpirit thould be there doing fome harm to Adam or Eve fleeping ; there they find him at the ear of 
Eve, tempting her in a dream, and bring him, though unwilling, to Gabriel; by whom!queftion’d, 
he {cornfully anfwers, Preparcs refiftance, but, hinder’d by a fign from heav’n, flies out of Paradife, 


OTe that warning voice, which he who faw He brings, and round about him, nor from Hell 
‘Th’ Apocalyps heard cry in Heav'n aloud, One ftep no more than from himfelf can fly 

‘Then when the Dragon, put to fecond rout, | By change of place: now confcience wakes de- 
Came furious down to be reveng'd on inen, fpair 

Wo to th’ inbabitants on earth! that now, {That Number'd, wakes the bittter memory ~ 
While time was, our firft Parents had been warn'd | Of what he was, what is, and what muft be, 

The coming of their fecret foe, and "fcap’d, Worfe ; of worfe deeds, worfe fuffering muft enfuc. 
Happily, fo “fcap’d his mortal fnare : for now Sometimes tow’rds Eden, which now in his view 
Satan, now firft inflam’d with Tage, came down, | Lay pleafant, his griev'd look he fixes fad 7 

The tempter e’er th accufer of mankind, Sometime tow’rds Heaven and the full-blazing 
To wreck on innocent frail man his lofs Which now fat high in his meridian tower : [fun, 
Of that firft battle, and bis fight to Hell : ‘Then much revolving, thus in fighs began ; 

Yet not rejoicing in his fpeed, tho’ bold, O thou that with turpafling glory crown’d, 

Far off and fearle(s, nor with caufe to boaft, Look’ft from thy fole dominion like the God 
Begins his dire attempt, which nigh the birth OF this new world; at whofe fight all the ftars 
Now roiling boils in his tumultuous brea, Hide their diminith’d heads ; to thee I call, 

And like a devilifh engine back recoils But with no friendly voice, and add thy name, 
Upon himfelf; horror and doubt diftrad O Sun, to tell thee how I hate thy beams, 


His troubied thoughts, and from. the bottom ftir | That bring to my remembrance from what ftate 
Hell within him ; for withit him Helt T fell, how glorious once above thy fpherey 
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‘Till pride and worfe ambition wr me dewn, 
Warring in Heav'n aguiall Heav'n’s mazchlefs 
King 3 
Ah wherefore! he deferv’d no fuch return 
from me, whom he created what I § 
_ in that bright eminence, and v 
“Upbraidced none ; nor was his fervice hard. 
What could be lefs than to afford him praife, 
"The eafie reconspence, and pay hina tanks, 
How due! yet all his good prov'd iil in me, 
‘And wrought but malice ; lifted up fo high 
1 ficigu’d fubjection, and thought one ftep higher 
‘Would fet me high’lt, and in a moment quit 
‘The debt inumenfe of endlefs gratitude, 
So butdenfome {till paying, Mill te owe, 
Forgettul what from him 1 ftill receiv'd, 
And underftood not that a grateful mind 
By owing owes not, but Mill pays, at once 
Indehted and difcharg’d 5 whut burden then? 
© had his pow'rful deftiny ordain’d 
WMe fome inferior Angel, 1 had flood 
‘Then happy ; no unbounded hope had rais'd 
Ambition. Yet, why not? fome other Power 
As yeroat mizht have aspis’d, and me, tho’ mean, 
Drawn to his part; bur other Pow’rs as great 
Fell pot, but fland unthaken, from within 
Or from without, to all temptations arm’d, 
Hadft thou the fame free will and pow’r to ftand ? 
"Yhou hadft; whom haft thou then, or what, t” ac» 
cufe, 
But Heav’n's free love dealt equally to all? 
Be then his love accurs’d, fince love or hate, 
“Vo me alike, it deals eternal woe, 
Nay curs’d be thou ; fince aguinft his thy will 
Chofe freely what it now fo jultly rues, 
Me miferable! which way fhali I fy 
Infinite wrath, and infinite defpair ? 
Which way I fly is Hell; myfclf ain Mell; 
And in the Joweft deep a lower deep 
Still rhreat'ping to devour me opeus wide, 
"Yo which the Hell I fuffer feems a Heaven, 
O then at lait relent : is there no place 
Left for repentance, none for pardon left ? 
None left but by fubmiffion ; and that word 
Difdein forbids me, and my dread of thame 
Among the Sp’rits beneath, whom I fedue’d 
With other promifes and other vaunts 
"Mxin to fubmit, boaiting 1 could fubdue 
Ch’ Omuipotent. Ay me, they little know 
How dearly { abide that boaft fo vain, 
Under what torments inwardly I groan, 
While they adore me on the throne of Hell. 
With diadem and fceptre high advanc’d, 
‘The lower fill 1 fall, only supreme 
Ia mifery; fuch joy ambition finds. 
But fay I could repent, and could obtain 
By act of grace my former flatc ; how fcon 
Would height recall high thoughts, how foon unfay 




















‘What leign’d fubmiffton {wore ? cafe would recant | 


Vows made in pain, as violent and void. 

For never can true reconcilement grow, 

Where wounds of deadly hate have picre’d f deep; 
Which would but lead me to a worfe relapfe 

And beavicr fall; fo fhouldT purchafe dear 
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This knows my punifher; therefore as far 

From granting he, as I from begging peace? 

Ail hope excluded thus, behold inftedd 

Of us out-caft, exil’d, his new delight, 

-Markind created, and for him this world. 

So farewell hope, and with hope farewell fear, 

Farewell remorfe : all good to me is loft; 

Evil be thou my good; by thee at leait 

Divided empire with Heav'n’s king I hold, 

Py thee, and more than half perhaps will reign ¢ 

AsMan e’er long, and this new world, thall know., 

Thus while he fpake, each paffion dimm’d his 









Thrice chang'd with pale ire, envy, and defpair;’ 
Which marr’d his borrow’d vifage, and betray’d 
Him counterfeit, if any eye beheld. 3 

For heav'nly minds from fuch diftempers foul 

Arc ever clear. Whereof he foon aware, 

Each perturbation, fmooth’d with outward calm,’ 
Artificer of fraud, and was the firft 

‘That pradtis’d faliehood under faintly thew 

Decp malice to conceal, couch’d with revenge : 
Yet not enough had pradtis’d to deceive 
Uriel once warn'’d ; whofe eye purfued him downt 
“he way he went, and on th’ Affyrian mount 

Saw him disfigur’d, more than could befal 

Spirit of happy fort : his geftures fierce 

He mark’d, and mad demeanour, then alone, ¢ 
As he fuppos’d, all unobferv’d, unfeer. 

So on he fares, and to the border. comes 

Of Eden, where delicious Paradife, 
Now nearer, crowns with her inclofure. green,’ 
As with a rural mound, the champion head 

Of a ftcep wildernefs, whofe hairy fides 

With thicket overgrown, grottefque and wild,’ 
Accefs deny’d; and over head up grew 
Infuperable height of loftieft fhade, . 
Cedar, and pine, and fir, and braaching palm,’ 

A fylvan feene 5 and as the ranks afcend 

Shade above fhade, a woody theatre ‘ 
Of ftateliet view. Yet higher than their tops 
"Lhe verd’rous wall of Paradife up fprung: 

Which to our general fire gave profpect large 
Into his nether empire neighb’ring round ee 

cr than that walla circling row 

OF goodlicht trees, loaden with faireft fruit, 
Blofioms and fruits at onee of golden hue, 
Appear'd, with gay enamel’d colours mix’d: 

Ou which the fun more glad imprefs’d his beams’ 
Than in fair evening cloud, or humid bow, 5 
When Godhath fhow’rd the earth; fo lovely feem'd. 
That landfxip : And of pare, now purer air 
Mcets his approach, and to the heart infpires 
Vernal delight and joy, able to drive 

All fadnefs but defpair : now gentle gales, 
Fanning their odoriferous wings, difpenfe _ 
Native perfumes, and whifper whence they ftole. 
‘Thofe balmy fpoils. As when fo them who fait 
Beyond the Cape of Hope, and now are paft 
Mozambic, off at fea north-eaft winds blow 
Sabean odonrs from the fpicy fhore r 
Of Araby the bic; with fuch delay _ [league; 
‘Well pleas'd they flack their courfe, ahd many 
Chcer’d with the grateful fell, old Ocean finiles s 
Pie Ni ali the park ae a Be ate 
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Who cathe their bane, though with them better | Water’d the garden; thence united fell 
‘Than Afmodéus with the fithy fume —_ [pleas’d_ | Down the ftcep glade, and met the nether flood, 
‘That drove him, tho’ enamour’d, from the fpoufe | Which front his darkfome paffage now appears, 











Of Tobit's fon, ‘and with a vengeance fent - And now divided into four main ftreams, 

From Media poft to Egypt, there fait bound. Runs diverfe, wand'ring many a famous realm 
Now to th’-afcent of that fteep favage hill And country, whercof here necds no account ; 

Satan had journey’d on, penfive and flow ; But rather to tell how, if Art could tell, 

But further way found none, fo thick intwin'd, How from that faphir fount the crifped brooks, 

As one continued brake, the undergrowth - Rolling on orient pearl and fands of gold 

Of fhrubs and tangling buthes had perplex’d With mazy error under pendent fhades, 

All path of man or beaft that pafs‘d that way : Ran near, viliting each plant, and fed 

One gate there only was, and that look’d ealt, Flow’rs worthy’ of Paradife, which not nice Art 

©n th’ other fide: which, when th’ arch-felon | In beds and curious ‘nots, but Nature hoon 

faw, Pour'd forth profufe on hill, and dale, and plain, 

Due entrance he difdain’d, and in contempt, Poth where the morning fun firft warmly fmotc 

At one flight hound high over-leap’d all beund ‘Yhe open fleld, and where the unpiere’d thade 

Of hill or higheft wall, and fheer within Inbrown’d the ‘noor-tide bow'rs: ‘Thus was this 

Lights on his feet. As when a prowling wolf, A happy rural feat of various view 5 (place 

‘Whom hunger drives to feck new haunt for prey, | Groves whofe rich trees-wept odorous gums and 

‘Watching where fhepherds pen their flocks at eve halm ; 

In hurdted ‘cots amid the fields fecure, Others, whofe fruit burnithed with golden rind 

Leaps o'er the fence with eafe itothe fold: Hung amiable, Hefperian fables truc, 

Or asa thief, bent ta unhord:rhe cath Hf true, here only, and of delicibus tafte. 

OF forte rich burgher, whole {ubftantial doors, Betwixt them lawns, or level downs, and flocks 

Crof*barr’d and bolted’ faft, fear no affanlt, Grazing the tender herb, were interpos’d ; 

In at the window climbs, or o’er the tiles: Or paliny hilloc, or the flow’ry lap 

So clomb this firt grand thief into God’s fold ; Of fome irriguous valley fpread her ftore = 

“30 finte into his church lewd hirclings climb. Flow’rs of all hue, and without thorn the rofe. 

‘Thence up he flew, and on the tree of life, Another fide, umbrageous grots, amd caves 

‘The middk tree, and*highelt there that grew, Of cool recefs, o’er which the mantling vine 

Sat like a cormorant; yet not true life Lays forth her purple grape, and gently creeps 

‘Tharthy regain'd, bat fat devifling death Luxuriant + mean while murm’, ring waters fall 

‘To them who liv'd; nor +m the virtue thought Down the flope hills, difperf"d or in a lake, 

Of that lifeegiving plant, but only us'd (That to the fringed bank with myrtle crown’d 


i 
For profpeé, what, well usd, had keenthe pledge | Her cryftal mirror holds) unite their ftreams. 
-Of immortality, So litde know: ‘Yhe birds their choir apply + airs, vernal airs, 
Any, but God alone, to value ri Breathing the dmelt of field and grove, attune 
"the good before him, but pervelts bef things ‘The trembling leaves, while univerfal Pan, 
‘To worft abufe, or to their meaneft ule. Knit with the Graces, and the Hours, in dance. 


















Beneath him with new wonder now he views, Led on th’ eternal fp Not that farr field 
‘To all delight of human fenfe expos’d Of Enna, where Proferpmne gathering flow’rs, 

In narrow room, Nature’s whole wealth, yea more, | Herfelf » fairer flow’r, by gloomy. Dis 

A Lteav'n on Earth > for blifsful: Paradile Was gacher’d ; which cof Ceres all that pain 

Of COB the garden was, by him in th’ caf To feck her thr ough the world: nor that fwees 
Of Eden planted; Eden ftretch'd her line rove 

From Auran caftward to the royal towers Of Daphne by Orontes,and th’ infpir'd 

Of Great Seleucia, built by Grecian kings, Caftalian {pring, might with this Paradife 

Or where the fons of Eden long before n ftrive ; nor thar Nytian ifle -“ 
DPwelt in Telaffar: in this pleafant foil Girt with the river Triton, where old Cham, 

His far more pleafant garden God ordain’d ; (Whom Gentiles Ammon call, and Libyan Jove} 
Out of the fertile ground he caus'd to grow Hid Amalthca, and her florid fon 

All trees of nobleft kind, for fight, fmiell, tale; | Yours Bacchns, from bis tepdame Rhea’s eye * 
And all amid them ftood the tree of life, Nor where Abafiin Kings their iffue guard, 

Fligh eminent, blooming ambrofial fruit Mount Amara (though this by fome fuppof'd 

Of vegetable gold; and next to file, ‘True Paradife)-under the A&thiop Line 

Our death, the tree of knowledge grew fait by, By Nilus head, inclof’d with fhining rock, 





Rnowledge cf good, bought dear by knowing ill, | A whole day’s journey high; but wide remote 








Southward through Fden weat a river large, | From this Affyrian garden : where the fiend 
Nor chang’d his courfe, but through the fhaggy | Saw undelighted all delight, all kind 

hill Of living creatures, new to fight, and ftrange. 
Pafs'd underneath ingulf’d; for God had thrown vo of far nobler fhape, erect and tall, 








‘That mountain as hts garden mould high rais’d Godiike exe& | with native honour clad 
Upon the rapid current, which through veins In naked majefty, feem’d lords of all : 

Of porous carth with kindly thirft up drawn, And worthy feem'd; for in theit looks divize 
Roie a freth fountain, and with many a rill The mmege of their glorious Maker thon, 


' Book it. 
Truth, wifdem, fanQitude fevere and pure; 
Severd, but in trne filial freedom plac’d, 
Whence true authority in men : though both 
Not cqual, as their fex not equal fe 
For contemplation he, and valour form’d ; 

For foftnefa the, and fweet attractive grace 3 
‘He, for God only; the for God in him. 
His fair large front, and eye fublime, declar'd 
Ablolnte rule; and hyacinthia locks 
Round from his parted forelock manly hung 
Clutring, but not beneath his fhoulders broad + 
She asa veil, down to the fender wailt 
Hor unadorned golden treffes wore, 
Disthevel’d ; but in wanton ringlets wav'd, 
As the vine curls her tendrils, which imply'd 
Subjedtion, but requir’d with gentle fway 5 
And by her yielded, by him bef receiv’d : 
Yielded with coy fubmiilion, modeft pride, 
And fweet reludtant amorous delay. 
lor thofe myfterious parts were then conceal’d ; 
‘hen was not guilty thame, difhorieft fhame 
Of nature’s works! honour difhonourable ! 
Sin-bred ! how have ye troubl'd all mankind 
With thews inftead, mere thews offeeming pure, 
And banifi'd from man’s life his happictt lite, 
Simplicity, and fpotlefs innocence ? 
So pafé'd they naked on, nor fhun’d the fight 
Of God or Angel, fot they thought no ill, 
So hand in hand they pafs'd, the lovelicft pair 
‘That ever fince in love’s embraces met ; 
Adam the goodlieft man of men fince born 
is fons; the faireft of her daughtets Eve. 
Under a tuft of thade, that on a green 
Stood whifp'ring foft, by a frefh tountain fide 
They fat them down ; and after no more toil 
OF their fweet gard’ning !sbour then fuflic’d 
‘To recommend cool zephyr, and made cafe 
More ealy, wholefome thirft and appetite 
More yrateful, to their fupport fruits they fell, 
Nedlarine fruits, which the compliant boughs 
Yicldcd them, fide-long as they tat recline 
On the foft downy bank damaik'd with flowers + 
‘The favoury pulp they chew, and in the ritd 
Still as they thirited fcoop the brimming ftream 3 
Nor gentle purpofe, nor endeating {miles 
Wanted, nor youthful dalfiance, as befeems 
Fair couple, link’d in happy nuptial league, 
Asse as they. About them fritking play’d 
Alt beats of th’ earth, fince wild, and of all chafe 
In wood or wildcrnels, foreft or den; 
Sporting the lion ramp’d, and in his paw 
andled the kid; bears, tigers, otinces, pards, 
Gambol'd before them; th’ unwieldy elephant 
To make thet mirth, us‘d ali his might, and 
_ wreath’d 
His lithe probefcis; clofe the ferpent fly 
Infinuating, wove with Gordian twine 
His breaded train, and of his fatal guile 
Gave proof unheeded; others on thé grafs 
Coich 4, and now fill'd with paiture, gazing fat, 
Or bedward ruminating ; for the fun 

_ Declin’d was haiting now with prone carreer 

+ Wo th’ ocean ifles, and in th’ alcending feale 

* Of Heayp the flars tha uther evening rofe : 
‘When Satan, {till in gaze, as firft he flood, 








PARADISE LosT. 





, Scarc2 thus at length fail’d Speech recover’d fad. - 
O Hell! what do mine eyes with grief behold 

{ Into our room of blifs thus high advane’d 

} Creatures of other. mould; earth-born perhaps, 

Not ipirits; yet to heav'nly fpirits-bright 

| Little inferior ; whom my thoughts purfue 

With wonder, and could love, fo-lively thines 

In them divine refemblance, and fuch-grace 

The hand that form'd ’em on their fhape hath 

pour’d. : 

Ah gentle pair! ye little think how nigh 

Your changé approaches; when all thefe 

Will vaniih, au deliver ye to woe ; 

More woe, the more your tafte is now of joy: 

Happy! but for fo happy ill fecur’d 

1or'g to continue $ and this high feat-your heav’n, 

Il-fenc’d for heav'n, to keep out fuch a foe 

As now is enter’d: yet no purpos'd foc, + 

‘To you, whom | could pity thus forlorn, 

Though | vapitied, League with you I feek, 

And mutual amity, fo ftrait, fo clofe, : 

‘That I with you moft dwell; or you with me 

Henceforth : my dwelling haply may not pleafe, 

Like this fair paradife, your fenfe ; yet fuch 

Accept, your maker's work ; he gave it me, 

Which [ aé freely give : hell hall unfold, 

To entertain you two, her wideft gates, 4 

And fend forth all Ker kings: there will be room, 

(Not like thefe narrow limits,) to receive 

Your numerous offspring; if no better place, 

Thank him who puts me loth to this revenge 

On you, who wrong me not, for him who wrong’d,; 

And fhould I at your harmlefs innocence 

Melt, (as I do) yet public reafon juft, 

Honour, and empire, with revenge infarg’d, 

By conqu’ring this new world, compels me now : 

To do, what elfe (though damn’d) I fhould abhor. 
So fpake the fiend; and with neceffity, 

(The tyrant’s plea) excuf’d his devilith deeds + 

‘Ten from his fofty ftand on that high tree, 

Down he alights amang the fportfal herd 

Of thafe four footed kinds; himfelf now one, - 

Now other, as theif fhape ferv'd beft his end 

Nearer to view his prey, and uttefpy’d, — ac> 

‘To mark what of their ftate he rhore might learn, 

By word, or action mark’d : about them round, 

A lion now he ffalks with fiery glare ; 

‘Then, asa tiger, who by chance hath fpy'd, 

in fome purlieu, two gentle fawns at play, 

Strait couches ciofe, then rifing changes oft 

His couchant watch, as one who chofe his ground, 

Whence ruthing, he might fureft feize them both} 

Grip’d in each paw : when Adam, firtt of men, 

‘Lo firft of women, Eve, thus moving fpeech, 

Turn’d him, all ear, to heat new utterance flow. 
Sole partner, and fole part all thefe joys ! i 

Dearer thyfelf than all! needs muit the pow’r 

‘That made us, atd for us this ample world, 

Be infinitely good, and of His good 

As liberal and free, as infinite, 

‘That rai"d us from the duft, and plic’d u4 hete 

In ali this happinefs, who at His hand 

Have nothing merited, nor can perform 

Ought whereof he hath need : He! who requires 

From us no other fervice than to keep 
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This one, this eafy charge, of all the trees 

Tn Paradife, that bear delicious fruit 

So various, not to tafte that only tree 

Of knowledge, planted by the tree of life; 

So near grows death to life, whate’er death is, 

Some dreadful thing no doubt; for well thou 

know’ft, 

God hath pronounc'd it death to tafe that tree, 

The only fign of our obedience left 7 

Among fo many figns of pow’r and rule 

Conferr’d upon us, and dominion given 

Over all other creatures that poffefs 

Earth, air, and fea. ‘Then Jet us not think hard 

One eafy prohibition, who enjoy 

Free leave fo large to all things elfe, and choice 

Unlimited of manifoid delight 

But lot us ever praife him, and extol 

His bounty, following our delightful tafk, 

To prune thefe growing plants, and tend thefe 

flowers, 

Which were it toilfome, yet with thee were fwect. 
To whom thus Eve reply’d. O thon for whom 

And {com whom I was form’d, fleth of thy flefh, 

And without whom am to no end, my guide 

And head, what thou haft faid is juft aud right : 

For we to him indeed all praifes owe, 

And daily thanks ; J chiefly, who enjoy 

So far the happicr lot, enjoying thee 

Preseminent by fo much odds, white thou 

Like confort to thyfelf canft no where find. 

‘That day T oft remember, when from fleep 

1 fir awak'd, and found myfelf revos'd 

Under a fhade on flaw’rs, much wond' ring where 

And what I was; whence thitherbrought,and how: 

Not diftant far frean thence a murm’ring found 








* Of waters iffued from a cave, and spread 


Into a liquid plain, then ftood unmov'd 

Pure as th’ expanse of Heav'n ; [thither went 
‘With unexperiene'd thought, and laid me down 
On the green bank, to look into the clear 
Smooth lake, that to me feem’d another ky. 
As I bent down to look, juit oppofite 

A fhave within the watry gleam appear'd, 
Bending to look on me : J ftarted buck, 

It farted back ; but pleas’d I foon return’d ; 
Pleas'd it return'd as foon, with anfw’ring looks 
Of fympathy and love : there I had fix'd 

Mine eyes till now, and pin’d with vain defire, 
Had not a voice thus warn’d me; What thou feefl, 
‘What there thou feeft, fair Creature, is thyfelf ; 
‘With thee it came and goes: but follow me, 
And { will bring thec where no fhadow ftays 
‘Thy coming, and thy foft embraces, he 

Whofe image thou art ; him thou fhalt enjoy 
Infeparably thine, to him fhalt bear 

Multitudes like thyfelf, and thence he call’d 
Mother af human race. What could I do, 





“Bit follow ftrait, invifibly thus led ? 


‘Till I efpy'd thee, fair indeed and tall, 

‘Under a platane; yet methought lefs fair, 

Lefs winning foft, lefs amiably mild, 

‘Than that fmooth watry image : back J turn'd ; 

‘Thou following cry’dft aloud, Return, fair Eve ; 

‘Whom fly" thou ? whom thou fly’ft, of him thou 
art, —~ 
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His fich, his bone ; to give thee he! 
Out of my 
Subftantial life, to have thee by my fide 
Henceforth an individual folece dear $ 

Part of my foul I feek thee, and thee claim 













My other halt; with that thy gentle hand 

Se Tyielded, and from that time fe 
Ho y is excell’d by menly grace 

And wifdom, which alone is truly 
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So Spake our general mother, and with eyes 
OF conjugal attraction unreprov'd, 
And meek furrender, half embracing lean’d 
On our firft father ; half her fwellmg breaft 
Naked met his under the flowing gold 
Of her loofe treffes hid : he in delight 
Both of her beanty and fubmiffive charms 
Smil'd with frperior love, as Jupiter 
On Juno fmiles, when he impregns the clouds 
‘That fhed May flow’rs; and prefs’d her matron 
With kiffes pure + afide the Devilturn'd [lip 
For envy ; yet with jealous leer malign 
Ey'd them afkance, and to himfelf thus plain'd, 

Sight hateful, fight tormenting ! thus thefe two 
Imparedif’d in one another's arms, 
‘The happier Fden, fhall enjoy their fill 
OF blifs on blifs; while I to Hell am thruft, 
Where neither joy nor love, but fierce defire, 
Among our other torments not the leaft, 
Still unfulfili'd with pain of longing pines. 
Yet Jet me not forget what I have gain’ 
Prom their own mouths ¢ all is not theirs it fecms 5 
One fatal tree there ands, of knowledge call’d, 
Forbidden them to tafe : Knowledwe forbidden ? 
‘ufpicious, reefoulefs. Why fhould their Lord 
them that? can it be fin to know ? 
be death? and do they only ftand 
By ignorance ? is that their happy fate, 
‘The proof of their obedience and their faith? , 
© fair foundation led whercon to build 
‘Theiy ruin! Hence I will excite their minds 
With mere defire to know, and to rejeat 
Envious commands, invented with defign 
‘Yo keep them low, whom knowledge might exalt 
Fqual with Gods: afpiring to he fach, 
‘They tate and what likelier can enfue ? 
But firit with narrow fearch I muft walk round 
‘rhis garden, and uo corner leave unfpy’d ; 
A chance, but chance may lead where | may Thect 
Some wand’ring Spirit of Heav’n by fountain fide, 
Or in thick fhade retir’d, from him to draw 
What further would be learn’d. Live while you 

may, 

¥et happy pair; enjoy, till J return, 
Short pleafures, for long woes are to fucceed. 

So iaying, his proud fep he feornful turn’d, 
But with fly circumfpedtion, and began 
‘Threngh wood, through wafte, o’er hill, o'er dale, 

his roan. 

Mean while in utmoft longitude, where Heav'n 
With carth and ocean mects, the fetting fun 
Slowly defcended, and with right afpeét 
Againf the caftern gate of Paradife 
Levell’d his evening rays: it was a rock 
Of alsbafter, pil'd up to the clouds, * 
Confpicuous far, winding with onc afcent 
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Acceflible from earth, one entrance high ; 
"Phe reft was cragey cliff, that overhung 
Still as it rofe, impoflible to climb. 
Betwist thefe rocky pillars Gabriel fat, 
Chief of th’ angelic guards, awaiting night ; 
About him exercif’d heroic games, 
‘TW unarm’d youth of Heav'n, but nigh at hand 
Celeftial armoury, thields, helms, and fpears, 
Hung high with diamond flaming, and with gold. 
“Thither came Uriel, gliding through the evea, 
On a Jun beam, fwift as a hooting ftar 
In autumn thwarts the night, when vapors fir'd 
lniprefs the air, and thews the mariner 
Vrom what point. of his comypafs to beware 
impetuous winds: he thus began in hafte. 
Gabriel, to thee thy courfe by lot hath given 
Charge and ftri@ watch, that to this happy place 
No evil thing approach or cuter in, 
‘Uhis day at height of nocn came to my {phere 
A fpirit, zealous, as he feem’d, to know, 
More of th’ Almighty’s works, and chicfly Man, 
God's. lateft image : I deferib’d his way 
Bent all on fpeed,.and mark’d his airy gate; | 
But in che mount that lies from Eden north, 
Where he fir lighted, foon difcern’d his looks 
Alien from Heav’n, with paffions foul obfeur’d : 
Mine eye purfued him fill, but under fhade 
Lott fight of hima : one of the banifh’d crew, 
hath ventur'd from the deep, to raife 
y troubles; him thy vare mult be to find. 
do whon: the winged warrior thus rewuro’d, 
Uriel, no wonder if thy perfect fight, 
Amid the fan's bright ew thou firt, 
See far and wide s i ut this gate none pats 
"The vigilance here plac’d, but fuch as come 
‘Well known from Heav nj and fince mecedian hour 
No creature thence ; if Spirit of otlier fort, 
So minded, have o’er-leap'd this earthy bounds 
On purpofe, hard thou knoweft it to cxclude 
Spiritual iubftance with corporeal bar. 
But the circuit of thefe w: 
In whatfoever fhape he lurk, of wh 
‘Vhon tell'ft, by morrow dawning I fhall know. 
So promis’d he ; and Uriel to his char 
Buturn'd on that bright beam, whole poi 
raisd . 
ore him flope downward to the fun now fall’n 
Seoreath th’ Azores; whether the prime orb, 
Incredible how fwilt, had thither roil’d 
Diurnal, or this lefs volubil earth, 
By thorter flight to th’ caft, had left him there 
Arraying with refleged purple and gold 
“The clouds that on his-weftern throne attend, 
Now came {till evening on, and twilight gray 
Had in her fober livery all things clad ; 
Silence accompanied ; for beaft and bird, 
‘They to their grafly couch, thefe to their nefts 
Were. flunk, ali but the wakeful nightingale ; 
She all night long her amorous defcant fung ; 
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Silence was pleaf'd : now glow’d the firmament 


‘With living faphirs ; Hefperus, that led. 
The ftarry hoft, rode brighteft, till the moon} 
Rifing in clouded majefty, at length 
Apparent queen unveil’d her peertefs light, 
And o’er the dark her filyer mantle threw, 
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3? 
Fair Cotifort, the 





When Adam thus to Eve. 
hour 
of ht, and al things now retir’d to reft, 
Mind us of like repofe, fince God hath fet 
Labour and reft, as day and night to men 
Succellive; and the timely dew of fleep 
Now falling with foft flambrous weight inclines “| 
Our eye-lids : other creatures all day long 
Rove idle unemploy"d, and lefs need réft ¢ 
Man hath his daily work of body er mind 
Appointed, h declares his dignity, 
And the regurd of Heav’n on all his ways, 
While other animals unadtive range, 
And of their doings God takes no account. 
To-morrow e’er frefh morning ftreak: the eaft 
With freth approach of light, we muft be rifen, 
And at our pleafant labour to réform 
Yon flow’ry arbors, yonder alleys green, 
Our walk at noon, with branches overgrown, 
‘Thet mock our fcant maauring, and require 
More hands than ours to lop their wanton growth i 
hofe bloffoms alfo, and thofe dropping gums, 
‘rhat lie betrown unfightly and unfmooth, 
Afi: riddance, if we mean to tread with eafe 
Mean while, as Nature wills, night bids us 7 
‘Po whom thus Eve with perfect beauty adpetd 
My Auther and Difpofer, what thou bidft:. "* 
Unargued 1 obey; fo Ged ordains; * 
Ged is thy lay, i 
1s woman's happici knowledge and her’ ptai 
With thee cdpverfing, I forget all time; 
All teafons and their chan, é 
Sweat is the breath of morn, her ie . 
With charm cf eft birds; pleafant the fun, 
When firft on this delightful lond he fpreads , © 
Tks orient beams, on herb, tree, fruit and flo: ty 
GlifVring with dew ; fragrait the fertile ea:th 
After folt fhow’rs; and fWeet the coming on 
Of grateful evening mild ; then fileat night” 
With this her folemm bird, and this fair moon, 
And thefé the gems of Heav'n, her ftarry train 3: 
but neither breath of morn, when fhe’ afeends — 
With charm of carlieft birds; nor rifing fin 
On this delightful land 5 nor herb, fruit, Qeaer, 
Gliil’ring with dew ; nor fragrance afterdhowers 5 
Nor grateful evening mild ; “nor filent night : 
With this her folemn bird ; nor wall by moon, 
Or glittering ftar-light, without thee is fwect, 
But wherefore all night long fhine thefe?: for 
whom E : 
This glorious fight, when fleep hath fhut all eyes 2- 
‘Yo whom cur general anceftor reply’d. _ 
ghter of God und Man, accom 
c courfe to finifh roun the, car 
ng, and from land to Jand - 
in order, though to nations yet unborn, _ 
Miniftring light prepar’d, they fet and rife; 
Left total darknefs thould by night regain 
Her old poffeffion, and extinguifh life. 
In nature and all things, which thefe foft fires 
Not only inlighten, but with kindly heat 
Of various influence foment and warm, 
‘Yemper or nourifh, or in part thed down 
‘Their ftellar virtue on all kinds that grow 
On earth, made hereby apter to reccive 
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Perfection from the {un’s more potent ray. 
‘Thefe then, though unbeheld’ in deep of night, 
Shine hot in vain; nor think, though men were 
none, [praife : 
‘That Heav’n would want fpeétators, God want 
Millions of fpiritual creatures walk the earth 
Unfeen, both when we wake, and when we fleep : 
All thefe with ceafelefs praife his works behold 
Both day and night : how often from the iteep 
Of echoing hill or thicket have-we heard 
Celeftial voices to the midnight air, 
Sole, or refponfive each to others note, 
Singing their'great Creator? oft in bands 
While they keep watch, or nightly ronnding walk, 
‘With héav’nly touch of inftrumental founds ~ 
Jn fall harmonic humber join’d, their fongs 
Divide the night, and lift our thoughts to Heaven. 
‘Thus talking hand in hand alone they pafs'd' 
. On to their blifsfuY bow’r ; it was a plave 
Chos’n by the’ fovran Planter, when he fram’d 
All things to Man’s delightful ufe ; the roof 
Of thickeft covert was inwoven fhade 
Laurel and iiiyrtle, and what higher grew 
Of firm and fragrant Teaf on either fide 
Acanthus, and each odorous bithy fhrub 
Fene’d up the verdant wall ; each beautcous flower, 
Tris all hues, rofes, and jeffamin, ~ 
“Rear'd high their flourith’d héads between, and 
Mofiic ; ‘utiderfoot the violet, {wrought 
Crocus, and hyacinth, with rich inlay 
Byoider'd the'grourd, more colour’d than with 
Of coftlies tmblerin ; other creaturé here, [ftone 
Beaft, bird, iHfedt, or wortn, durft enter none; 
Such was their awe, of Man, In fhadier bower 
More facred and ‘fequefter’d, though but feign'd, 
€Pan or Sylvanys never flept, nor Nymph, 
Nor Fauims haunted, Here in clofe recefs 
‘With flowers, ¢aflands, and fweet-fmelling herbs 
Efpoufed Eve deck'd fir her nuptial bed, 
And ‘heav'nly quires the hymenwan fong, 
‘What day the genial Angel to our fire 
Brought her in naked beatty more adorn’d, 
More Jovely than Pandota, whom the Gods 
Endow'd with all their gifts, and O too like 
In fad event, when ‘to-th’ unwifer ‘fon 
Of Japhet brought by Hermes; fhe infnar’d 
Mankind with her fiir looks, to be aveiig’d 
On him who had ftole Jove’s authentic fire. 
? Thus at their fhady lodge ‘arriv'd, both ftood, 
Both turn’d, and under ppen fky ador’d’ 
‘The God that made both ‘ky, air, earth, and 
« heaven, ey a ° 
‘Which they beheld, the moon's refplendent globe, 
And ftarry' pole ‘Thou alfo mad’ the night,’ 
Maker ontnipotent; aid thou the day, . 
‘Which we ier our appointed work employ’d 
Have finith'd, happy.in our Mutual help 
And muttal love, the orown of 31! cur biifs 
Ordain'd by thee, and this delicious piace, 
For us‘too large, wiere thy ubuntiance wants 
Partakers, and ancropt-fa sty the ground, ~ 
But thou hait promis'dl frow ‘ds two a race 
To fill the-earth; who fhalf with us extol 
‘Thy goodnefs infinite, both when we wake, 
As when we-feek, as now, thy gift of deep. 
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This faid unanimous, and other rites 
Obferving none, but adoration pure, 
Which God likes beft, into their inmoft bowcr 
Handed they went ; and eas’d the putting off 
‘Thefe troublefome difguifes which we wear, 
Strait fide by fide were laid ; nor turn’'d ween - 
Adam from his fair fpoufe, nor Eve the rites 
Myfterious of connubial love refis'd : * 
Whatever hypocrites aufterely talk 
Of purity, and place, and innocence, 
Defaming as impure what Ged declares 
Pure, and commands to fome, leaves free to all. 
Our maker bids increafe ; who bids abhtain 
But our deftroyer, foe to God and Man? 
Hail wedded love, myfterious law, true fource 
Of human offspring, fole propricty 
In paradife of all things common elfe. 
By thee adult’rous luft was driv’n from men 
Among the heftial herds to range; by thee, 
Founded in reafon, foyal, juft and pure 
Relations dear, and all the charitics 
Of father, fon, and brother, firft were known, 
Far bé it, that I fhould write thee fin or blame, 
Or think thee unbefitting holieft place, ° 
Perpetual fountain of domeftic fweets, 
Whofe bed is undefil’d'and chafte pronounc’d, 
Prefent, or paft, as faintsand patriarchs us’d, 
Here love his golden ihafts employs, here lights 
His conftant lamp, and waves his purple wings, 
Reigns here and revels; not in the bought {mile 
OF harlots, lovelefs, joylefs, unindear’d, . 
Catual fruition ; nor in court amours, 
Mix’d dance, or wanton mafk, or midnight ball, 
Or ferenate, which the ftarved lover fings 
‘Yo his proud fair, beft quitted: with difdain. 
Thefe tuir’d by nightingales embracing flept, 
And on their naked limbs the flow’ry roof 
Show’rd rofes which the morn repair’d. Sleep on, 
Bieft pair ; and O yet happieft, if ye feck as 
No happier fate, and know to know no more. 
Now had night meafur'd with her ftadowy conc 
Half way up hill this vaft fublunar vault, 
And for their ivory port the Cherubime 
Forth iffuing at th* accuftom'd hour ftood arm’d 
‘To their night watches in warlike parade, 
When Gabriel to his next in pow’r thus {pake : 
Uzziel, half thefe draw off, and coaft the fout) 
With ftricteft watch; thefe other wheel the‘not 
Our circuit meets full weft. As flame they part, 
Half wheeling to the thield, half to the fpear. 
From thefe, two ftrong and fubtile Sp’rits he 
calf'd charge: 
That near him ftood, and gave them thus in 
Ithuriel and Zephon, with wing'd fpeed 
Search through this garden, ‘leave unfearch’d no 
nook; + y 
But chiefly where thofe two fair creatures lodge, 
Now laid perhaps afleep, fecure of harm. 
‘This evening from the fun's decline arriv'd, 
Who tells of fome infernal Spirit feen ~ 
Hitherwardbent (whocouldhave thought?) efcap’d 
‘The bars of Hell;‘an errand bad, no-doubt ; 
Such where ye find, feize faft, and hither bring. 
So faying,-on he led his radiant files, © 
Dazzling the moon ; thefe to the bow's dire 
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In fearch of whom they fought: him there they | The weftern point, where thofe ‘half-rounding 
found guards 


Squat like a toad, clofe at the car of Eve, 

Affaying by his devilith art to reach 

‘The organs of her fancy’, and with them forge 
« Ilufions as he lift, phantafms and dreams, 

Or if, infptring venom, he might taint 

‘Th’ animal fpirits that from pure blood arife 

Like gentle breaths from rivers pure, thence aife 

At Jeaft diftemper’d, difcontented thoughts, 

Vain hopes, vain aims, inordinate-defircs, 

Blown up with high conccits ingend’ring pride, 

Hiim thusintent Ithuniel, with his Spear, 

‘Touch’d lightly ; for no fulfehood can endure 

"Louch of celedtial temper, but returns 

OF force to its own likeuels ; up he ftarts, 

Difcover’d and furpri; As when a fpark 

Lights on » heap of nitrous powder, laid 

Fit for the tun fome magazine to ftore, 

Aguinit a rumour'd war, the fmutty grain, 

With fudden blaze diffus’d, inflames the air: 

Sa ftarted up, in his own thape, the Fiend, 

Back kept thofe two fair Angels, half amaz’d, 

‘So tudden to behold the grifly king; 

Yet thus, unmov'd with fear, accoft him foon. 

Which of thofe rebel Sp’rits adjudg'd to Hell 
Com’f thou, efcap'd thy prifon ? and transform’d, 
‘Why fatft thou like an enemy in wait, 

Kore watching at the head of thefe that fleep ? 

Know ye not then, faid Satan, fill'd with fcorn, 
Know ye not me ? ye knew me once, no mate 
For you, there fitting where ye durft not foar : 
Not to know me argues yourfelves unknown, 
‘The loweft of your throng; or if ye know, 
Why aff ye, and fuperfluous begin 
Your meflage, like to end as much in vain ? 

‘To whom thus Zephon, anfw’ring feorn with 

feorn. ” 

Think not, revolted Sp’rit, thy thape the fame, 

Or undiminith'd brightnefs to be known, 

As when thou ftood'ft in heav'n, upright and pure ; 

That glory then, when-thou no more waft good, 

Departed from thee’; and thou refemblef now 

‘Thy fin and place of doom, obfcure and foul. 

But conte; for thou, be fure, shall give accougt 

To hitn who fentus, whofe charge isto keep 
whhis place inviolable, and thefe from harm. 

So fpake the Cherub; and his grave rebuke, 
Severe in youthful beauty, added grace 
Tnvincible : abafh’d the Devil ftood, 

And felt how awful goodnefs is, and faaw 
Virtue’ in her fhape how lovely; faw and pin'd 
His lols; but chiefly to find here obfery’d 

His luftre vilibly impair’d ; yer feem'd 
Undaunted. If I mutt contend, faid he, 

Bet with the beft, the fender, not the fent, 

‘Or all at once, more glory will be won, 

Or Jets be loft. Thy tear, faid Zephon bold, 
Will fave us trial what the lea c2n do 

Single againft thee wicked, and thence weak, 

‘The Fiend reply'd not, overcome with rage 5 
But like a proud fteed rein’d, went haughty on, 
“Champing his iron curb: to fisive or fly 
He eld it vain; awe from ahove had guell’d 
‘His heart, not elf difmay’d, New drew they nigh 










Juft met, and clofing ftood in fquadron join'd, 
Awaiting next command. Te whom their chic” 
Gabrié] from the front thus call’d aloud : 

O friends, I hear the tread of nimble feet 
Hafting this way, and now, by glitipfe, difcern 
Ithuricl and Zepbon through the fhade, 

And with them comes a third of regal port, 

Bur faded fplendor wan; who, by kis gate 

And ficrce demennour, feems the prince of Hell, 
Not likely te part hence without conteft; 
Stand-tirm ; for in his look defiance lours. 

He fearce had ended, when thofetwoapproach’d, 

And brief related whom they brought, where 
found . 

How bufied, in-what form and pafture coucl’d. 

‘lo whom, with flere regard, thus Gabriel 

Spake + {forib’d 

Why hait thou, Satan, ‘troke the bounds prée+ 

‘Yo thy tranfgreflions, and difturb’d-the change 

OF others, who approve not to transgrefs 

By thy example, but-have pow'rand right 

‘Yo queftion thy bold entrance on this place ; 

Employ’d, it feems, to violate feep, and thofe . 

‘Whole dwelling God hath planted here in blifs? 

‘Yo whom thus Satan, with contemptuous brow + 
Gabriel, thou hadit in Heav’n th’ efteem of wil, . 
And fuch I held thee; but this queftion afk'd; 
Pats me in doubt, Lives there who loves his pain ? 
Who would not, finding way, break looge frombell, 
Tho’ thither doom'd? ‘Thou ‘woubdft 5 RO 
And boldly venture to whatever place (doubt, 
Furtheft from pain, where thou might'(t hope te 

change 
‘Torment with eafe, and fooneft reeompenfe 
Dole with delight, which in this place I fought z 
‘To thee no reafon, who know’st only good, 
But evil haft not try’d: and wilt objed 
His will who bound us? let him furer bar 
His iron gates, if he intends ous ftay 
In that dark durance: thus mach what wasafk’d, 
‘the reft is true; they found me where they fay; 
But that implies not violence-or harm. 

‘Thus he in fcorn, "The warlike Angel mov'd, 

Difdainfully, half fmiling, thus teply’d. “ 

O lofs of one in Heav'n, to judge of wife, 

Since Satan fell, whom foliy overthrew, 

And now returns him, from his prifon "fcap’d, 

Gravely in doukt, whether to hold them wife 

Or not who afk what boldnefe brought him 
hither, 

Unlicene’d, from his bounds in Hell prefcrib’d; 

So wife he judges it to fly from pain, 

However, and to 'feape his punithment. 

So judge thou ftill, prefumptuoas, till the wrath, 

Which thou incurr’ft by fying, meet thy flight 

Sev’nfold, and dcourge that wifdom back to Hell, 

Which taught thee yet no better, that no pain 

Can equal anger infinite provok'd. 

But wherefore thou alone? wherefere with thee. 

Came not all Hell broke loofe ? is pain to them 

Leis pain, lefs to be fied? or thou than they 

Lefs hardy to endu courageous Chief, 

The frit in Bight f: sin. badft thou alleo’d 
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‘To thy deferted ho® this caufe of fight, 
‘Thou furely hadft not come fole fugitive. [ft-rn, 
‘To.wbich the Fiend thus anfwer'd, frowning 
Not that I lefs endure, or furink from pain, 
Infulting Aggel; well thou know’ft, 1 itood 
’Thy fierceft, when in battle to thy aid 
‘The blafting yollied thunder made all ipeed, 
And feconded thy elfe not dreaded fpear.  ~ 
‘But fill thy words at random, as before, 
Argue thy inexperience what behoves 
From hard affays and ill fucceffes paft 
A faithful leader, not to hazard ali 
"Through ways of danger by himfelf untry’d ; 
1 therefore, 1 alone firft undertook 
‘To wing the defolate abyfs, and {py 
‘This new ‘created world, whereof in Hell 
¥ame is not filent, here in hope to find 
Better abode, and my afilitted Powers 
‘To fettle here on earth, or in mid gir; 
Tho’ for poffeffion put to try once more 
‘What thou and thy-gay legions dare again 
‘Whofe vafier bufinefs were to ferve their Lord 
High up in Heav'’n, with-forgs to hymn his 
throne, . 
And practic’ diftances to cringe, not fight. 
‘To whom the warrior angel foun reply’d. 
‘To fay, and ftrajt unfay, pretending firlt 
Wife to fly pain, profefling next the fpy, 
Argues sto leader, but a liar trac’d, 
‘Satan, and couldft thou faithful add ? O name, 
, Q facred name of faithfulnefs profan'd! 
Faithful to whom? to thy rebellious crew ? 
_ Army of Fiends, fit body to fit head. 
‘Was this your difcipline and faith engag'd, 
Your military obedience, to diffolve 
Allegiance to th’ acknowledg’d Power Supreme ?; 
And thou, fly hypocrite, who now wouldit feam 
Patron of liberty, who more than thou 
Once fawn’d, and cring’d, and fervily eder’d 
Heav’as awful monarch ? wherefore but in hope 
‘To difpoffefs him, and thyfelf to reign ? 
Bot mark what I arreed thee now. Avant; 
Ely thither whence thou fledft : if from this hour 
Withic>thede hallow'd limits thou appear, - E 
Back to th’ infernal pit I drag thee chain’, 
And feal thee fo, as henceforth not to feern’ 
‘The facile gates of Heli too flightly barr’d. 
So threaten'd he ; but Satan to no threats 
Gave heed, but waxing more in rage, reply 
‘Then, when! am thy captive, talk of 
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Proud fimitary Cherub ; but cer then 

Far heaver load thyfelf cxpest to feel 

From my prevailing arm, tho’ Heaven's King 

Ride on thy wings, and thon, with thy compeers, 

Us'd to the yoke, draw’ft his triumphant wheels 

In progrefs through the road of Heav’n ftars 
pav’d, 

While thus he fpake, th’ angelic fquadron bright 
si i fiery red, fharp'nmg in moot’d horns 
phalanx, and began to hem hira round 

With pohted fpears, as thick as when a field 
Of Ceres‘ripe for harveft waving bends 
Her bearded grove of ears, which way the wind 
Swaysthem ; thecareful ploughman doubting ftands, 
hrefhing floor his hopeful fheaves 

On vother fide, Satan elarm'd, 
Collcéting all his might, dilated ftcpd, 

Like Veneriff or Atlas unremov'd : 

His ftature reuch’d the fky, and on his creft 

Sat horror phna'd ; nor wanted in his grafp 
What ieom'd both {pear and fhield : now dread~ 

ful deeds 

Might have enfu'd, nor only Paradife 

In this commoticn, but the ftarry cope 

Of Heay’n perhaps, or all the elemepts 

At leaft had gone to wreck, difturb’d and tO 
With violence of this conflict, had not foon 
‘Th’ Eternal, to prevent fuch horrid fray, ~ 

Hung forth in Heav’n his golden tales, yet feen 
Betwixt Atlrea and the Scorpion fign, 

Wherein all things created firit he weigh'd, 
‘The pendulous round earth, with balanc’d air 

tu counterpoife, now fonders all events, 

Battles and realing : in thefe he put two weights, 
‘Lhe fequel each of parting aud of fight ; 






















h Gabriel fpying, 
Satan, | icnow thy { 
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Neither our own, but giv’n ; what folly then 
‘To boat what arms can do? fince thihe no more 
‘Than Heav'n permits, nor mtine, though doubled 
now, 
‘To tremple thee_as mire : fer proof, look up, 
And read thy lot in yon ceteftial fign, — [week, 
Where thou ar: weigh'd, aud fhewn how light, how 
Tf thou refit. The Fiend lock’d up, and knew 
His mounted feale aloft; nor mere; but fed & 
Murm'ring, and with him ficd the thades of night, 
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The Argument. 


Morning approached, Eve relatcs to Adam her troublefome dream ; he likes it not, yet comforts her 5 
They come forth to their day labours: ‘Their morning hymn at the door of their bower: God, 
to render man incxcufable, fends Raphael to admonifh him of his obedience, of his free eftate, of 
his cnemy near at hand, who he is, and why his enemy, and whatever elf: may avail Adam to 
know. Raphael contes down to Paradife ; his appearance defcribed ; his coming difcerned by Adar, 
afar off, fitting at the door of his bower ; he goes out to mect him, brings him to his lodge, enter 
tains him with the choiceft fruits of Paradife, got together by Eve; their difcourfe at table: Ra 
phacl performs his meflage, minds Adam of his ftate and of his enemy ; relates, at Adam's neque, 
who that enemy is, and how he came to be fo, beginning from his firft révolt in Heaven, and the 
occafion thereof; how he drew his legions after him to the parts of the north, and thete incited 
them to rebel with him, perfuading all but only Abdiel a Seraph, who in argument’ diffuades and 
oppofes him ; then forfakes him, a 


" 


Now morn her rofy fteps in th’ eaftern clime 
Advancing, fow'd the earth with orient pearl, 
When Adam wak’d, fo cuftom'd; for his fleep 
Was airy light, from pure digeftion bred, 
And temp’rate vapours bland, which th’ only | 
found 

OF leaves and fuming rills, Aurora's fan, 
Lightly difpers’d, and the fhrill matin fong 
OF birds on every bough; fo much the more 
Pexwonder was to find unwaken'd Eve, 
With treffes difcompos’d, and glowing cheek, 
As through unquiet reft : he on his fide 
Leaning, half-rais'd, with looks of cordial love 
Hung over her enamour’d, and beheld 
Beauty, which, whether waking or afleep, 
Shot forth peculiar graccs; then with voice 
Mild, as when Zephyrus on Flora breathes, 
Her hand foft touching, whifper’d thus: Awake, 
My faire, my efpous'd, my tateft found, 
ieav'n’s laft beft gift, my ever new delight, 

| Awake; the morning fhines, and the freth field 


0 folc, in whom my thoughts fird all repofe, 
My glory, my perfection, glad I fee 
Thy face, and morn return’d ; for I this night 
(Such night till this E never pafs’d) have dream’d, 
If dream’d, not as ¥ oft am wosit, of thee, 
Works of day pai, or morrow’s next defign — 
But of offence and trouble, which my mind 
Knew never till this irkfome night : Methought 
Clofe at mine car one call’d me forth to walk 
With gentle voice, I thought it thine; it faid, 
Why ileep’ft thou; Eve? now is the pleafant time, 
‘The cool, the filent, fave where filence yields 
To the night-warbling bird, that row awake 
Tunes fwecteft his love-labour’d fong ; now reigns 
Full orb’d the moon, and with more pleafing light 
Shadowy fets off the face of things; in vain, 
If none regard; Heav’n wakes with all his eyes, 
Whom to behold but thee, Nature’s defire? 
In whofe fight all things joy, with ravifhment. 
Attracted by thy beauty ftill to gaze. 
I rofe as at thy call, but found thee not; 


i Calls us; we lofe the primz, to mark how {pring 
Our tended plants, how blows the citron grove, 

* What drops the myrrh, and what the balmy reed, 

., How Nature paints her colours, how the bee 

;, Sits on the bloom, extraéting liquid fweet. 

Ps Such whifp’ring wak'd her, but with ftartled eye 

: pa Adar, whom embracing, thus dhe fpake. 






‘To find thee 1 dircéted then my walk; 

And on, methought, alone I pafs’d through ways 
That brought me on a fudden to the tree 

Of interdided knowledge : fair it feem’d, 

Much fairer to my fancy than by day : 

And as I wond’ring look’d, befide it ftood {ven 
One fhap’d and wing’dlike one of thofe from Hea- 


a 
us oft feen ; his dewy locks diftill'd 
pibelere on that tree he alfo gaz'd; 

And, O fair plant! faid he, with fruit furcharg’d, 
“Deigns none to eafe thy load, and tafte thy fweet, 

Wor God, nor Man? is knowledge {o defpis’d ? 

Or envy’, or what referve forbids to tafte ? 

Forbid who will, none shall from me withhold 
Aonger thy offer’d good ; why elfe fet here ? 
‘Faus faid, he paus’d not, but, with vent’rous arm, 
Fe pluck’d, he tafted; me damp horror chill’d 
At fuch bold wards, vouch’d with a deed fo bold : 
But he thus, overjoy’d; O fruit divine! 

Sweet of thyfelf, bue much more fweet thus cropt, 
Forbidden here, it feems, as only fit 

Wor Gods, yet able to make Gods of Men: 

And why not Gods of Men, fince good, the more 
Communicated, more abundant grows, 

“The Author not impair'd, but honour’d more ? 
Here, happy creature, fair angelic Eve, 

Partake thou alfo, happy tho’ thou art, 

Happiec thou may’ft be, worthier canft not be: 
‘Tatte this, and be henceforth among the Gods, 
‘Thyfelf a Goddefs, not to earth confin’d, 
Eut fometimes in the air, as we fometimes 
Afcend to Heav'n, by merit thine, and fee 
What life the Gods live there, and fuch live thou. 
So faying, he drew nigh, and to me held, 
Ev'n tomy mouth of that fame fruit held part, 
Which he had pluck’d; the pleafant favoury fimcll 
Se quicken’d appetite, that 1, mcthought, 
Could not but tafte. Forthwith up to the clouds 
With him I flew, and underneath beheld 
"The earth outftretch’d immenfe, a profpedt wide 
And various: wond’ring at my flight and change 
“To this high exaltation ; fuddenly 
My guide was gone, and 1, methought, funk down, 
And fell alcep; but O how glad I wak’d, 
‘To find this but a dream! Thus Eve her night 
Related, and thus Adam anfwer'd fad. 

Bett image of myfelf, and dearer half, 
‘The trouble of thy thoughts this night in fleep 
Affedts me equally; nor can I like 
‘Yhis ancouth dream, of evil fprung I fear 3 
Yet vil whence ? in thee can harbour none, 
Created pure. But know that in the foul 
Are many leffer faculties, that ferve 
Reafon as chief: among thefe fancy next 
‘Her office holds ; of all external things 
Which the five watchful fenfes reprefent, 
She forms imaginations, airy fhapes, 
Which reafon joining or disjoining, frames 
All what we’ affirm or what deny, and call 
Our knowledge or opinion ; then retires 
Into her private cell when Nature refts. 
Oft in her abfence mimic fancy wakes 
‘Vo imitate her ; but misjoining fhapes, 
Wild works produces oft, and moft in dreams, 
Ui matching words and deeds long paft or late. 
Some fuch refemblances, methinks, I find 
Of our laft evening’s talk, in this thy dream, 
But with addition ftrange ; yet be not fad. 
£vil into the mind of God or Man 
‘May come and go, fo unapprov’d, and leave 
No {pot or blame behind: Which zives me hope 
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Waking thou never wilt confent ta do. 

Be not difhearten’d then, nor cloud thofe looks, 

‘That wont to be more cheerful and ferene, 

‘Than when fair morning firft {miles on the world; 1 

And let us to our freth employmeuts rife ‘ 

Among the groves, the fountains, and the flowera, 

‘That open now their choiceft bofonr'd fmells, 

Referv'd from night, and kept for thee in ftore. 
So cheer’d he hisfair{poufc, and fhe was cheer’d, 

But filently a gentle tear Jet fall * 

From cither eye, and wip'd them with her hair; 

‘Two other precious drops that ready ftood, 

Each in their cryftal fluce, he, e’er they fell, 

Kifs'd, as the gracious figns of fweet remorte 

And pious awe, that fear’d to have offended. 

So all was clear'd, and to the field they hatte. 

But firft, from under fhady arb’rous roof, 

Soon as they forth were come te open fight 

Of day-fpring, and the fun, whe fearce up rifen, 

With wheels yet hovering o’cr the ocean brim, 

Shot parallel to the earth bis dewy ray, 

Difcowering in wide landfkip all the ealt 

Of Paradife, and Eden’s happy plains, 

Lowly they bow'd, adoring, and began 

‘Their orifons, cach morning duly paid 

Xn various ftile; for neither various ftile 

Nor holy rapture wanted they to praife 

‘Their Maker, in fit ftrains pronounc’d or fung 

Unmeditated, fuch prompt eloquence 

Flow’d from their lips, in profe or numerous verfe, 

More tuneable than needed lute or harp 

‘To add more fweetnefs ; and they thus began, 
Thefe are thy glorious works, Parent of Good, j 

Almighty ; thine this univerfal frame, ! 

‘Thus wond’rous fair; thyfelf how wond'rous then! 

Unfpeakable, who fict above thefe heavens 

To us invifible, or dimly feen 

In thefe thy loweft works; yet thefe declare 

Thy goodnefs beyond thought, and pow’r divine, 

Speak ye who beft can tell, ye fons of light, 

Angels; for ye behold him, and with fongs 

And choral fymphonies, day without night, 

Circle his throne, rejoicing ; ye in Heaven, 

On earth join all ye creatures to extol 

Him firft, him laft, him mid&, and without end. 

Faireft of ftars, laft in the train of nighr, 

If better thou belong not to the dawn, ‘(ovepr 

Sure pledge of day, that crown’ft the {fuung 

With thy Bright circlet, praife him in thy fphere, 

While day arifes, that {weet hour of prime. 

‘Thou Sun, of this great world both eye and foul, 

Acknowledge him thy greater, found his praife 

In thy eternal courfe, both when thou climb’ft, 

And when high noon hait gain’d, and when thou 

fall. 

Moon, that now meet’ft the orient fun, now fly’ft, 

With the fix’d ftars, fix'd in their orb that flics, 

“And ye five other wand’ring fires that move 

In myftic dance, not without fong, refound 

His praife, who out of darknefy call'd up light, 

Air, and ye Elements, the eldeft birth 

Of Nature’s womb, thatin quaternion run 

Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix 

And nourifh all things: let your ceafelegs change 


Book ¥. PARADISE LOST. ry 


"Thonfand celeftial Ardors, where he fteed [ght 

Veil’d with his gorgeous wings, up fpringing 

Flew through the midf& of Heav'n ; th’ angeli¢ 
quires, 

On each hand parting, to his fpeed gave way 

Through all th’ empyreal road 5 till at the gate 

Of Heav’n arriv’d, the gate felf-open’d wide, 

On goiden hinges turning, as by work 

Divine, the Sovereign archite& had fram’d. 

From hence fio cloud, or, to obftruc& his fight, 

Star interpos’d, however {mall he fees, 

Not unconform te other fhining globes, 

Earth, and the gard’n -of God, with cedars 
crown'd 

‘Above all hills. As when by night the glafe 

Of Galileo, lefs affur’d, obferves 

Imagin’d lands and regions in the meon,; 

Or pilot, from amidft the Cyclades, 

Delos or Samos, firft appearing, kens - 

‘A cloudy fpot. Down thither prone in flight 

He fpeeds, and through the vaft ethereal fky 

Sails between worlds and worlds, with fteady 


Ye mifts and exhalations that now rife 

From hill or fteaming lake, dufky or grey, 

“Lili the fun paint your Aeecy fkirts with gold, 
In honour to the world’s great Author rile, 
‘Whether to deck with clouds th’ uncolour’d fky, 
Ar wet the thirfty earth with falling fhowers, 
Rifing or falling, fill advance his praife, 

+ His praife, ye winds, that from four quarters blow, 

Breathe folt or loud; and wave your ‘tops, ye 
Pines,” 

With every plant, in Gign of worlhip wave. 

Fountains, and ye that warble, as ye flow, 

“Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praife. 

Join voices, all ye living fouls ye Birds, 

That, finging, up to Heaven gate afcend, 

Bear on your wings, and in your notes his praife. 

Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 

‘The earth, and ftatcly tread, or lowly creep 5 

Witnefs if f be filent, morn, or even, 

To hill or valley, fountain or freth thade, 

Made vocal by my fong, and taught his praife. 

Hail! univerfal Lord, be bounteous fill 

"To give us only good; and if the night 

Have gather’d ought of evil, or conceal’d, 

Difperfe it, as now light difpels the dark. * 

+ So pray'd they innocent, and to their thoughts 

Firm peace recover’d foon, and wonted calm. 

§, On to their morning’s rural work they hafte 
Among {veet dews and flow'rs; where any row 
Of fruit-trees over-woody reach’d too far 
‘Their pamper'd boughs, and needed hands to check 
Fruitlefs embraces: or they led the vine 
"To wed her elm: fhe fpous'd about him twines 
Her marriageable arms, and with her brings 
Her dow’r th’ adopted clufters, to adorn 
His barren leaves. * ‘Them thus employ’d beheld 
With pity Heav’n’s high King, and to him call'd 
Raphacl, the fociable Sp'rit, that deign’d 
Lo travel with Tobias, and fecur’d . 
His marriage with the fev’n times wedded maid. 

Raphael, faid he, thou hear’it what ftir on Earth 
Satan from Hell "feap’d through the darkfome gulf 
Hath rais’d in Paradife, and how diQturb’d 

«This night the human pair, how he defigns 
In them at once to ruin all mankind, t 
_Go therefore, half this day, as friend with friend, 
Syqverfe with Adam in what bow’r or fhade 
"Tha find him, from the heat of noon retir’d, 
To refpite his day-labour ‘with repaft, 

Or with repofe ; and fuch difcourfe bring on 
‘As may advife him of his happy fate, 
: Happinefs in his pow’r left free to will, 
* Left to his own free will, his will tho’ free, 
: Yet mutable ; whence warn him to beware 
THe fwerve not too fecure : tell him withal 
" His danger, and from whom; what enemy, 
Late fall’n himfelf from Heav'n, is plotting now 
The fall of others from like ftate of blifs ; 
sBy violence? no; for that fhall be withflood ; 
{But by deceit and lies; this let him know, 
Left, wilfully tranfgrefling, he pretend 
Surprifal, unadmonifh’d, unforewarn’d. 
i) So fpake th’ eternal Father, and fulfill’d 
ili j ftice; nor delay’d the winged Saint 
eo vo awards. hne from amon? 










































wing. 
Now on the polar winds, then with quick fan 
Winnows the buxom air ; till within foar 
OF tow’ring eagles, to’ all the fowls he feems * 
A Phenix, gaz’d by all, as that fole bird, 
‘When to infhrine his reliques in the fun's 
Bright temple, to Egyptian Thebes he flies, 
‘At once on th’eaftern cliff of Paradife 
He lights, and to his proper fhape returng: 
A Seraph wing’d; fix wings he. word, 0 fliade 
His lineaments divine ; the pair that clad ~ 
Each fhoulder broad, came mantling o’er his 
With regal ornament; the middle pair Ubreaik 
Girt like a ftarry zone his wafte, and round 
Skirted his loins and thighs with downy gold 
And colours dipt in Heav'n; the third his feet 
Shadow'd from either heel with feather'd. mail, 
Sky-tin@ur'd grain, Like Maia’s fon he iteod, 
‘And fhook his plumes, that heav'nly fragrance 
All’d ‘ 

The circuit wide. Strait knew him all the bands 
Of Angels under watch; and to his ftate, ~ 
‘And to his meffage high in honour rife 5 
For on fome meflage high they guefe'd him bound, 
‘Their glittering tents he pafe'd, and now is -come 
Into the blifstul field, through groves of myrrh, 
And figgr’ring odours, caffia, nard, and balm; 
‘A wildernefs of fwects; for Nature here 
‘Wanton’d as in her prime, and'play’d at will 
Her virgin fancies, pouring forth more fweet, ] 
Wild above rule or art; enormous blifs: 
Him through the fpicy foreft onward come 
‘Adam difcern’d, as.in the door he fat 
Of his cool bow’t, while now the mounted fon 
Shot down direé his fervid rays to warm [needs = 
Earth’s inmoft womb, more warmth than Adam 
‘And Eve within, due at her hour prepar’d 
¥or dinner favoury fruits, of tafte to pleafe 
‘True appetite, and not difrelith thirt. © [fream, 
Of nedrous draughts between, from milky 
Berry or grape : to whom thug Adam calf’'d. 

Hatte hither, Eve, and worth thy fight behold 
Eaftward among thofe trees, what glorious fhapa 
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Comes this wey moving; feems another morn 
Ris’n. on mid-noon ; fome great beheftfrom Hea 
ven 
'To us perhaps he brings, and will vouchfafe 
This day to be our gueft. But go with fpeed, 
And what thy flares. contain, bring forth, and 
Abundance, fit to honour and receive {pour 
Our heav’nly fteanger : well we may afford 
Our givers their own gifts, and large beftow 
From large beftow’d, where Nature multiplies 
Her fertile growth, and by difburd’ning grows 
More fruicta, which inftruéts us not to fpare. 
To whom thus Eye, 
mould, 
‘Of God infpir'd, fall ftore willferve, where ftore, 
All {eafons, ripe for ufe, hangs on the ftalk; 
Save what by frugal ftoring firmnefs gains 
‘To nourith, {yperfluous moift confumes : 
But I wil! bafte, and from each bough and brake, 
Fach pignt and jucieft gourd, will pluck fuch choice 
‘To entertain our Angel gueit, as he 
Beholding fhall gonfefs, that here on earth 
ents’ his bounties as in Heaven, 
So faying, with.difpetchful looks in hafte 
She turns, on hefpitable thoughts intent, 
What choice to choofe f delicacy beft, 
What order, {0 corttriv'd as not to mix 
‘Taites, not weil join’d, inelegant, but bring 
‘afte after tafte opbeld with kindlict change ; 
Bettirs her then, and from each tender ftalk 
Whatever Earth, all-bearing mother, yields 
An India Eaft or Welty or. middle thore 
In Pontus or the Punic coaft, or where 
Alcinous reign’d, fruit of all kinds, in coat P 
Rough or Sageth tin’d, ‘or bearded hutk, or thell; 
She gathers, tribute Jarge, and on the board 
Heaps with uhfpating hand; for drink the grape 
She ctufhies, inoffenfive mu, and meaths 
From manya.betry’ and from {weet kernels prefs’d 
She tempers dulcet creams ; nor thefe to hold 
‘Wants her fit veflels pure ; then ftrows the ground 
‘With rofe and odours from the fhrob unfrm’d. 
Meanwhile our primitive great fire, to meet 
His Yodelike gueft, walks forth, without more 
- tr@hir 
Accompanied than with his own complete 
Perfetions; in himfelf was all his itate, 
More folemn than the tedious pomp that waits 
On princes, when their-rich retinue Jong 
OF horfes led, and: grooms befmear’d with gold, 
Dazzles the crowd, and fets then all agape, 
Nearer his prefence Adam, tho’ not aw’d, 
Yet with fubmifs approach and reverence meek, 
As to’ 2 fuperior nature, bowing low, 3 
‘Thus faid. Native of Heav'’n, for other place 
None can than Heav’n fuch glorious fhape con- 
tain; ‘ 
Since by defcending from the thrones above, 
Thole happy placea‘thou haft deign’d a while 
‘To want, and honour thefe, vouchfafe with us 
(Ewo’ only, who yet by fov'rcign gift poffefs 
‘This {paciots ground, in yonder fhady bower 
To reft, and what the garden choiceit bears 
To fit and tafte, till this meridian heat 
Be over, and the fun more cool decline, 


Adam, earth’s hallow’d 


PARADISE LOST. 


Bok 


Whom thus th’ angelic Virtue anfwer'd mild. 
Adami; I therefore came ; nor art thou fuch 
Created, or fuch place haft here to dwell, 

As may not oft invite, tho’ Sp’rits of Heaven, 
To vifit thee ; lead on then where thy hower 
Overfhades ; for thefe mid-hours, till ewbing rife, 
1 have at will. So to the fylvan lodge 
‘They came, that like Pomona's arbour finil'd 
With flow’rets deck’d and fragrant fmells; but 
Eve ae? 
Undeck’d, fave with herfelf, more lovely fair 
‘Than Wood-Nymph,or the fuireft Goddefs feign’d 
Of three that in mount Ida naked ftrove, 
Stood to’ entertain her gueft from heaws 3 ne veil 
She needed, virtue-proof ; no thought infignm, 
Alter'd her cheek. On whom the Angel’ Hail 
Beftow’d, the holy falutation us’d 
Long after to bleft Mary, fecond Eve, * 

Hail Mother of Mankind, whole fruitful yomb 
Shall fill the world more numerous with th: fons, 
Than with thefe various fruits the trecs of God 
Have heap’d this table. Rais'd of grafly turf 
‘Their table was, and mofly feats had. ‘ 
and on her ample fquare from fide to 
i” autumn pil'd, tho’ {pring and autumn here 

anc'd hand in hand. A while difcourfe they 

hold : ; 
No fear left dinner cool; when thus began 
Our author. Heav’nly ftranger, pleefe to tate 
Thefe bounties, which our Nourither, from whom 
All perfeé good, unmeafur'd out, defcends, 
‘To us for food and for delight hath caus’d 
‘The earth to yield; unfayoury food perhaps 
‘To Spiritual natures ; only this.I know, 
‘That one celeftial Father gives to all, 

‘To whom the angel. ‘Therefore what he gives 
(Whole praife © ever fung) to Man in part 
Spiritual, may ot pureft Sp’rits be found 
No’ ingrateful food : and food alike thofe pure 
Intelligential fublaaces require, - 

As doth your rational ; and both contain 

Within them every lower faculty [rafte 

Of fenfe, whereby they hear, fee, Smell, touch 

Tafting concoct, digeft, affimilate, 

And corporeal to incorporeal turn, 

For know, whatever was created, necde’ 

To be fuftain’d and fed; of elements 

‘The groffer feeds the purer, earth the fea, 

Earth and the fea feed air, the air thefe Bres 

Ethereal, and as loweft firft the moon 3 

Whence in her vifage round thafe Spots unpurg’d 

Vapours not yet into her fubftance turn’d. 

Nor doth the moon no nourithments exhale 

From her moift continent to higher orbs: 

The fun, that light imparts to all, receives. 

From alt his alimental recompenfe 

In humid exhalations, and at even 

Sups with the ocean. ‘Though in Heav'n the trecs 

Of life ambrofial fruitage bear, and vines 

Yield neéiar; through from off the boughs each 
morn 

We bruth melliftuous dews, and find the ground 

Cover’d with pearly grain: yet God hath here 

Varied his bounty fo with new delights, a 

As may compare with Heaven ; aud to tafe 
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"Think not I fhall be nice.” So down they fat, 
And to their viands fell; nor feemingly 
‘The Angel, nor in mift, the common glofs 
‘The Theologians; but with keen difpatch 
Of reat hunger, and concoctive heat 
Wo tranfubftantiate : what redounds, tranfpires 
"Through Spirits with eafe ; nor wonder, if by fire 
Ips footy coal th’ empiric alchemitt 
Can turn, or hokds it poffible to turn, 
Metals of droflielt ore to perfe@ gold 
as from the mine. Mean while at table Eve 
K Minilter'd naked, and their flowing cups 
®With pleafant liquors crown'd : O innocence 
~Deferving Paradife | if ever, then, 
"Pheu had the fons of God cxeufe to have been 
Enamour’d at that fight; but in thofe hearts 
Love unlibidinous reign’d, nor jealoufy 
Was underftood, the injur’d lover's Hell, 
.’y ‘Thos when with meats and drinks they had 
fuffic’d, 
, Mot burden’d nature, fudden mind arofe - 
» In Adam, not to Jet th’ occafion pafs 
“Givin him by this great conference, to know 
1 -Of things above his world, and of their being 
‘Who dwelt in Heav'n, whofe excellence he faw 
‘Tranfcend his own fo far, whofe radiant forms 
Divine effulgence, whofe high pow’r fo far 
_ Exceeded human, and his wary {peech 
‘Thus to th’ impyreal minifter he fram’d. 
Inhabitant with God, now know I well 
‘Thy favour, in this honour done to Man, 
Under whofe lowly roof thou hai vouchfaf'd 
‘Yo enter, and thefe earthly fruits to tafte, 
* Food not of Angels, yet accepted fo, 
As that more willingly thou couldft not feem 
At Heav’n’s high teafts to” have fed: yet, what 
compare ? 
To whom the winged Hierarch reply’d. 
O Adan, one Almighty is, from whon 
All things proceed, and up to him return, 
If not deprav’d from good, created all 
4 Such to perfection, one firft matter all, 
* Induced with various forms, various degrees 
OF fubftance, and in things that live, of life 5 
Hut more refin’d, more fpiritous, and pure, 
As nearer to him plac’d, or nearer tending , 
Mech in their feveral active fpheres affigu’d, 
‘ill'body up to fpirit work, in bounds 
Proportion d to cach kind. So from the root 
Springs lighter the green ftalk, from thence the 
leaves 
; More airy, lat the bright confummate flower 
** Spirits odorous breathes : fow’rs and their fruit, 
> Man’s sourifhment, by gradual fcale fublim'd, 
“fo vital fpirits afpire, to animal, 
“T'o intellectual ; give both life and fenfe, 
Fancy and underitanding ; whence the foul 
Reafon receives, and reafon is her being, 
Difcurfive, or intuitive; difvourfe 
Js ofteft yours, the latter moft is ours, 
Differing but in degree, of kind the fame, 
Wonder not then, what God for you faw good 
Aff refufe not, but convert, as you, 
» ‘To profer fubftance : time may come, when Men 
‘With Angels may participate, and find 
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No inconvenient dict, nor too light fares 
And from theie corporal nutriments perhaps 
Your hodies may at left turn all to fpirit, 
Improv'd by tract of time, and wing’d afcend 
Ethereal, as we, or may at choice 

Here or in heav'nly Paradifes dwell ; ' 
If ye be found obedient, and retain 
Unalterably firm his love entire, 

Whofe progeny you are. Mean while enjoy 
Your fill what happinefs this happy ftate 

Can comprehend, jncapable of more. ~ 

To whom the patriarch of mankind reply’d. 
O favourable Spirit, propitious gueit, 

Well haft thou taught the way that might direé . 
Our knowledge, and the feale of nature fet 
From centre to circumference, whereon 

In contemplation of created things 

By fteps we may afcend to God. But fay, 
What meant that caution join’d, If ye be found 
Obedient ? can we want obedience then 

To him, or poflibly his love defert, 

Who form’d us from the duft, and plac'd us here 
Full to the utmoft meafure of what blifs 

Human defires can feek or apprehend ? 

‘To whom the Angel. Son of Heav'n and Ew 
Attend : That thou art happy, owe to God; 
‘That thou continueft fuch, owe to thyfelf, 

‘That. is, to thy obedience ; therein ftand, 

This was that caution giv’n thee; be advif’d. 
God made thee perfect, not immutable ; 

And good he made thee, but to petikyere 

He left it in thy pow’r ; ordaid'd thy Wit 

By nature free, not over-rul’d by fate” 
Inextricable, or ftrict neceflity : 

Our voluntary fervice he requires, ~ 
Not our neceffitated ; fuch with him 

Finds no acceptance, nor can find; for how 
Can hearts, not free, be try’d whether they ferve. 
Willing or no, who will but what they muft 
By defliny, and can no other choofe ? 

Myfelf and all th’ angelic hoft, that ftand 

In fight of God enthron’d, our happy ftate 
Hold, us you yours, while our obedience holds; , 
On other furcty none ; freely we ferve, 
Becaufe we freely love, as in our will 

To love or not; in this we ftand er fall : 

And fome are fall’n, to difobedience fall’n, 
And fo from Heav’n to deepeft Hell; O fall 
From what high ftate of blifs into what woe f 

To whom our great progenitor. Thy words 
Attentive, and with more delighted ear, 

Divine inftru&tor, I have heard,than when 

Cherubic fongs by night from neighb’ring hills 

Acreal moufic fend: nor knew I not 

To be both will and deéd created free ; 

Yet that we uever fhall forget to love 

Our Maker, and obey him whofe command 

Single is yet fo juft, my conftant thoughts 

Affur’d me, and {till affure : though what thou 
tell’ : E 

Hath paff’d in Heav’n, fome doubt within me 

But more defire to hear, if thou confent, [move, 

The full relation, which muft needs be ftrange, 

Worthy of facred filence to be heard ; : 

And we have yet large day, for fearce the fun 





Pe 
Hath finith}d half his journey, and {carce begins 
His other half in the great zone of Heav'n. 
Thus Adam made requeft ; and Raphael 
After thort paufe affenting, thus began. 
5. High matter thou injoin’f me, O prime of men, 
Sad tafk and bard ; for how fhall I relate 
*To human fenfe th’ invifible exploits 
Of warring Spirits? how without remorfe 
‘The ruin of fo-many glorious once : 
And perfe& while fey ftood ? how laft unfold 
‘The fecrets of another world, perhaps 
‘Not lawful to reveal? yct for thy good 
"This is difpens’d; and what furmounts the reach 
Of human fenfe, I shall delineate fo, 
By likening fpiritual to corporal forms, 
Aa may exprefs them beft; though what if Earth 
Be but the thadow of Heav'n, and things therein 
Each to other like, more than on earth is thought ? 
As yet this world was not, and Chaos wild 
Reigii'd where thefe Heav’ns now roll, where 
Earth now refts 
Upon her centre pois'd; when on a day 
(or time, though in eternity, apply'd 
‘To motion, meafures gll things durable 
By,prefent, paft; and future) on fuch day 
leav’n’s great year brings forth, the empyreal 
“Of Angels by imperial fummons call’d, [hoft 
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Forthwith from all the ends of Heav’n appear’d 
‘Undér their Hierarchs in, orders bright : 
ee thoyfand thoufand enfigns high advane’d, 


Standards and gonfalons ‘twixt van and rear 


Stream if the air, and for diftin@tion ferve 
Of hierarchies, of orders, and degrees ; 
‘Or ingtheir glittering tiffues bear imblaz’d 
Holy memorials, aéts pf zeal and love 
Recorded eminent. ‘Thus when in orbs 
Of circuit inexpreffible they ftood, 
Ob within orb, the Father infinite, 
By whom in blifs imbofom'd fat the Son, 
Amidft as from a fi ming mount, whofe top 
Brightnefs had made invifible, thus fpake. 
Hear all ye Angels, progeny of light, 


‘Thrones, Dominations, Princedoms, Virtues, 
Powets, 

Hear my. decree, which unrevok’d fhall ftand. 

‘This day I have begot whom I declare 


‘My only Son, and on this holy hill 

Him have anointed, whom ye now behold 
At my right hand ; yout head I him appoint ; 
And by myfelf have fworn to him shall bow 
All knees in Heav’n, and fhall confefs him Lord; 
Under his great vice-gerent reign abide 
‘United as one individual foul 

For ever happy : Him who difobeys, 

Me difobeys, breaks union, and that day, 
Cait ont from God and bleffed vifion, fulls 
‘Into utter darknefs, deep ingulf*d, his place 
Ordain’d without redemption, without end. 

So {pake th’ Omnipotent, and with' his words 
All feem'd well pleas’d; all feem’d, but were not 
‘That day, as other folemn days, they fpent (al. 
Tn fong ahd dance about the facred hill; 

Myftical dance, which yonder ftarry {phere 
Of planets and of fix'd in all her wheels 
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Refembles neares, mages intricate, 

Eccentric, intervolv’d, yet regular 

Then moft, when moft irregular they feem ; 
And in their motions harmony divine 

So fmooths, her charming tones, that God's ow 


ear 
Liftens delighted. Evening now approach’d 
(For twe have alfo our cvening and our morn, 
We ours for change delectable, not need) 
Forthwith from dance to fweet repait they turn 
Defirous ; all in circles as they ftcod, 
Tables are fet, and on a fudden pil'd 
With Angels food, and rubied nectar flows 
In pearl, in diamond; and mafly gold, 
Fruit of delicious vines, the growth of Heaven. 
On flow'rs repos’d, und with frefh flow'ret: 
crown’d, * 
‘They eat, they drink, and in communion fweet 
Quaff immortality and joy, fecuré 
Of furfeit where full meafure only bounds 
Excefs, before th’ all-hounteous King, who thowr'é 
With copious hand, rejoicing in their joy. 
Now when ambrofial night with clouds exhal’d - 
From that high mount of God, whence light ané 
fhade A 
Spring both, the face of brighteft Heav'n ha¢ 
chang’d . 
To grateful twilight (for night comhes not there 
In darker veil) and rofeat dews difpos’d 
Alt but th’ unfleeping eyes of God to reft; 
Wide over all the plain, and wider far, 
Than. all this globous carth in plain outfpread, 
(Suck are the courts of God) th’ angelic throngs 
Difpers’d in bands and files, their camp extend 
By living ftreams among the trees of life, 
Pavilions numberlefs, and fudden rear'd, 
Celeftial tabernacles, where they flept 
Fana'd with cool winds; fave thofe who in theif 
courfe q 7 
Melodious hymns about the fovran throne 
Alternaté all night long : but not fo wak’d 
Satan ; fo call him now, his former name | 
Is heard no more in Heav’n; he of the firft, 
If not the firft Arch-Angel, great in power, 
In favour and praeminence, yet fraught. _ 
With envy againtt the fon of God, that day 
Honour'’d by his great Father, and proclain'd 
Meffiah King anointed, could not bear, 
Through pride that fight, and thought himfelf im- 
i'd. , : 
Deep malice thence conceiving and difdain, 
Soon as midnight brought onthe dufky hour 
Friendliet to fleep and filence, he refolv’d 
With all his legions to diflodge, and leave 
Unworhhipt, unobey’d, the throne fupreme 
Contemptuous, and his next fubordinate 
Awak’ning, thus to him in fecret fpake. 
Sleep’it thou, Companion dear, what fleep can 
clofe ‘ . 5 
Thy eye-lids ? and remember’ft what decree 
Of yefterday, fo late hath pafe’d the lips | 
Of Heav'n’s Almighty. Thou to me thy thoughts 
‘Was wont, I mine to thee was wont to impart; 
Both walking we were one ; how then cza now, . 
‘Thy Seep diffent ? New laws thou fceft impos'd 3 


am Fe 


PARADISE LAS 


“New laws from Itim who reigns, new minds may | Innumerable as the ftars of night, 


3h us who ferve, new counfels, to debate _—_{raife 
EWhat doubtiul may enfue : more in this place 
‘o utter is not fafe. Affemble thou 
f all hole myriads which we lead the chief; 
Tell then: that by command, c’er yet dim night 
Her fhadowy cloud withdraws, I am to hafte, 
And all who under me their banners wave 
Homeward with flying march where we poffcfs 
‘The quarters of che north ; there to prepare 
Fit entertainment to receive our king 
‘The great Melliah, and his new commands, 
Who {peedily through all the hierarchies 
Intends te pafs triumphant, and give laws. 
So fpake the falfe Arch-Angel, and infus'd 
Bad in@uence into th’ unwary break 
Of his affociate + he together calla, 
Or feveral one by one, the regent Powers, 
‘Under him regent ; tells, as he was taught, 
‘That the moft High commanding, now c'er night, 
Now e’er dim night had difincumber’d Heaven, 
The great hierarchal ftandard was to move; 
Tells the fuggefted caufe; and cafts between 
Ambiguous words and jealoufies, to found 
Or ¢aint integrity : but all obey’d 
‘The wonted tignal, and fuperior voice 
Of their great potentate ; for great indeed 
His name, and high was his degree in Heaven ; 
His count'nance, as the morning ftar that guides 
The ftarry flock, allur’d them, and with lies 
Drew after him the third part of Heav'n's hoft. 
Mean while th’ eternal eye, whofe fight difcerns 
Abftrufert thoughts, from forth his holy mount 
And from within the golden lamps that burn 
Nightly before him, faw without their light 
Rebellion rifing, faw in whom, how {pread 
_ Among the fons of morn, what multitudes 
“Were banded to oppofe his high decree 5 
‘And finiling to his only Son, thus faid. 
Son, thou in whom imy glory } behold 
Tn full refplendence, Heir of all my might, 
Nearly it now concerns us to be fure 
Of our omnipotence, and with what arms 
We mean to hold what anciently we claim 
Of deity or empire ; fuch a foe 
ie ridings who intends to erect his throne 
£ F¥rvd to ours, throughout the fpacious north 5 
‘Nor so eontent, hath in his thought to try 
= An battle, what our’ pow’r is, or our right. 
Let us advile, and to this hazard draw 
2 With {peed what force is left, and all employ 
£In our defence, left unawares we lofe 
‘This our high place, our fanétuary, our hill. 
To whom the Son with calm afpe& and clear, 
iL ightning divine, ineffable, ferone, 
\Made anfwer. Mighty Father, thor thy foes 
Juftly haft m derifion, and fecure 
HLangh’ft at their vain defigns and tumults vain, 
HMatter to me of glory, whom their hate 
*Pluftrates, when they fee all regal power 
Civ'n me to quell their pride, and in event 
. Know whether I be dextrous to fubdue 
Thy rebels, or be found the worft in Heaven. 
0 fpake the Son ; but Satan with his powers 
was advanc'd on winged {peed, an holt 





Or ftars of morning, dew-drops, which the fun 

Impearls on every leaf and every fewer. 

Regions they pafs’d, the mighty regencies 

Of Seraphim and Potentates and Thrones 

In their triple degrees ; regions to which 

All thy dominion, Adam, isn0 more 

"Yhan what this garden is to all the earth, 

And all the fea, [rom one entire globofe 

Stretch’d into longitude ; which having pals’ 

At length into the limits of the north =~ 

‘They came, and Satan to his royal feat. 

High on a hill, far blazing, as a mount 

Rais’d on a mount, with pyramids and towers 

From diamond quarries hewn, and recks of gold, 

The palace of great Lucifer, (fo call 

That ftructure in the diale& of men. 

Interpreted) which not long after, he, 

Affeding all equality with God, 

In imitation of that mount whereon 

Meffiah was declar'd in fight of Heaven, 

‘The Mountain 6f the congregation call’d 

For thither he affembled all his train, 

Pretending, fo commanded, to confult 

About the great reception of their king, 

Thither to come, and with calumnions art 

Of counterfeited truth thus held their ears. 
Thrones, Dominations, Princedoms, Virtnes, 


If thefe magnific titles yet remain {Powers, 
Not merely titular, fince by decree : 
Another now hath to himielf ingrote'd Lt 
All pow’r, and us eclips’d under the name. - 


Of King anointed, for whom alf this hafte 
Of midnight march, and hurried. meeting here, 
This only to confult, how we may beft 
‘With what may be devis’d of honours new 
Receive him coming to receive from us. 
Knee-tribute yet unpaid, proftration vile, ~ 
‘Too much to one, but double how indur’d. 
‘Yo one and to his image now praclaim’d ? 
But what if better counfels might erect 
Our minds, and teach us to calt off this yoke 
Will ye fubmit your necks, and choofe to bend, 
The fupple,knee ? ye will not, if truft 
To know ye right, or if ye know yourfelves 
Natives and fons of Heav’n poffefs'd before 
By none, and if not equal all, yet free, 
Equally free ; for orders and degrees 
Jar not with liberty, but well confit, 
Who can in reafon then, or right affume 
Monarchy over fuch as live by right 
His equals ; if in pow'r and fplendor-lefs, 
In freedom equal? or can introduce 
Law and edié on us, who without law 
Err not? much lefs for this to be our Lord, 
And look for adoration to th’ abnfe. 
Of thofe imperial titles, which affert 
Our being ordain’d to govern, not to ferve. 
Thus far his bold difcourfe without controuk 
Had audience, when among the Seraphim 
‘Abdiel, than whom none with more zeal ador’d, 
The Deity, and divine commands obey’d, 
Stood up, and in a flame of zeal fevere 
‘The current of his fury thus oppos’d. 
O argument blafphemoas, falfe and preud? 


~ 


* 


‘Words which no car ever to hear in Heav'n 
Expetted, leaft of all from thee, Ingrate, 

‘In place thytelf fo high above thy peers. 

Canft thou with impious obloquy condemn 
‘The juft decree of God, pronounc’d and fworn, 
‘That to his only Son by right indued 

With regal {ceptre, every foul in Heav'n 

Shall bend the knee, and in that honour due 
Confefs him rightful king? unjuff, thou fay’ft, 

Flatly unjuft, to bind with laws the firte, 

And equal over equals to let reign, 

‘One over all with unfucceeded power. 

Shalt thou give law to God, fhalt thou difpute 

‘With him the points of of liberty, who made 

Thee what thou art, and formd the Pow’rs of 

Heaven 

Such as he pleas’d, and circumfcrib’d their being ? 

‘Yet, by experience taught, we know how good, 

And of our good and of our dignity 

How provident he is, how far from thought 

‘To make us lefs,; bent rather to egalt 

Our happy ftate under one head More near 

United. But to grant it thee unjuft, 

That equal over equals monarchs reign : 
menyfelf though great and glorious doft thou count, 
fOr all angelic nature join'd in one, 

* Equal to ‘him begotten Son? by whom 


As by his word the mighty Father made 
All things, ev'n thee; and all the Spirits of 
Heaven 


By him created in their bright degrees, 
Crown'd them, with glory, and to their glory 
nan 

Thrones, Dominations, 
— Powers; . 
BEMfential Pow’rs; nor by his reign obfcur'd, * 
But more illuftrious made; fince he the head 
One of our number thus reduc'd becomes ; 
Hiis laws our laws; all honour to him done 
Returns our own. Ceafe then this impious rage, 
And tempt not thefe; but haften to appeafe 
‘Th’ incenfed Father, and th’ incenfed Son, 
‘While pardon may be found in time befought. 

So fpake the fervent Angel; but his zeal 
None feconded, as out of feafon judg’d, 
Or fingular and rath ; whereat rejoic’d 
‘Th’ Apoftate, and more haughty thus reply’d: 
That we were form'd then, fay’ft thou? and the 
Of fecondary hands, by tafk transferr'd {work 
¥rom Father to his Son ? ftrange point and new ! 
Dostrine which we would know whence learn’d : 

who faw 


Princedoms, Virtues, 
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‘When this creation was? remember’ft thou 
Thy making, while the Maker gave thee be 
We know no time when we were not.as nov 
Know none before us, felf-begot, felf-rais'd 

By our own'quick'ning pow'r, when fatal cc 
Had circl'd his full orb, the birth mature o 
Of this our native Heav’n, ethereal fons. 

Oor puiffance is our own ; our own right hand 
Shall teach us higheft deeds, hy proof to try 
Who is our equal: then thou fhaft behold 
Whether by fupplicatton we intend . 
Addrefs, and to begirt th’ Almighty throne 
Befeeching or befteging: . This report, 

"Thefe tidings carry to th’ anointed King ; 

And fly, e’er evil intercept thy flight. 

He fuid ; and, as the found of waters deep, 
Hoarfe murmour echo’d to his words applaufe 
Through the infinite hoft; nor lefs for that 
‘Ve flaming Seraph fearlefs, though alone 
Incompafs’d round with focs, thus anfwer’d bold. 

© alienate from God, O Spirit accurs‘d, 
Forfaken of all good ! I fee thy fall 
Determin’d, and thy haplefs crew involv'd 
In this perfidious fraud, contagion fpread 
Both of thy crime and punithment : henceforth 
No more be troubled how to quit the yoke 
Of God’s Meffiah ; thofe indulgent laws 
‘Will not be now vouchfaf'd ; other decrees 
Againft thee are gone forth without recalls 
"That golden fceptre, which thou didft reje, 
Is now an iron rod to bruife and break 
Thy difobedience. Well thou didft advile, 
Yet not for thy advice or threats I fly 
"Thefe wicked tents devoted, left the wrath 
Impendert, raging into fudden flame 
Diftinguith not: for foon expect to feel 
His thunder on thy head, devouring fire. 

Then who created thee lamenting learn, 
When who can uncreate thee thou fhalt know. 
So fpake the Seraph Abdiel, faithful found 

Amorg the faithlefs, faithful only he 5 

Among innumerable falfe, unmov'd, 

Unthaken, unfedue’d, unterrify’d, 

His loyalty he kept, his love, his zeal ; 

Nor number, nor example with him wrought 
Yo fwerve from'truth, or change his conflant min 
Though fingle. From amidft them forth he 
Long way through hoftile fcorn, which he ain’ 
Superior, nor of violence fear’d ought ; © 

And with retorted feorn his back be turn’d 

On thofe proud tow’rs, to fwift deftrudion doom’d 


* 











BOOK vi. 


Toe Argumeni. 


Raphael continues to relate how Michael and Gabriel were ferit forth to battle agatnft Satin atid hid 
angels. The firtt fight deferib'd : Satan and his powers retire under night ¢ he calls a council, ine 
vents devilifh engines, which in the fecond day's fight put Michael and his angels to forrie difogder 4 
but they at lerigth, pulling up mourtains, overwhelm'd both the force and machines of Satan : 
the tymult not fo ending, God on the third day fends Méffiah his Son; fot whom he hed referv'd the, 
glory of that vidtory : he in the power of his Father coming to the place, and canfirig all his legions 
to ftand ftill on either fide, with his chariot and thutider driving into the midft of his eneshies, pure 
fues them unable to refit, towards the wall of Heaven; which openiig; they leap dows with -hasror 
and confufion into the place of puniflimeit ptepar'd for thetn itt the Deep : pth seches with 


triumph to his Father. 


Att night the droadlefs arigel impurfued 
"Through Heav'n’s wide champain held his wy; 
till Mora, 7 
‘Wak'd by the circling Hours, with rofy hand 
Unbarr'd the gates of Light. There ie a cave 
‘Within the mount of God, faft by his throne, 
Where light and darknefs in perpetual round 
Lodge and diflodge by turns, which makes through 
Grateful viciffitude, like day and night; [Heav'n 
~, Light iffues forth, and at the other door 
“wr Obfequious Darknefs enters, till her hour 
‘, oweil the Heaven, though darknefs there might 
well * ‘ 
Seem twilight here: and now went forth the 
Morn , 
Such as in higheft Heav'n, array’d in gold 
Empyreal; from before her vanifh’d Night, 
Shot through with orient beams; when. all the 
plain 
Cover’d with thick imbatt)’d {quadrons bright, 
Chariots and flaming arms, and fiery fteeds 
Reflecting blaze on blaze, firft met his view : 
‘War he perceiv’d, war in procing, and found 
. Already known what he for news had thought 
‘To have reported: gladly then he mix’d 
Among thofe friendly powers, who him receiv’d 
With joy and acclamations loud, that one, 
‘That offo many myriads fall’n, yet one 
* Return’d not loft: on to the Sacred Hill 


= 

‘They led him high applauded, ahd prefent 
Sih the rang ;from whence a voice | 
Froni midit a n cloud thus mild was heard: - 

Servant of God, well done; well ha& thou fought 
‘The better fight, who fingle haft inaiitain'd 
Againit revolted multitudes the cattle 4 
Of truth, in word mightiet than ghey ia arin 
Arid for the teftimony of truth haft | 
Univerfal chi, far worfe to bear 
Than violence ; for. this was all thy care, 
To ftand approv’d it fight of God, ch worlds, 
Judg’d thee perverfe : the edfier et now 
Remaths thee, aided by this hoft of d 
Back on thy foes more glorious to return. 
‘Than fcofn'd thou didft depart, and to fubdue 
By force, who reafon for thelr law refale, 
Right reafori for their Jaw, and fot their Ring 
Mefliabh, who by right of merit reigns. 
Go, Michael, of celeftial armues prince, 
And thou in military prowefs next, 
Gabriel, lead forth to battle thefe thy fons 
Invincible, lead forth my armed faints 
By thoufands and by millions rang’d for fight 
Equal in number to that crew, 
Rebellious ; them with fire and hoftile arms 
Fearlefs affault, and to the brew of Heay'n 
Purfuing, drive them out from God and blifa 
Into their place of punithment, the gulf 
Of Tartarus which ready opens wide 
é D if 


fo 

His fiery chaos to receive their fall, 
So fpake the Sov’reign Voice, and clouds began 

‘To darken all the hill, and fmoke to roll 

‘In dufky wreaths, reluctant flames, the fign 
Of wrath awak’d ; nor with lefs dread the loud 

; Ethereal trumpet from on high gan blow : 

At which command the powers militant, 

That ftood for Heav'n in mighty quadrate join'd 
Of union irrefiftible, mov'd on : 


” In filence-their bright legions, to the found 
~ Of isftrumcatal harmony, that breath’d 


Heroic ardour to advent’rous deeds 
Under their god-like leaders, in the caufe 
Oi God and his Meffiah. On they move, 
Indiffolubly firm ; nor obvious hill, 

Nor ftrait’ning vale, nor vaied, nor ftream, divides 
Their perfedt ranks ; for high above the ground 
Their march was, and the paffive air upbore 
‘Their nimble tread ; as when the total kind 

Of birds, in orderly array on wing, 


* Came fummon’d over Eden to receive 






is 


(Their. names of thee ; fo over many a tract 
Of Heav'n they mareh’d,and many a province 
“wide 
Topfoid thie length of this terrone : at loft 
th’ horrizon to the. Nosth appear’d 
from fkirt to. Sciet a fiery region, ftretch'd 
“ In hattailous afpeet, and nearer view 
Brifled-with upright beams innumerable 
“Of rigid: penss, ard helmets throng’d, and fhiclds 
Variows, with boaftful argument porway'd, 
The banded powers of Satan hafting on 
‘With furious expedition; for they ween'd 
‘That felf-fame day by fight, or by furprife, 
To win the mount of God, and on his throne 
fodet the Envier of his ftate, the proud 
Afpire#; but their thoughts prov’d fond and vain 
In the mid-way 1. though ftrange to us it feem’d 
At firft, that sAngel @rould wath Angel war, 
‘And in fierce -hefting meet, who wont to nicet 
So oft in feftivats of joy and love 
Unanimous, as fons of one great Sire 
Hyenning‘th’ ezernal father : but the fhout 
Of battle now Began, and rufhing found 
Of onfet ended foon each milder thought. 
High in the wtidft, exalted as a god, 
Th’ Apoftace'in his fun-bright chariot fat, 
Ido} of mafefty divine, inclos'’d 
‘With flaming cherubim and golden hields ; 
‘Then lighted from his gorgeous throne, for now 
"Twixt hoft-aind hoft but narrow fpace was leit, 
A dreadful interval, and front to front 
Prefentéd hood in terrible array 
Of hideous length : before the cloudy van, 
On the rougir edge of battle e’er it join’d, 
Satan with vaft and haughty ftrides advane’d 
Came tow’ring, arm'd in adamant and gold ; 
Abdiel that fight endur’d not, where he {tood 
Among the mightieft, bent on highcit deeds; 
And thus his own undaunted beart explores. 
O Heaven! that fuch refemblance of the 
Higheft 
Shavid yet remain, where faith and realty 
Remain not : wherefore fhould not fixength and 
might F 
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There fail where virtac fails, or weakeft prove 
‘Where boldeft, though to fight unconquerable ? 
His puiffance, trufting in th’ Almighty’s aid, 

1 mean to try, whofe reafon I have try'd 
Unfound and falfe; nor is it ought but juft, 
‘That he who in debate of truth hath won __ 
Should win in agms, in both difputes alike 
Vi@or ; though brutifh that conteft and foul, 
When Reafon hath to deal with Force, yet fo 
Moft reafon is that Reafon overcont>. 

So pondering, and from his armed peers 
Forth ftepping.oppofite, half way he met 
His daring foe, at this prevention more 
Incens’d, and thus fecurely him defy’d. 

Proud, art thou met? thy hope was to have 

reach’d 
‘The height of thy afpiring unoppos'd, 
‘The throne of God unguarded, and his fide 
Abandon’d at the terror of thy power 
Or potent tongue; fool, not to think how vain 
Againft th’ Omnipotent to rife in arms 5 
Who out of fmulleft things could without end 
Have rais’d inceffant armies to defeat 
Thy folly ; or with folitary hand 
Reaching beyond all limit, at one blow, 
Unaided, could have finifh'd thee, and whelm’d 
‘Thy legions under darknefs: but thou feeft” 
All are not of thy train; there be who fuith: 
Prefer, and piety to God, though then 
To thee not vifible, when I alone 
Seem’d in thy world erroncous to diffent 
From all: my fect thou feel; now learn, too late, 
How few fometimes may know, when thoufands 
err. 

Whom the grand Foe, with fcornful eye afkance, 
Thus anfwer'd. 11 for thee, but in with'd hour 
Of my revenge, firft fought, for thou return’ ft 
From fight, feditious augel, to receive 
‘Thy merited reward, the firlt effay : 

Of this right hand provok’d, fince firft that tongue 
Infpix’'d with contradiGion durit oppofe 

A third part of the gods, in fynod met - 

‘Vheir deitics to affert, who, while they feel 
Vigour divine within them, can allow 
Omnipotenceto none. ut well thou com’ft 
Before thy fellows, ambitious to win 

From me fome plume, that thy fuccefs may fhe: 
Deftruction to thegeft : this paule between » 
(Unanfwer'd ke u boalt) to lef thee kaew 5 
At firft U chor that Liberty and Heav'n 

‘To heav’nly fouls had been all onc ; but now 

I fee that moft through floth had rather ferve, 
Minift'ring Spivits, train'd up in feait and fong; 
Such haft thou arm’d, the miniftrelfy of Heav’n, 
Servility with Freedom to contend, : 
As both their deeds compar’d this day fhall prove. 

"Yo whom ia brief thus Abdiel ftern reply'd : . 
Apoftate, till thou err’it, nor end wilt find 
Of erring, from the path of ‘Truth remote ? 
Unjuttly thou deprav’ft it with the name 
Of Servitude, toferve whom God ordains, 

Or nature : God and nature bid the fame, 

When he whowules is worthielt, and excels 

‘Them whom he governs. This is fervitade, 

"Lo ferve th’ uawife, or him who hath rebeil’d . * 
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Againtt his worthier, as thine now Zerve thee, 
Thyfelf not free, but to thyfelf inthrall’d 5 

Yet lewdly dar’{t our minift'ring upbraid. 

Reign thou in Hell, thy kingdom ; let me ferve 
In Heav'n, God ever bleft, and his divine 

Behefts obey, worthicft to be obey’d ; 

Yet chains in Hell, not realms exped : mean while 
From me return’d, as erft thou faidft, from flight, 
‘This greeting on thy impious creft receive. 

So fay’irty, a noble ftroke he lifted high, a 
Which hung not, but fo fwift with tempelt fell 
On the proud creft of Satan, that no fight, 

Nor motion of fwift thought, lefs.cauld his shield 

Such ruin intercept : ten paces huge 

He back recoil’d; the tenth on bended knee 

His mafly fpear upftray’d ; as if on earth 

‘Winds under ground, or waters forcing way, 

Sidelong had pufh’d a mountain from his feat 

Half funk with all his pines. Amazement feis'd 

The rebel thrones, but greater rage to fee 

‘Thus foil’d their mightieft : our joy fill'd, and 

Prefage of victory, and fierce defire [ihout, 

Of battle : whereat Michael bid found 

Th’ archeangel trumpet; through the valt of 
Heav'n . 

It founded, and the faithful armies rung 

Hofannah to the High’ft : nor ftood at gaze 

‘The adverfe legions, nor lefs hideous join’d 

The horrid fhock + now ftorming fury rofe 

And clamours fuch as heard in Heav’n till now 

‘Was never ; arms on armour clafhing bray’d 

Horrible difcord, and the madding wheels 

Of brazen chariots rag’d; dire was the noife 

Of confli& ; over head the difmal hifs 

Of fiery darts in flaming vollies few, 

And flying vaulted cither ho with fire. 

So un cope together rufh’d 

Both battlés main, withyuinaus affault 

And inextinguithable rage; all Heav'n 

Refounded, and had Earth been then, all Earth 

Had to her centre fhook. What wonder? when 

Millions of fire-encount’ring angels fought 

On either fide, the leaft of whom could wield 

"Thefe elements, and arm him with the force 

Of all their regions : how much more of power 

Army againft army nuniberlefs to raife, 

Dreadful combuftion warring, and difturb, 

"Vhough not deftroy, their happy native feat 5 

Had not th’ éternal King omnipotent 

From his ftrong hold of Heav’a high over-rul’d, 

And limited their might ; though number’d fuch 

As cach divided legion might have feera’d 

A numeroushoft, in ftrength each arm’d hand 

A legion, ted in fight, yet leader feem’d 

Fach watrior fingle as im chief, expert 

When to advance, or ftand,or turn the fway 

Of battle, open when, and when to clofe 

‘The ridges of grim War : no thought of fight, 

‘None of retreat, no unbecoming deed . 

"That argued fear ; each of himfelf rely'dy 

As‘only in his arm the momsnt lay ~ 

Of victory ; deeds of etermal fame , 

AWere done, but infinite ; for wide was fpread” 

‘That war, and various, fometimes oa firm ground 

A ftandinig fight; then fearing on main'wing 
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‘| Of airy threats to awe whom yet with deads.« 


| Of angels, can relate, or to-what i 


-| Human imaginatio: 





st 


"Tormented all the airs all air fecm'd thedtexa 
Conflicting fire ; long time in even fale <$% 
"The battle hung ; till Satan, who that day - 
Prodigious power had fhewn, and mes in.arm 
No equal, ranging through the dire-attacle 
Of fighting feraphim confus'd, at length... - 
Saw where the fword of Michael finote, aad fll 
Squadrons at once ; with huge two-handed fwag', 
Brandith’d aloft the horrid edge came down... *? 
‘Wide wafting; fuch deftrugtion to withftant ..: 
He hafted, and oppos’d the rocky orly 
Of tenfold adamant, his ample fhield, 
A vaft circumference + at his approach =. 
‘The great arch-angel from his warlike toil 
Surceas’d, and glad, as hoping hete:to end; - 
lateftine war 2n Heav’n, th’ Arch-foe fubdu’d - « 
Or captive dragg’d in chains, with hostile frowat, 
And vifage all inflam’d firft thee began: a8 
‘Author of evil, unknown till thy revolt. 5 
Unnam’d in Heav’n, now. plenteous, abthae feet 
Thefe acts of hateful ftrife, hateful to-all,. : 
‘Though heavielt by jut nieafure on thy {lf 
And thy adherents : how haft thou difturb’d 
Heav'n's bleffed peace, and into Nattxe broughé 
Mifery, uncreated till the crime os, ea 
Of thy rebellion ? how haft thou inftill’d. - 
Thy malice into thoufands, once.upright’ 
And faithful, new prov'd falfe ? but think sot her?” 
To trouble holy reft ? Heav’h cafts thee but 
From all her confines.  Heav’n, the featot 
Brooks not the works of Vidlence.ajs: 
Hence the, and evil he an 
Thy offspring, to the bri} x 
‘Thou and thy wicked ace $ share atingte broilsy 
E’er this avenging fword begin thy doom, its 
Or fonie more hidden vengeance, wing’d fram Gods 
Precipitate thee with augmented pain. - ~ 
So fpake the Prince of Angels; to whom thas 
‘The adverfary, Nor think thou with wind 
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"Thou canit not. Haft thon turn’d the }eal..of 
To flight, or if to fall, but that they rife ...{rhefe 
Unvanguith'd, cafiér to tranfast. with the : 
That thou fhoud’ft hope, imperious, and wi 
threats ; = 
To chafe me hence? eff not that fo fhall. end. i. 
‘The ftrife which thou call’ Evil, but-we thle 
The Strife of Glory ; which we mean to Wil, 
Or turn this Heav’n itfelf into the Helk.:  ~ . 
Thou fableft, here however to dwell fredy 
If nét to reign : mean while thy utmoft forces’. 
And join him nam’d Almighty to.thy.aid, ~~ 


| I fly not, but have fought thee far and mgt 


"They ended parle, and both éddrefs'd fon igh 
Unfpeakable; for who, though with the tongex,: 





Liken on earth confpicnous,that may 
ion to fuch height mic 
Of godlike power ? for likeft gots:they-feem'dy 


| stood they or mov'd, im ftature, niotion, arms& 
H Fit to decide the empire of great Heay'a. 


Now -wav'd their fiery.fwords, and in the ait * 
“Made horrid circles; two. bread funs-theis daiekde 
Blaz’d-appolite, while Expe@ation ftaed: 
In horror; from gach-hand with {peed xesie’ ‘dy 


Di 








Pid 
‘Where ert was thickeft fight, th’ angelic throng, 
And left large field, unfafe within the wind 
Of fach commotion ; fuch as, to fet forth 
Great things by fmall, if Natere’s concord broke, 
Asiong the conftellstions war were {prung, 
"Two planets ruthing from afpe® malign 
Of fierceft oppofition in mid fky 
Should combat, and their jarring fpheres confewnd, 
“Together koth with reet to zimighty arm - 
Pp-lifted immiment, one ftroke they aim’d 
"That might determine, and net need. repeat, 
agar of power at once s norodds appear’d 
might oc fwikt prevention : but the fword 
Of Michael, from the armoury of Gad, 
/ ‘Was giv'n him temper’d fo, that neither keen 
Nor folid might refift ther edge : i met 
Whe word of Satan with fteep force to {mite 
. Defcending, and in half cut theer ; nor ftray'd, 
But with fwife wheel reverfe, deep ent’ring, fbar'd 
All his right fide : then Satan firit new pun, 
And writh’d hinr to and fro convolv’d ; fo fore 





. "The griding {word with difcomtinnous wound 
Pats’ him: but the ethereal fubftance 
Mot long, dé and from the gafh —{clos’d, 
A of ned’rous humour iffuing flew’d 


ine, fuch.as celeftial {pirits may bleed, 
d ail his armour ftain’d e’er while fo bright. 
“¥orthwith on all fides to his aid was run 
By angels many and ftrong, whe interpos’¢ 
, fence, while others bore him, on their fhieids 
Back to his chariot, where it {tood retir’d 
From off the files of war ; there they him Jaid, 
Gnathing, for anguith, and defpite and fhame, 
"Po find himfelf-not matchlefs, and his pride 
d by fuch rebuke, fo far beneath 
‘His confidence to equal Ged in power. 
Yet foort he teal'd ; for fp’rits live throaghout 
Vital i every part, not as frail man 
In entrails, heart 6¥ head, liver or reins, 
+ Cannot but by annihilating die ; 
Nor in their liquid textore mortal wound 
Receive, no more than cen. the fluid air : 
All heart they live, all head, aif eye, all car, 
All intelie@, all fenfe ; and as they pleafe, 
They limb themfelves, and colour, fhape or fize 
Afume, as tikes them beft, condence or rare. 
Mean whide ins other parts like deeds deferv’d 
Merorial, where the might of Gabriel fought, 
_ And with fierce enfigns pierc’d the deep arzay 
Of Moloch, furious king ; who him defy’d, 
And at his chariot wheels to drag him bound 
‘Threaten’d, not from the Holy One of Heav’n 
.” Refrain’d his tongue blafphemous < but anon 
Down clov’n to the waite, with thatter’d arms 
And uncouth pain fted bellewing. On each wing 
‘Uriel and Raphael his vaunting foe, 
"Though huge, and in a rock of diamond arm’d, 
.. ‘Wanquith’d Adfamelech and Afmadia, 
' Two potent thrones, that to be lefs than gods 
Difdain’d, but’ meaner thoughts learn’d in thei: 
flight, 
Mangiet with ghaftly wounds through plate ar- 
or food unmindful Abdiel to annoy [mas.. 
‘The ancient crew, but with redoubled blow 
Ark] and Arioch, and the violence 
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Of Ramiel fcorch’d and blafted overthrew. 
I might relate of thoufands, and their names 
Eternize here on.earth ; but thoft ele& 
Angels, contented with their fame‘im Heav'ny 
Seek not the praife of men: the other fort, 
In might though wondrous, and in atts of war, 
Nor of renown lefs eager, yet by doom | 
Cancel’d from Heav’n and fucred Memory, 
Namelefs in dovk Oblivien let them dwell. 
For ftrength from truth divided, and irom juft, 
Ulandable, nought merits but difpraife 
And iguominy, yet to glory afpires 
Vain-glorious, and through infamy fecks fame = 
"Therefore eternal filence be their doom. 
And now their mightiest quell’d, the baitle 
fwerv’d, 
With many aa imroad gor’d ; deformed Rout 
Enter’d,and foul diforder; all the ground 
With fhiver’d armour ftrown, and on a heap 
Chariot and charioteer lay overturn'd, 
And fiery foaming fteeds; what ftood reco’ 
O’er-wearied, through the faint Satanic hoft 
Defenfive fearce, or with pale Fear furpris’d, 
‘Then firft with fear furpris’d and fenfe of pain 
Fled ignominious, to fuch evil brought 
By fin of difobedience, till that hour 
Not kable to-fear, or flight, or pain. 
Far otherwife th” inviolable faints 
In cubic phalanx firm advanc’d entire,, 
Invulnerable,. impenetrably arm’d 5 
Such high advantages their innocence 
Gave them above their foes; not to have finn’d, 
Not to Have difobey'd ; in fight they ftood 
Unwearied, unobnoxious to fe pain’d 
By wound, though from their place by violence 
mov'd. 
Now Night her courfe began, and: over Heav’a 
Inducing darknefs, grateful truce impos'dy 
And filence on the odious din of War 
Under her cloudy covert both retir’d, 
Victor and vanquifh’d : on the foughten field 
Michael and his angels prevalent 
Incamping, plac’d in guard their watches round, 
Cherubic waving fires. on th’ other part 
Satan, with his rebellious difappear’d, 
Far in the dark diflodg’d : and void of reft, 
His Potentates to councid call’d by night ; ad 
And in the midft thus umddmay’d began: = « 
O now in dange¥ try"d, now known in arme- 
Not to be overpower’d, Companions dear, 
Found worthy not of liberty alone, 
‘Yoo mean pretence, but what we more affect, 
Honézr, dominion, glory and renown ; 
Who have faftain’d one day in doubtful fight 
(And if one day, why not eternal days ?) 


| What Heaven’s Lord.had peweriulet to fend 


Againft us {rem about his throne, and judg’d 

Safficient to fubdue us te his will, 

Sut proves not fo; then fallible, it feems, 

-f future we may deem him, though till now 
dmnifcient thought. Tree is, lefs firmly arm'd, 
ome di swe endur’d and pain, 

il now not known, but known, as foon cone 
temn'd; . 
ounce now we find this our empyreal foray. 
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Yncapable of mortal injury, 
Imperifhable, and though piere’d with wound, 
soon clofing, and by native vigour heal’d. 
Of evil then fo {mall as eafy think 
"The remedy 5 perhaps more valid arms, 
‘Weapons more violent, when next we micet, 
May ferve to better us, and worfe eur foes, 
Or equal what between us made the odds, 
in nature none? if other bidden caufe 
T,eft them {fiperior, while we can preferve 
Unhurt our minds and.underftanding found, 
Due fearch and confultation will difctofe. 

He fat; and in th’ affembly next upftood 
Nifroch, of principalities the prime; 
‘As one-he ftood efcap’d from cruel fight, 
Sore teil, his riven arms to havoc hewn, 
‘And cloudy in afpect thus anfw'ring fpake. 
Deliverer from new lords, teader to free 
Enjoyment of our right as gods; yet hard 
Nor gods, and too unequal work we find, 
Againft unequal arms to fight in pain, 
Againft unpain’d, impaflive ; from which evil 
Ruin nuit needs enfue ; for what avails 
Valour or ftrength, though matchlefs, quell’ dfwith 


pain 

‘Which all fubdues, and makes remifs the hands 

Of mightieft ? Senfe of pleafure we may well 

Spare out of life perhaps, and not repine, 

But live content, which is the calmett life: 

Bat pain is perfect mifery, the wordt 

Of evils, and exceffive, overturns 

All patience. He who therefore can invent 

‘With what more forcible we may offend 

Our yet unwounded enemies, or arm 

‘Ourfelves with like defeace, to me deferves 

No le(sthan for deliverance what we owe. 
‘Whereto, with look compos’d, Satan reply’d. 

Not uninvented that, which thou aright 

Believ tt fo main to our fuccefa, 1 briag. 

‘Which of us who beholds the bright furface 

Of this cthereous mould whereon we ftand, 

‘This continent of fpacious Heav’n, adorn’d 

With plant, fruit, tlow’r, ambrofial gems and 

‘Whale eye'fo fuperticially furveys (gold ; 

‘Thefe things, as not to mind from whence they 

: grow 

‘Dozp wider ground, materials dark and crude, 

Of fpiritous and fiery fpume, till touch'd 

With Heav’n’? ray, and temper'd, they fhoot 

So beautecars, op’ning to the ambient light ? [forth 

“Thefe, in their dark nativity, the deep 

Shall yield as, pregnant with infernal flame ; 

Which info hollow engines long and round 

"Thick ramm’d at th’ other bore with touch of fire 

Dilated and infuriate, fhall fend forth 

From far with thund’ring noife among our foes 

Such implements of mifchief, as thall dafh 

‘To pieces, and o’erwhelm whatever ftands 

Adverfe, that they shall fear we have difarm’d 

‘The thund’rer of his only dreaded bolt. 

Nor long fhall be our laBour ; yet e’er dawn, 

Fffeét thalt end our with. Mean while revive ; 

‘Abandon fear ; to ftrength and counfel join’d 

"Think nething hard, much lefs to be defpair'd, 
He ended; and his words their drooping cheer 
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Inlighten’d, and their languith'd hope revie'd. 
‘Th’ invention all admir'd, and each, how he 
To be th’ inventor mifs’d ; fo cafy’ it feem’d 
Qnce found, which yet unfound, moft would have 
Impoflible: yet haply of thy race thought. 
In Forure dope: 3 malice fhould abonnd, t 3 

“Some onc intent on mifchief, or infpir’d « 
With devilifh machination, might devifo. 

Like inftroment to plagug'the fons of men "* 





} For Gin, on war and mutual flaughter bent. 
} Forthwith from council to the work they flew 


None arguing ftood: imumerable hands 


4 ‘Were ready; in moment up they turn’é 


Wide the teleftial foil, and fae beneath 


4 Th’ originals of Nature, in their crude 


Conceptions; falphurous and nitrous foarn 
They found, they mingled ; and, with fubtile avt, 


4 Concoéted and adufted, they reduc’d 


"The blackeft grain, and into ftore convey'd 
Part hidden veins dige’d wp (nor jhath ebis earth 
Entrails unlike) of and fone,” 
‘Whereof to found their engines andtbeir balls 
Of miffive ruin; part incentive reed 
Provide, pernicious with one touch to fire. 
So all e’er day-fpring, under confcious Nigi® 
Secret they finith’d, and in order fet, 
With filent circum{pection, unefpy’d. 

Now, when fair morn orientin Heav’n appear’ 
Up rofe the victor angels and to arms 
‘The matin trampet dung: in arms they ftood 
OF golden panoply, elalgent 2 a ‘ 
Soon banded ; others from. 


‘bite 
Look'd round, and fcouts ‘coat light-atm 
feour, : 


Each quarter, to defery the diftant foe. eon 
Where lodg'd, or whither fled, or if for fight, « > 
In motion or in halt: him foon they met, 
Under fpread enfigns, moving nigh, in flow, 
But firm battalions back with {peedieft fail 
Zophiel, of Chetubim the fwiftelt wing, « 
Came ily’ag, and, in mid air, aloud thus ety’d > 
Arm, Warriors; arm for fight; the foe at 
hand, e 
‘Whom fled we thought, will fave us long purfuit 
"This day 5 fear not his fight; fo thick a cloud. ~ 
He comes, and fettled in his face I fee 
Sad refolution, and fecure : let each 
His adamantine coat girt well, and each 
Fit well his helm, gripe faft his orbed fhield, 
Borne ev'n or high ; for this day will pour down, 
If I conjedture ought, no drizzling fhower, . 
But rattling ftorm of arrows barb'd with fire. 
So warn’d he them, aware themfelves, and fon . 
In order, quit of all impediment; es 
Infant, without ditturb, they alarm, 5 
‘And onward mov'd embattel’d; when, behold 
Not diftant far, with heavy pace, the foe 
Approaching grofs and huge, in hollow cube, 
Training his devilith engin’ry, impal'd 
On every fide with ing {quadrons deep, 
To hide the fraud, At interview both ftood 
A while; but fuddenly at head appear’d y 
Satan; and thys was heard.commanding loud : 
Van; to right and left, the front unfold; 
That all may fee who hate us, how we feck 
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Peace and-eompofure, and, with open breaft, 
Stand ready to,receive them, if they like 
Our overture, and turn not back perverfe ; 
But that I:doubt ; however, witnefs Heav’n, 
Haag'n, witnefs thou anon, while we difcharge 
» Freely our part; 3. Ye who appointed, ftand, 
, Doas you have in charge, and briefly touch 
* What we propound, and loud, that all may hear. 
So feofhing, in ambigueus words, he fearce 
. Had ended; when, to right and left, the front 
-. Divided, and to either flank retir’d : 
‘Which to our eyes difcover’d, new and ftrange, 
. A triple mounted row of pillars laid 
On wheels (for like to pillars moft they feem’d, 
~ Or hollow’d bodies made of oak or fir, 
‘With branches lopt ir wood or mountain feil’d) 
Borals, iron, tony mould, had not their mouths, 
ith hideous arifice, gap'd on us wide, 
Portending hollow truce; at each behind 
* A Seraph ftood, ‘and. in his hand a reed 
Btood waving, tipt with fire ; while we futpenfe 
:, Collected flood, within our thoughts amus’d, 
Not long ; for fudden all at once their reeds 
Put forth, and to a narrow vent apply'd, 
 ‘WithyTceft touch, Immediate iv a flame, 
pice obfew’'d with {moke, all Heav'nappear'd, 
orm thofe decp-throaicd epgines belch'd, whofe 
: rpar 
é Imbowel’ 'd with outrageous noife the air ; 
‘And all her entrails tore, difgorging foul 
» Their devilith glut, chain’d thunderbolts and hail 
Of iron globes; which on the victor hoft 
Level'd with fuch. inipetwous fury fmote, 
Phat whom they hit, none on their feet might 


regia, elfe as rocks, but down they fell 
By thoufands, angelon arch~angel roll‘d; 
¢ fopner for.theix arms; unarm’d they might 
‘ (a eafily as Sp’rits. evaded {wilt 
wick contradian, or remove ; but now 
Pi diffipation follow*d, and fore’ d rout; 
"Nor ferv dit to relay their ferried files. 
What fhould they do? If on they rufh’d, repulfe 
Repeated, and-indecerit overthrow 
Doubled, woyld renderthem yet more cefpis'd, 
And to their foes a laughter ; for in view : 
+ Stood rank’d of ferapbim another row, 
Tn pofture to difplode their fecond tire 
Of thugder ; hack deféated to return 
‘Vhey worfe abhor’d.. Satan hehela the 
And to his mates thus ia derifien ca 
O Erienits, why.come not on thefe vi 
E’er while they fierce were coming 5 ; i 
To entertain them fair with ppen ont {terms 
And breaft (what could we more?) propounded 
. Of compofition, (traight. they chang’d their minds, 
. Flew off, and into. ftrange vagaries fell, 
As they would darce.; yet for a dance they feem’d 
Somewhat extratugaat and wild, perhaps 
For joy of offer’d peace: bee 1 fupycte, 
~ Tf our propolals once again were Leard, 
"We should compel thenr'to.a quick refult. 
"Yo whom thus Beiic int Like gamcfomie mood. 
Leader, the terms we fent. were terms of weight, 
Ut hard coutonts, and full of force urg’d home, 
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Book FV 
Such as we might perceive amus’d them all, 
And ftumbl'd many ; who receives them right, 
Had necd frony head to foot well underftand ; 
Not underftood, this gift they have befides, 
‘They thew us when our foes walk not upright. 

So they among themfelves, in pleafant vein, 
Stood fcoffing, heighten’d in their thoughts be- 
All doubt of viGory ; Eternal might [yond 
‘To match with their inventions they prefum'd 
So eafy’, and of his thunder made a fecrn, 
And all his hoft derided, while they ftood 
Awhile in trouble; but they ftood not long; 
Rage prompted them at length, and found them 

arms, 
Againfl fuch bellifh mifchief fic t’ oppofe. 
Forthwith (behold the excellence, the power, 
God hath in"Lis mighty angels plac’) 

arms away they threw, and to the hills 
th hath this variety from Heav’n 
pleafure fituate in bill and dale) [flew 5 
Light as the lightning glimpfe they ran, they 
From their foundations loos’ning to and fro, 
‘Vhey pluck'd the feated hills, with all their load, 
Rocks, waters, woods, and, by the shaggy tops, 
Uplifting bore them in their hands : amaze, 
Be fure, and terror feiz'd the rebel hott, 
When coming towards them fo ¢yead they faw 
he Lottom of the mountains wpward turn’d 5 
ion thofe curfed engincs’ triple row 
Vhey faw them whelm'd, and a!l their confidence 
Under the weight of mountains buried deep; 
"Vhewfelves invaded next, and on their heads 
Main Promontories flung, which in the air 
Came fhadowing, and opprefs’d whole legions 

















arayd 5 

‘TLeir armour help'd their harm, crufh'd in and 
_bruivd 

Into fubftanee pent, which wrought them 






Imptaceble, and many a dolorous groan, [pain 

Logg firuggling underneath, e’er they could wind 

Out of {uch pris’n, tho’ Sp'rits of purclt light, 

Pureft at firkt, now grefs by finning grown. 

“Lhe reft in imitation to like arms 

Betook them, and the neighb’ring hills uptore ; 

So hills, amid the air, encounter’d hills, 

Hurl'd to and fro with jaculation dire, 

"That under yround they fought in difmal fhade 5 

al ucife; war feem’dacivil game . 

; horfid confufion hcap’d 

Upen-confufon rofe : and new all Heav'n 

Had gene to wrack, with ruin overfpread, 

Had not th y he fits 

Shrin’d in bis fan@uary of Heav'n fecuré, 

Confulting on the fum of things, forefcen 

‘Phis tumult, and permitted all, advis'd : 

‘That his great purpofe he might fo fulfil, 

‘To honour his anointed Son aveng’d 

Upon his enemies, and to declare 

All power on him transferr’d : whence to his Son, 

‘Tl’ affeffor of his throne, he thus began : 
Lgulgence of my glory¥ Son belov'd, 

Son, in whofe face invilible is bcheld 

Vilibly, what by deity Lum, 

And in whofe hand what by decree I do, ~ 

Szcend Cmnipeterice, twe cays are pat, 















Book HEM. 
"Pwo days, as we compute the days of Heav’n, 
Since Michael and his powers went forth to 
tame 
“Lhefo difobedient : fore Had been their fight, 
‘As likelie& was, when two fuch foes met arm’ds 
For to theinfelves I left them, and thou know’ ft, 
' Fqual in their creation they were form'd, 
Save what fin hath impaiz’d, which yet hath 
wrought 
Infenfibly ; for { fufpend their doom ; 
‘Whence in perpetual fight they needs mutt jaft 
Endicfs, and no folution will be found : 
War wearied hath perform’d what War can do, 
And to diforder’d rage let Joofe the reins, 
‘With mountains, as with. weapons arm’d, which 
makes 
Wild work in Heav'n, and dang'rous to the main. 
“Two days are therefore paft s the third is thine 5 
¥or thee I have ordain’d it, and thus far 
Have faffer’d, that the glory may be thine 
Of ending this great war, fince none but thou 
Can end it. Into thee fuch virtue and grace 
Tmmenfe I have transfus’d, that all may know 
In Heav'n and Hell thy power above compare 5 
And this perverfe commotion govern’d thus, 
‘To manifelt thee worthieft to be Heir 
Of all things, to be Heir aind to be King 
By facred undlion, thy deferved right. : 
Go then, thou Mightelt, in thy Father’s might, 
Afvend my chariot, guide the rapid whects 
“Phat fhake Heav'n’s balis, bring forth all my war, 
My bow and thunder, my Almighty arms 
. Gird on, and fword, upon thy puiffant thigh 5 
Purfue thefe fons of Darknefs, drive them out 
From all Heav'n’s bounds into'the utter deep 
"Thete Jet them iearn, as likes them, to defpite 
God, atid: Meffiah, his anointed King. 
He faid 5 and on-his Son with rays direét 
full; he all his Father fh exptefs’d 
Incfubly into his face receiv’d 5 
‘And thus the filial Godhead anfw’ring Spake + 
O father, O Supreme of heav'nly thrones 
Tit, HigheR, Hoicht, Bett, thou always feck’ 
‘To glorify thy fon, I always thee, 
Ns is cit juft; this f my glory’ account, 
My exaltation, and my whole delight, 
© "That Ghou.in me well pleas'd, declar'ft thy will 
Fulfilled, which to fulfill is all my bhifs. 
re and powcr, thy giving, 
‘And glidlier fhsll vefign, when, in the eid, 
"Thou fhalt be all in all, and 1 in thee 
For ever, and in me all whem thou lov’ ft : 
But whom thou hat’it, | hate and can put on 
"Thy terrors, as | put thy mildaefs on, 
Image of thee in all things; and fhull fron, 
Arnvd with thy might, rid Eicav’n of thefe re- 
bel’, 
ir prepar'd 2 manfion driven down, * 
sof darknefs, and th’ undying worm, 
That from thy juft obedionce could revolt, 
Whom to obcy is happinels catire. (pure 
‘Then fhall thy faints unmix’d, and from th’ im- 
rcing thy holy Mount 
h’s :o thee fing, 
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So faid, he o'er his feeptee bowing, rofe” 
From the right hand of Glory where-he fat; 
‘(And the third facred’morn began to fhine, re 
+| Dawning through Heav’n: forth ruth’d witly 
+ whirlwind found . yi 
‘The chariot of paternal Deity,- ag, 
Flathing thick flames, wheel within wheel “‘un~ 
Itfelé inftin@ with fpirit, but convey’d, : 
By four cherubie -fhapes; four faces each * 
Had wond’rovs ; as:with ftars their bodies all 
And wings. -were fet with cyes, with eyés ‘the 
OF heril, and careering fires hetween;, [wheels 
Over their heads a cryftal firmanrent, 
Whereon a faphire throne, inlaid with purée - 
“Amber, and colours of the fhow'ry arehe: 
He in celeftial panoply all arm’d : 
Of radiant Urim, work divinely wrought, 
Afcended ; at his right hand Vidtory’ > 
Sat cagle-wing'd; befide him hung hiv bow 
And quiver, vith three-bolted thunder.Aor'dy 
‘And from about him fierce effuliest roll’d:, 7 
Of fmoke, and bickering flame, and fporkléagire: 
‘Attended with ten thoufend thoufind faints. ~ 
He onward caine, far off bis:caming flione 5: 
i And twenty thonfabd (1 thdit nunrbelt : 
‘Chariots of Cod, balf. og cach bend! werd sige 
‘He on the wings of Chempb ‘rode subline, 
‘On the eryfialline fey, in faphire thren'dy'< 
‘Uustrious far-and wide, bit by his.own:' ; 
iPirit fen ; them unexpected Jey furpris'dy: 
When the'grest’enging of Mi Phe o 
Aloft by angels borne; hisfign jizB as 
Under whofe conduct Micheal 
His army, citcumfus'’d on either wish 
Under their head imbodied alt in-onte. 
Before him Power divine his way-prepar’* 
‘At his command th’ uprooted hills retit'd 
Fach to his place 5 they sheard his voice, and-wiit 
Obfcquious ; Heav'n his. wonted face rémew'd,:. 
‘And with freth flow’rets bill and valley: it'd, 
“this faw his haplefs foes, but ficed obdar’d, 
And to rebellious figkt rallied their powers, - 
Infenfate, hope conceiving from defpair. 
lt heav'nly {p’rits could fuch perverfenefs dyeell 
Lat ta convince the proud what figns avail, 
Or woriders move th’ obdurate to relent, - . 
‘They harden’d more by what might moft reclaim, 
ing to fee his glory, at the fight - Pe 
"Took envy ; and afpiring to his height, 
Stood reimbattl'd fierce, by force or fraud 
Weening to profper, and at length prewait:.: 
Againit God and Meffiah, or to fall 
Jn univerfal ruin laft; and now 
‘Lo final battle drew, ¢ifdaining flight, 
Gr faint retreat : when the great Son of God 
‘Yo all his bof on cither hand thus fpake + 
Stand fill in bright array, ye Saints, here ftand 
Ye angels arm’d, this day from battle reft ; 
Faithful hath been your warfare, and of God 
Accepted, fearlefs in his righteous ca fe; 
‘And as ye have received, fo have ye done 
Invincibly ; but of this curfed crew 
"Yhe punifment to other kand belongs 3 
| Vengeance is his, or whofe he fole appeints? 
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| Nuyrber to this day's work is not erdain’d, 


Dit 


6 
Nor multitude ; ftand only and behold 

~ God’s indignation on thele godlefs pour’d 

By me; not you but me they have defpis'd, 

Yet envied ; againgt me is all their rage, 

Becaufe the Father, to’ whom in Heav'n fupreme 
ingdom and power, and glory appertains, 

Hath henour’d me according to his will. 

, Therefore to me their doom he hath affign’d ; 
‘That they may have their with, to try with me 
In battle which the ftronger proves, they all, 

Or I alone againft them, fince by ftrength 
‘They meafuré all, of other excellence 
. Not emulous, nor care who them excells; 
Nor other ftrife with them do I vouchfafe. 
So fpake the Son, and into terror chung’d 
‘His count’nance too fevere to be beheld, 
And full of wrath bent on his enemies. 
At once the Four fpread out their ftarry wings 
‘With dreadful fhape contiguous, and the orbs 
Of his fierce chariot roll'd, as with the found 
Of torrent floods, or of a fumerous hoft. 
‘He on his impious foes right onward drove, 
Gloomy as night ; under fis burning wheels 
‘The ftedfaft empyrean fhook throughout, 
All bus throne itfelf of God. Full foon 
Any og them he arriv'd, in his right hand 
Gy uping ten thovfand thunders, which he fent 
(petore him, fuch as in their fouls infix'd 
Plagues ; they aftonifhed all refiftance loft, 
All courage ; down their idol weapons dropt ; 
O’er thields and helms and helmed heads he rode, 
Of throstes and mighty feruphim proftrate, 

‘That with'd the mountains now might be again 

‘Thrown on them as a fhelter from his ire. 
” Nor lefs on either fide tempeftuous fell 
ws from the four-fold vifag’d Four 
‘with eyes, and from the living wheels 

Diftin alike with multitude of eyes ; 

One fpirit in them rul’d, and every eye 

Glar'd light’ning, and thot forth pernicious fire 

Among th’ accure’d, that wither'd all their ftrength 

And of their wonted vigour left them drain'd, 

Exhautfted, fpiritlefs, affli@ed, fall’n. 

Yet half his ftrength he put not forth, but check'd 

His thunder in mid volly ; for he meant 

Not to deftroy, but root them out of Hcay’n : 

‘The overthrown he rais’d, and as 2 herd 

OF goats or timorous flock together throng’d, 

Drove them before him thunder-ftruck, purfued 

“With terrors and with furies to the bounds 

And chryftal wall of Heav’n, which opening wide, 

Roll’d inward, and a {pacious gap difclos’d : 
‘Unto the wafteful Decp ; the monftrons fight 
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Struck them with error backward, but far worfe 

Urg’d them behind; headlong themfelves they 
threw 

Down from the verge of Heav'n ; eternal Wrath 

Burnt after them to the bottomlefs pit. 

Hell heard th’ unfufferable noife ; Hell faw 
Heay'n ruining from Heav'n, and would have fled 
Affrighted ; but ftri@ Fate had caft too deep 
Her dark foundations, and too faft had bound. 
Nine days they fell; confounded Chaes roar’d, 
And felt tenfold confufion-in their fall . 
Throagh his wild anarchy, fo huge a rout 
Incumber’d him with ruin: Hell at laft 
Yawning receiv’d them whole, and on them clos'd; 
Hell their fit habitation, fraught with fire 
Unquenchable, the houfe of woe and pain. 
Difburden’d Heav‘n zejoie’d, and foon repuir’d 
Her mural breach, returning whence it roll’d. 
Sole victor from th’ expulfion of his foes 
Meffiah his triumphal chariot turn’d ; 

‘Yo meet him all his faints, who filent ftood 

Eye witnedfes of his almighty ads, 

With jubilee advane’d ; and as they went, 
Shaded with branching palm, each order bright, 
Sung triumph, and him fung vidorlous King, 
Son, Heir, and Lord, to him dominion given, 
Worthieft to reign ; he celebrated rode 
Triumphant through mid Heav’n, into the courts 
And temple of his mighty Father thron'd 

On high ; whe into aking him receiv'd, 

Where now he fits at the right hand of Blifs. 

‘Thus meafuring things in Heav'n by things om 

earth 
At thy requeft, and that thou mayft beware 
By what is paft, to thee I have reveal’d 
‘What might have cle to human race been hid ; 
‘he difcord which befel, and war in Heav'n 
Among th’ angelic powers, and the deep fall 
Of thofe too high afpiring, who rebell'd 
With Satan ; he who envies now thy ftate, 
Who now is plotting how he may feduce 
Thee alfo from obedience, that with him. 
Bereav'd of happinefs thou mayft partake 
His punithment, eternal mifery ; 
Which would be all his folace and revenge, 
As 2 defpite done againft the Moft High, 
Thee once to gain companion of his woe, 
But liften not to his temptations ; warn 
Thy weaker ; let it profit thee to’ have heard 
By terrible example the reward $ 
Of difobedience; firm they might have flood, 
Yet fell; remember, and fear to tranfgrefs. 
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The Argument. 


Raphael, at the requeft of Adam, relates how and wherefore this world was firft created ; that God, 
after the expelling, of Satan and his angels out of Heav'n, declared his pleafure to create another 
world and other creatures to dwel! therein; fends his fon with glory and attendance of angels, to 
perform the work of creation in fix days; the angels celebrate with hymns the performance thereut 


and his xe-afcenfion into Heaven, 


Descenn from Heav’n, Urania, by that name 
Mf rightly thou art call’d, whofe voice divine 
Following, above th’ Olympian hill I foar, 
Above the flight of Pagafean wing. 

‘Ihe meaning, not the name, I call: for thou, 
Nor of the Mufes nine, nor on the top 

OF old Olympus dwell'it, but heav’nly born, 
Before the fils appear’d, or fountain flow’d, 
‘Lhou with eternal wifdom didft converfe, 
‘Wifdom thy fifter, and with her didft play 

In prefence of th’ almighty Father, pleas’d 
‘With thy celeftial fong. Up led by thee 

Into the Heav’n of Heav’ns, [ have prefum'd, 
Aa earthly gueft, and drawn empyreal air, 
“thy temp’ring 5 with like fafety guided down 
Return me to my native clement : 

“et from this flying fteed unrein’d, (as once 
Telerophon, tho’ from a lower clime 
Difmornted, on th’ Aleian field I fall 
Erroneous there to wander and forlosn, 

Half yet remains unfung, but narrawer bound 
Within the vifible diurnal {phere ; 
Standing on earth, not rapt above the pole 
, More fate I fing with mortal voice, unchang’d 
To hoarfe or mute, tho’ fall’n on evil days, 
On evil days tho’ falPn, and evil tongues ; 
in darknefs, and with dangers compafs’d round, 
And folitude; yet not alone, while thou 
Vifit’ft my flumbers nightly, or when Morn 
Purples the eaft ; ftill govern thou my fong, 
Urania, and fit audience find, tho’ few, 
But drive far off the barbarous diffonance 
Of Bacchus and his revellers, the race 
4 Of that wild rout that tore the Thracian bard 
ABa Rhodong. where woods and rocks had ears 


~ 


To rapture, till the favage clamour drown'd . 
Both harp and voice ; nor could the Mufe defend 
Her fon. So fail not thou, who. thee implores 
For thou art heavenly, fhe an empty-dream. * 

Say, Goddefs, what enfued, when Raphaél, 
The affable Arch-angel, had forewarn’d —_— 
Adam, by dire example, to beware . 
Apoftacy, by what befel in Heav'a 
‘To thefe apoftates, left the like befal 
In Paradife, to Adam or his race, 
Charg’d not to touch the interdicted tree, 
If they tranfgrefa, and flight that fole command, 
So eafily obey’d amid the choice 
OF all taftes elfe to pleafe their appetite, 
Tho’ wand’ring, He, with his conforted Eve, 
‘The ftory heard attentive, and was fill’d 
With admiration, and deep mufe, to hear 
Of things fo high and ge, things to their 
So unimaginable as hate in Heav'n, [thought 
And war io near the peace of God in blifs 
With fuch confufion : but the evil foon, 
Driv’n back, redounded as a flood on thofe 
From whom it fprung, impoflible to mix 
With bleffednefs. Whence Adam foon repeal’d 
The doubts that in his heart arofe : and now 
Led on, yet finlefs, with defire to know 
‘What nearer might concern him, how this world 
Of Heav’n and Earth confpicuous firft began, 
When, and whereof created, for what caufe, 
What within Eden or without was done 
Before his memory, as one whofe drouth 
Yet farce allay’d, ftill eyes the current ftream, 
Whofe liquid murmur heard new thirft excites, 
Proceeded thus to afk his heav’aly gueft : 

Great things, and full of wonder in our cara, 


Pra 
Far differing from this world, thou haft reveal’d, 
Divine interpreter, by favour fent 
Dawn from the empyréan, to forewarn 
Us timely’ of what might clfe have been our lofs, 
Unknown, which human knowledge could not 
> Teach : 

' Yor which to th’ infinitely Good we owe 
Ymmortal thanks, and his admonifhment 
Receive with folemn purpofe, to obferve © 
Inmutably his fov’reign will, the end 
OF what we are, But fince thou haft vouchfaf"d 
Gently for our inftruction to impart {cern’d. 
Things above earthly thought, which yet con- 
Our Kfowing, as to higheft Wifdom feem’d, 
Deign to defcend now lower, and relate 
‘What may no Jefs perhaps avail us known, 

How firft began this Heaven which we behold 
Diftant fo high, with moving fires adorn'd 
TInanumerabic, and this which yields cr fills 
All fpace, the ambient air wide interfus'd 
Embracing round this florid carth, what caufe 
‘Mov’d the Creator in his holy reft 
Through all eternity fo lute to build 
In-Chaos, and the work begun, how foon 
v'd, if unforbid thou may’ft unfold 

hat we, not to explore the fecrets afk 
POF his cternal empire, but the morc 
To magnify his works, the more we know. 
And the great Light of day yet wants to run 
Much of his race tho’ iteep ; fulpénfe in Heav'n, 
Held by thy voice, thy potent voice, he hears, 
And longer will delay to hear thee tell 
Hiss generation; and the rifing birth 
Of‘Nature from the unapparent Deep : 

soOxi€ the ftar of everting and the moon 
Hafte to thy audience, Night with her will bring 
Silence, and Sleep lifning to thee wil] watch, 

Or we can bid his abfence, till thy fopg 

End, and difmifs thee e’er the morning fhine. 
Thus Adam his illuftrious gueft befoug 

And thus the godlike: Angel anfwer’d mild. 

This alfo thy requeft, with caution wfk’d; 

Obtain; the’ to recount Almighty works 

‘What words or tongue of Seraph can fuffice, 

Or heart of man fuffice to comprehend? 

Yet what thou canft attain, which belt may 

To glorify the Maker, and infer 

Thee aifo happier, fhall not be with-held 

Thy hearing, fuch commiffion from above 

[ have receiv'd, to anfwer thy defire 

Of knowledge within bounds ; beyond abfain 

To afk ; nor let thine own inventions hope 

Things not reveal’d, which th’ invifible King, 

Only omnifcient, hath fupprefs'd in night, 

‘To none communicable in Earth or Heev’n 5 

Eniough is left: befides to fearch and know. 

But knowtédye:is a6 food, and needs no Ieis 

Her temsp'rance'over appetite, to know 

In meafure what the mind may well contain; 

Oppreffes elfe with furfeit, and foon turns 

‘Wilddin to folly’, as nourifament to wind, 
Knew, then, that after Lucifer from Heav'p 

(So call him, brighter once amidit the hott 

Of Angels than that flar the Sars among 
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| Into their vacant room, and thence 
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Into his place, and the great Son return’d 
Vidtorious with his Saints, th’ Omnipotent 
Eternal Father from his throne bebeld 
‘Their multitude, and to his Son thus fpake = 
‘At leaft our envious foe hath fail’d, who thought 
All like himfelf rebéllious, by whofe aid 
This inacceffible high ftrength, the feat 
Of Deity Supreme, us difpoffefs’d, 
He trufted to have feiz’d, and into fraud 
Drew many, whom their place knows here no 
Yet far the greater part have kept, I fee, [more 
Their ftation, Heav’n yet populous retains 
Nunsber fufficient to poffefs her realms, 
Tho’ wide, and this high temple to frequent 
With minifteries due and folemn rites + 
But left his heart exalt him in the harm 
Already done, to ‘have difpeopled Heav’n, 
My damage fondly deem’d, f can repair 
That detriment, if fuch it be to lofe 
Self-loft, and in a moment will create 
Another world, out of one man a race 
Of men innumerable, thére to dwell, 
Not here, till by degrees of merit rais'd 
‘They open to themfelves at length’the way 
Up hither, under. long obedience try'd, 
And Earth be chang’d to Heav'n, dnd Heav'n 
to Earth, A aa 
One kingdom, joy and union without end, 
Meanwhite inhabit lax, ye Pow'rs of Heav's, 
And thon my word, begotten Son, by thee 
"This I perform, fpeak thou, and be it done: 
My overfhadowing Sp’rit and might with thee 
I fend along ; ride forth, and bid the Deep 
Within appointed bounds be Heav'n ‘and Earth, 
Boundlefs the Deep, becaufe 1am who fill 
Infinitude, nor vacuous the fpace. 
"{ho' I uncircumferib’d myfilf retire, 
And pnt not forth my goodnefs, which is free 
‘To act or not, Neceffity and Chance 
Approach not me, and what 1 will is fate. 
So fpake th’ Almighty ; and to what he 
Ths Word, the filial Godhead, gave effe, 
Immediate are the acts of God, more fwilt 
‘Phan time or motion, but to human cars 
Cannot without procéfs of time be colt, 
So told as earthly notion can receive, 
Great triumph and rejoicing was in Meav'n, 2 
When fuch was heard declar'd, th’ Alinighty’s 
wills, v@ 
Glory they fung to the Moft High, good will 
‘To future men, and in their dwellings peace + 
Glory to him, whofe juft avenging ire 
Had driv’n out th’ ungodly from his fight, 
‘And th’ habitations of the juft ; to him 
Glory and praife, whofe wifdom hath ordain’d 
Good out of evil to create, inftead 
Of Sp’rits malign a better race to bring 




















His guod to worlds and ages infinite. 

So feng the Hierarchies : meanwhile the Son 
On his preat expedition now appear'd, 
Girt with Omnipotence, with radiance crown’ 
Of majefly divine; fapicnce and love 
immenfe, and all his 





ather in him fhene. 
+ his chariot numberk& wore pour'd 




















‘Book FLT. : 
“@heruh and Seraph, Potentates and thrones, 
‘And Virtues, wing’d Sp’rits, and chariots wing’d 
> From th’ armoury of God, where ftand of old 
j Myriads between two brazen mountains lodg'd 
passion a folemn day, harnefs'd at hand, 
leftial equipage 3 and now came forth 
Spontancous ; for within them fpirit liv'd, 
Attendant on their Jiord: Heav n open’d wide 
~ Her ever-during gates, harmonious fourid 
On golden hinges moving, to let forth 
The King of Glory in his powerful Word 
And Spisit coming to create new worlds. 
On heav’sly ground they ftocd, and from the Shore 
‘They view'd the vaft immeafurable aby{s, 
Outrageous asa fea, dark, waftcful, wild, 
Up from the bottom turn’d by furious wines 
And frying waves, as mountaink, to affault 
Heav'n's height, and with the centre mix the pole. 
Silence, ye troubled Waves, and thou Deep, 
peace, 
Said then th’ omnific Word; your difcord end: 
Nor ftay'd, but on the wings of Cherubim 
Uplifted, in paternal glory rode 
Yar into Chane, and the world unborn ; 
For Chaos heard his voice ; him all his train 
Follow’d in bright proceflion to behold 
Creation, and the wonders of his might. 
Then fay'd the fervid wheels, and in his hand 
He tock the golden compafies, prepar’d 
In Goi’ cternal ftore, to cireumferibe 
‘This univerfy, and all created thing's 5 
One foot be center'd, and the other vurn'd 
Round through the vaft profundity obfeure, 
And faid, ‘Thus far extend, thus far thy bounds, 
"This be thy just circumference, O World. 
"Thus God Ue Meav'n created, thus the Earth, 
Matter unform'd and void : darkuefs profound 
Cover’d th’ abyfs: ‘but on the wat’ry calm 
His brooding wings the Sp’rit of God outfpread, 
‘And vital virtue’ infus’d, and vital warmth 
‘Vhroughout the 
‘She black tartarcous cold infernal dregs 
Adverte to life : then founded und conglob’d 
Like things to like, the reft to feveral place 
Dilparted, and between {pun out the air, 
agand th, felf-balanc’d, on her centre hung. 
Let there be Light, faid God, and forthwith 
Ethereal, fir of things, quinteffence pure, fLight 
Sprung from the deep, and from her native Ealt 
To y through the airy: gloom began, 
Spher’d in 2 radiant cloud for yet the fun 
Was not; fhe in a cloudy tabernacle 
Sojourn'd the while; Gad few the light was good ; 
‘And light from darknefs by the hemifphere 
Divided : light the Day, and darknefs Night 
He nam’d, Thus was the firft day Ev’n and 
Nor paft uncelebrated, nor unfung [morn 5 
by the ccleftial quires, when Orient light 
Exhaling firft from darknefs, they beheld ; 
Bisth-day of Heav'a and Earth; with joy and 
fhout 
‘The hollaw univerfal orb that fill’d, [prais'd 
And touck’d their golden harps, and hymaing 
eed and bés works, Creator, him they fung, 
‘oth when firft evening was, and when firt morn. 
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3, but downward purg’d 
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Again, God: faid, Let there be- Srmagment- 
Amid the waters, and let it divide = -..: 
“The waters from the waters':'gnd Gad made. 
The firmament, expante of liquids pure, 3 
Tran{parent, elemental air, diffuyd:. 
In circuit to-the uttermoft convex 
Of this great ground + partition firm andfupe, 
The waters ynderneath from thofe abeve 
Dividing : for as Earth, fo he the world 
Built on circum@uous waters, calm, in wide 
Chriftallin ocean, and the loud mifrule © 
Of Chaos far remov'd, left fierce extremes 
Contiguous might diftemper the whole frames ; 
And Hcav'n-he nam'd the Firmament.: fo ever 
‘And morning chorus fung the fecond day. :.. 
The carth was form’d; but ia the womb.as yet 
OF waters, embryon inimature‘iqvolv'dy 
Appear'd net : over all the face of Katth.: 
Main ocean fow’'d, not idle, but with warm, 
Proiific humour foft’ning all her globe, . 
Fermented the great mother to conceive, a 
Satiate with genial moifture, when God faid, 
Be gather’d now, ye waters under Heav’n, - 
Into one place, and let dry land appear. 
immediately the mountains huge appeat 
Emergent, and their broad pare, backs. uphea 
Into the clouds, their tops afcend the fy = 
So high us héav’d the timid hills, fo low 
Down funk a hollow bottom, broad and deep, 
Capacious bed of waters: thither they 
Hatted with gled precipitances uy 


As drops on duft conglobing feugiat 
Part rife in cryftal wall, or ridge'daves 
For haite; foch flight the great contmand imprels'd’ 
.On the fwift foods: as armies at the call 
.Of trumpet (for-of armies thou, haft heard) 
‘Troop to their ftandard, fo the wat'ry throng, : 
Wave rolling after wave, where, way they found; 
If fecep with torrent rapture, if through plain, 
Soft-ebbing ; nor withitood them rock or’ hill, > 
But they, or under ground, or circuit wide 
With {erpeut error wand’ring, found thelx, way, 
And on the wathy oole deep channels wore; .”.. 
Eafy, e'er God had bid the ground be dry,, .. 
‘All but within thofe banks, where rivers now, 
Stream, and perpetual draw their humid train. 
‘The dry land Earth, and,the great receptacle 
.Of congregated waters, he call’d Seas: 4 
And faw that it was good, and faid, Let th’ Earth’ 
Put forth the verdant grafs, herb yielding feed, 
Auid fruit-tree yielding fruit after her kind, 
Whofe feed is in-herfelf upon the Earth. s 
He fcarce had faid, when the bare earth, til} tnen~ 
Defert and bare, unfightly, unadorn’d, |... 
Brought forth the tender grafs, whofe verdure clad. 
Her univerfal face with pleafant greens teh 
‘Then herbs of every leaf, that fudden-flower'd . » 
Opening their various colours, and. made gay 
Her bofom {melling fweet: and thefe fearce 
blown, ae Se 
Forth flourith’d thick the cluft’ring vine, forth crept 
‘The imelling gourd, up ftood the corny reed.” 
Imbattel’d in her field, and th’ humble fhrub, 
‘And buth with frizzled hair implicit + Jaf .. 
Rofe, as in dance, the ftately trees, and Spread 
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‘Their,;branches hung with copious 
mm’ crown’d 


ge! 
“Fbeir bloifome ; with high woods the hills were 
‘With tufts the vallies, and each fountain fide; 
‘With borders long the rivers: that Earth now 
, Beem’d like to Heav'n, a feat where gods might 
dwell, 
Or wander with delight, and love te haunt 
Her facred thades: tho’ God had yet net rain’d 
Upon the Earth, and man to till the ground 
None was, but from the Earth a dewy mift 
‘Went up-and water'd ull the ground, aud cach 
‘Plant of the fiekt, which, ¢’er it was in th’ Earth 
God made, and every herb, before it grew 
“On the green ftom ; God faw that it was good : 
’. 80 eva and morn recorded the third day. 
Again th’ Almighty fpake, Let there be lights 
High in th’ expanfe of Heaven, to divide 
“The day from night; and let them be for figns, 
For feafons, and for days, and circling years, 
And let them be for lights, as I ordain 
‘Their office in the firmament of Heav’n 
‘To give light on the Earth ; and it was fo. 
And God made two great lights, great for their ufe 
an, the greater to have rule by day, 
che lets by night altern ; and made the ftars, 
‘And fet them in the firmament of Heav’n, 
‘Y” luminate the Earth, and rule the day 
in their viciffitude, and rule the night, 
And light from darknefs to divide. God faw, 
Surveying his preat werk, that it was good : 
For of ocleftial bodies firft the fun 
A mighty {phere he fram'd, unlightfome firft, 
‘Tho!’ of ethereal mould: then form’d the meon 
~Qlehofe, and every magnitude of ftars, 
And fow'd with ftars the Heav’n thick as a field: 
‘Of light by far the greater part he took, 
“Tranfplanted from her cloudy fhrine, and plac’d 
Yn the fun’s orb, made porous to receive 
And drink the liquid light, firm to retain 
Her gather’d beams, great palace now of light.- 
Hither, as to their fountain, other ftars 
Repairing, in their golden urna draw light, 
And hence the morning planet gilds her horns ; 
By tingture or reflection they augment 
‘Theig {mall peculiar, though from human fight 
So far remote, with diminution feen, 
Firft in his Eaft the glorious lamp was feen, 
Regent of day, and all ch’ horizon round 
Invefted with bright rays, jocund to run 
His longitude thro’ Heav’n’s high road; the gray 
Dawn, and the Pleiades before him danc’d, 
Shedding fweat influence : lefs bright the moon 
But oppofite in level’d Weft was fet 
His mirror, with full face borrowing her light 
From him, for other light fhe needed none 
In that afped, and ftill that diftance keeps 
‘Till night ; then in the caft her turns fhe fhines, 
Revolv’d on Heav'n’s great axle, and her reign 
® With thoufand leffer lights dividual holds, 
‘With thoufand thoufand ftars, that then appear'd 
Spangling the hemifphere ; then firft adorn’d 
‘With their bright luminaries that fet and rofe, 
Glad Ev’ning and glad Morn crown’d the fourth 
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Reptile with fpawn abundant, living foul : 

And let fowl fiy above the Earth, with wings 
Difplay’d on th’ open firmament of Heav'n; 

And God created the great whales, and each 

Soul living, each that crept, which plenteoully i 
‘The waters generated by their kinds, - 
And every bird of wing after his kind; 

And faw that it-was good, and blefs'd them, faying, 
Be fruitful, multiply, and in the feas, 

And lakes, and running ftreams the‘ waters fill ; 
And let the fowl be multiply'd on th’ Earth, 
Forthwith the founds and feas, each creek and bay 
‘With fry innumerable fwarm, and fhoals 

Of fith that with their fins and fhining f{cales 

Glide under the green wave, in {culls thut oft 
Bank the mid fea: part fingle or with mate 
Grave the fea weed their pafture, and through 


groves 

Of coral ftray, or fporting with quick glance 

Shew to the fun their wav'd cofts dropt with gold, 

Or im their pearly hells at eafe, attend 

Moft nutriment, er under rocks their food 

In jointed armour watch: on fmooth the feal, 

And bended dolphins play : part huge of bulk 

Wallowing unwieldy, enormous in their gate 

‘Tempeft the ocean : there Leviathan, 

Hugett of living creatures, on the deep 

Streach’d like a promontory, fleeps or fwima, 

And feems a moving land, and at his gills 

Draws in, and at his trunk fpouts out a fea. 

Mean while the tepid caves, and fens, and fhores, 

“Their brood as numerous hatch, from th’ egg that 
foon 

Burfting with kindly-rupture forth difclos’d 

‘Their callow young, but feathcr’d foon and fledge 

‘They fumm’d their pens, and foaring th’ air fu- 
biime 

With clang defpis’d the ground, under a cloud 

In profpedt ; there the eagle and the fork 

On cliffs and-cedar tops tbeir eyries build = 

Part loofly wing the region, part more wife 

In common, rang’d jn figute, wedge their way, 

Intelligent of feafons, and fet forth 

Their airy caravan high over feas 

Flying, and over Jands with mutual wing 

Eafing their flight; fo fteers the prudent crane ped 

Her annwal voyage, borne on winds; the air ? 

Flotes, as they pafs, fann’d with unnurcher'd 

umes + 

Prost ek to branch the fmaller birds with fong 

Solac’d the woods, and {pread their painted wings, 

Till ev’n, nor then the folemn nightingale 

Ceas'd warbling, but all night tun’d her foft lays: 

Others on filver lakes and rivers bath’d 

Their downy breaft; the fwan, with arched neck, 

Between her vhite wings mantling proudly, rows 

Her ftate with oary feet ; yet oft they quit 

The dank, and rifing on ftiff penons, tower 

The mid aereal fky: otherson ground [founds 

Walk’d firm: the crefted cock, whofe clarion 

The filent hours, and th’ other whofe gay train - 

Adorns him, colour’dwith the florid hue 

‘Of rainbows and ftarry eyes, “Fhe-waters thus 

With fith replenifh’d, and the air wii owl, 
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The fixth, and of creation laft arofe 
‘With evening harps and matin, when God faid 
Let th’ Earth bring forth foul living in her kind, 
Cattle and creeping things, and beaft ofth’ Earth, 
Each in their kind. The Earth obey’d, and ftrait 
Opening her fertile womb, teem’d at a birth 
Tmnumcrous living creatures, perfe& fornasy 
Limb’d and fall grown; out of the ground uprofe 
‘As from his lair the wild beait, where he wens 
In foreft wild, in thicket, brake, or den; 
‘Among the trees in pairs they rofe, they walk’d : 
"The cattle in the fields and meadows green : 
‘Thofe rare and folitary, thefe im flocks 
Pafturing at once, and im broad herds upfprung. 
‘The grafly clods now calv’d, now half appear'd 
"The tawny lion, pawing to get free 
His hinder parts, then fprings as broke from bonds, 
‘And rampant fhakes his brinded mane ; the ounce, 
"Vhe libard and the tiger, a3 the mole 
Rifing, the crumbled ‘earth above them threw 
In hillocks : the fwife ftag from undes ground 
Bore up his branching head : farce from his mould 
Behemoth, biggeft born of Earth, upheav’d 
His vaftnefs: ficec'd the flocks and bleating rofe, 
‘As plants: ambiguous between fea and land 
"The river horfe and feaily crocodile. 

‘At once came forth whatever creeps the ground, 
Infeét or worm : thofe wav’d their limber fans 
For wings, and fmalleft lineaments exact 
Jn all the liveries deck’d of Summer's pride, 
‘With fpots of gold and urple, azure and green = 
Thefe as in a ine their long dimenfion drew 
Streaking the ground with finuous trace ; not all 
Minims of Nature; fome of ferpent kind, 
‘Wondrous in length and corpulence, involv'd 
‘Their fnaky folds, and added wings. F arf crept 
"The parfimonious emmet, provident 
Of future, in {mall room large heast inclos’d, 
Pattern of juft equality, per 
Hereafter, joined in her popular tribes 
Of commonality + Serarming next appear’d 
“I'he female bee, that feeds her hufband drone 
Delicioufly, and builds her waxen cells 
‘With honey ftor'd : the reft are numberlefs, 
* And thou their natures know’ft, and gav’ft them 
~Needlefs to thee repeated; nor unknown [names, 
“he ferpent fubtleft beaft of all the field, 
Of huge, extent fometimes, with brazen eyes 
And hairy mane Crrific, though to thee 
Not Noxious, but obedient at thy call. 

‘Now Heav’n in all her glory fhone, and roll’d 
Her motions, as the great firft Mover's hand 
Firft wheel'd their coutfe ; Earth in her rich attire 
Confummate lovely {mil’d 5 air, water, earth, 
By fowl, fith, beait, was flown, was fwum, was 

walk'd 
Frequent; and of the fixth day yet remain’d ; 
‘There wanted yet the mafter work, the end 
OF all yet done; a creature who not prone 
‘And brute as other creatures, but endow’d 
With fanGity of reafon, might ere& 
His ftature, and upright with front ferene 
iGovern the reft, felf-knowing, and from thence 
ore “us to correfpond with Heav'n, 
grateful to acknowledge whence his good 
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Defcends, thither with heart, and voice, and eyes 
Direéted in devotion, to adore 2 





& 


‘And worthip God fupreme, whe made him chief “+ 

Of all his werks : therefore th” Omnipotent 

Eternal Father (for where is not he 

Prefent ?) thus to his Son audibly fpake = 
Let us make now Man in our image, Man 

In our fimilitade, and let them rule : 

Over the fith and fowl of fea, and air, 

Beatt of the field, and over all the Earth, 

‘And every. creeping thing that creeps the ground. 

"This faid, he form’d thee, Adama, thee, O mar, 

Duft of the ground, and in thy noftrils breath’d . 

The breath of life; in his own image he 

Created thee, in the image of God 

Exprefs, and thou becam’it = living Goul. 

Male he created thee, but thy ag” 

Female for race; then blefs'd Mankindyand Gd. 

Be fruitful, multiply, and fill the Earth,” . 

Subdue it, and throughout dominion hold 

Over fith ef the fea, and fow! of th’ air, 

And every living thing that moves on th’ Earth. 

‘Wherever thus created, for no place 

Is yet diftiné by name, thence, as thou know’, 

He brought thee into this deliciows grove, 

‘This garden, planted with the trees of Ged, 

Delegtable beth to behold and tafte ; 

‘And freely all their pleafant frait for food ; 

Gave thee ; all sin) ae pete Pine all th” sede 

Variety without end; but tree is 

Which tafted works knowledge of good anion 

‘Thou may’t not ; in the daythou eat'ft, thondy’s 5 

Death is the penalty impos’d 5 beware, ; 

And govern well thy appetite, left Sin 

Surprife thee, and her black attendant Death. 7 
Here finifh’d he; and all that he bad made 

View'd ; and behold all was entirely $ 

So Ev'n and Morn accomplifh’d the fixth day > 

Yet not till the Creator from bis work 

Defifting though unwearied, u return’d, 

Up to the Heav'n of Heav'ns is high abode, 

‘Thence to behold this new-created world, 

Th’ addition of his empire, how it fhew’d 

In profpedt from his throne, how good, how fair, 

An{wering his great idea. Up he rode 

Follow’d with acclamation and the found 

Symphonious of ten thoufand harps that tun'd 

Angelic harmonies: the earth, the air 

Reiounded, (thou remember’ft, for thon heard’) 

"The Heav’ns and all the conftellations rung. 

‘The planets in their ftation lift'ning ftood, 

While the bright pomp afcended jubilant. 

Open, ye everlafting Gates, they fung, 

Open, ye Heav'ns, your living doors; let ia 

The great Creator from his work retern’d 

Magnificent, bis fix day’s work, a World; 

Open, and henceforth oft ; for God will deign 

To vifit oft the dwellings of juft Men 

Delighted, and with frequent intercourfe 

‘Thither will fend his winged meffengers 

On errands of fupernal grace. So fung 

‘The glorious train afcending + he through Heav'n, 

‘That open’d wide her blazin; portals, led 

“Lo God’s eternal houfe direét the way, 

A road and ample road, whofe duft is gold 
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And pavement ftars, as ftars to thee appear, 
Seen in the galaxy, that milky way, 
Which nightly as a circling zone thou feeft 
Powder’d with ftars. And now. on Earth the 
Evening arofe in Eden, for the fun [feventh 
“Was fet, and twilight from the eait came on, 
Forerunning Night ; when at the holy mount 
Of Heav’n’s high-feated top th’ imperial throne 
Of Godhead, fix’d for ever firm and fure, 
‘The Filial Power arriv'd, and fat him down 
With his great Father, for he alfo went 
Invifible, yet Ray’d, ({uch privilege 
Hath Omniprefence) and the work ordain’d, 
Author and end of all things, and from work 
Now refting, blefs’d and hallow’d the fev’nth day, 
As refting on that day from all his work, 
But not in filence holy keep; the harp 
Had work and refted not, the folemn pipe, 
And dulcimer, ail organs of {weet ftop, 
All founds on fret by ftring or golden wire 
‘Bemper'd foft tunings, intermix’d with voice 
Choral or unifon : of incenfe clouds 
Fuming from golden cenfers hid the mount. 
Creation and the fix days act they fung, 
reat are thy works, Jehovah, infinite (tongue 
P'Thy power: what thought can meafure thee or 
Re thee? greater now in thy return 
‘Than from the giant angels; thee that day 
‘Thy thunders magnify’d; but to create 
Je greater than created to deftroy. 
Who can im ir thee, mighty King, or bound 
Thy empire? cafily the proud attanpt 
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| OF fpirits apoftate and their counfels vain 
Thou haft repell’d, while impioully they thought 
| Thee to diminifh,and from thee withdraw 
! The number of thy worfhippers. Who fecks 
Yo leffen thee againft his purpofe ferves 
| To manifest the more thy might; his evil = 
; Thou-ufett, and from thence creat’lt more good, 
| Witnefs this new-made World, another Heav'n 
From Heav’n gate not far, founded in view 
On the clear hyaline, the giaffy fed ; 
Of amplitude almoft immenfe, with ftars 
Numerous, and every ftar perhaps a world 
| Of deftin’d habitation ; but thou know’ tt 
! Their feufons: among thefe the feat of men, 
Earth wich her nether ocean circumfus’d, 
; ‘Their pleafant dwelling place. ‘Thrice happy men, 
| ana fons of meh, whom God hath thus advanc’d 
Created in his image, there to dwell 
And worthip him, and in reward to rule 
| Over his works, on earth, in fea, or air, 
And multiply a race of worfhippers 
Fioly and juit: thrice happy if they knew 
‘Ther happinefs, and perlevere upright. 
So fung they ; and the empyrean rung 
* With halleluiahs : thus was fabbath kept. 
And thy requeft think now fulftll’d, that aik’d 
How firit this World and face of things began, 
«ud what before thy memory was done 
| #rom the beginning, that polterity 
{ Inform’d by thee might know ; if elfe thou feck 
{ Ought, noe furpaifing hunan meafure, fey. 
i 
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BOOK VII, 


The Argument. 


‘Adam inquices concerning celeftial motions, is doubtfully anfwer'd, and exhorted to fearch rather 


things more worthy of knowledge : 


‘Adam affents, and ftill defirous to detain Raphacl, relates to 


him what he temember'd fince his own creation, his placing in Paradife, his talk with God concern~ 
ing folitude and fit fociety, his fir meeting and nuptials with Eve, his difcourfe with the apge! 
thereupon ; who after admonitions repeated departs. oS 


"Tue angel ended; and in Adam's car 

So charming left his voice, that he a while 

‘Thought him ftill fpeaking, ftill ftood fix’d to hear ; 

‘Then as new wak’d thus gratefully reply’d + 
‘What thanks fufficient, or what recompenfe 

Equal have I to render thee, divine 

Hiftorian, who thus largely hait allay’d 

The thirk I had of knowledge, and vouchfaf'd 

‘This friendly conde(cenfion to relate 

Things clfe by me unfearchable, now heard 

With wonder, but delight, and as is duc, 

With glory attributed to the high 

Creator 3 fomething yet of doubt remains, 

Which only thy folution can refolve. 

When I behold this goodly frame, this world 

Of Heav'n and Earth confifting, and compute 

Their magnitudes, this Earth, a fpot, a grain, 


»An atom, with the firmament compar’d 


And all her number’d ftars, that feem to roll 
Spaces facomprehenfible (for fuch 

Their diftance argues and their fwift return 
Diurnal) merely to officiate light 

Round this opacious Earth, this punétual fpot, 
One day and night in all their vat furvey 
Ufelefs befides 5 reafoning 1 oft admire, 

How Nature wife and frugal could commit 
Such dilproportions, with fuperfluous hand 

So many nobler bodies to create, 

Greater fo manifold to this one ufe, 

For ought appears, and, on their orbs impofe 
Such reftlefs refolution day by day 

Repeated, while the fedentary Earth, 

‘That Letter might with far tefs compafs move, 


; Scrv’d by more noble than herfelf, attains 


Her end without leaft motion, and receives, 


as tribute, Tuch a fumlefs journey brought 


Of incorporeal feed, her warmth and light; 
Speed, to defcribe whofe fwiftnels number fails. 
So {pake our Sire; and by his count’nance feem’d 
Ent’ring on ftudious thoughts abftrufe, which Eve 
Perceiving where fhe fat retir din fight, 
With lowlinefs majeftic from her feat, 
And grace that won who faw to with her ttay== 
Rofe, and went forth among her fruits and flowers, 
To vifit how they profper'd, bud and bloom, 
Her nurfery; they at her coming {prung, 
And touch’d by her fair tendence gladlier grew. 
Yet went fhe not, as not with fuch difcourfe 
Delighted, or not capable her ear 
Of what was high : fuch pleafure the referv’d, 
Adam relating, the fole auditrefa; 
Her hufband the relator fhe preferr’d. 
Before the angel, and of him to afk 
Chofe rather ; he, the knew, would intermix 
Grateful digreffions, and folve high difpute 
With conjugal careffes ; from his lip 
Not words alone pleas’d her. O when meet now 
Such pairs in love and mutual honour join’d ; 
With goddefs-like demeanour forth fhe went, 
Not unattended, for on her as queen 
A pomp of winning Graces waited ftill, 
And from about her fhot darts of defire 
Into all eyes to with her ftill in fight. 
And Raphael now to Adam's doubt propos’d 
Benevolent and facile thus reply’d + 
"To afk or fearch I blame thee not; for Heav’n 
Is as the book of God before thee fet, 
Wherein to read his wondrous works, and learn 
His feafon, hours, or days, cr months, or yearg z 
This to attain, whether Hezv'n move or Karthy 
Imports not, if thou reckon right ; the refi 
From man or angel the great architect 
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Did wifely to conceal, and not divulge 
His fecrets to be feann'd by them who ought 
‘Rather admire ; or if they lift to try 
Conjeaure, he his fabric of the Heav'ns 
Hath left to their difputes, perhaps to move 
His laughter at their yoaint opinions wide 
Hereafter, when they come to model Heav'n 
And calculate the ftars, how they will wield 
The mighty frame, how build, unbuild, contrive 
‘To fave appearances, how gird the fphere 
‘With centric and eccentric {cribled o’er. 
Cycle and epicycle, orb in orb: 
Alceady by thy reafoning this I guefs, 
‘Who art to lead thy offspring, and fuppofeft 
"That bodies bright and greater should not ferve 
"The lefs not bright, nor Heav’n fuch journeys run, 
Farth fitting fil, when fhe alone receives 
"The benefit : Confider firft, that great 
Or bright infers not excellence : the Earth, 
Though in comparifon of Heav’n, fo {mall, 
Nor glift’ring, may of folid good contain 
More plenty than the Sun that barren fhines, 
Whofe virtue on itfelf works no effect, 
in the fruitful Earth ; there firft receiv’d 
Ais beams, unactive elfe, their vigour find. 
Yet not to Earth are thofe bright luminaries 
Officious, but to thee Earth’s habitant. 
And for the Heav'ns wide circuit, let it {peak 
‘The Maker’s high magnificence, who built 
So fpacious, and his line ftretch’d out fo far, 
‘That man may know he dwells not in his own ; 
An edifice too large for him to fill, 
Lodg'd in a fmall partition, and the reft 
Ordain’d for ufes to his Lord beft known. 
¢ fwiftnefs of thofe circles attribute, 
‘Though numberlefs, to his omnipotence, 
‘That to corporeal fubftances could add 
Speed almoft fpiritual; me thou think’ft not flow, 
‘Who fince the morning hour fet out from Heav'n 
‘Where God refides, and e’er mid day arriv’d 
In Eden, diftance inexpreffible 
By numbers that have name. But this f urge, 
Admitting motion in the Heav'ns, to thew 
Invalid that which thee to doubt it mov’d ; 
‘Not that I fo affirm, though fo it feem 
"To thee who haft thy dwelling here on Earth, 
God to remove his ways from human fenfe, 
Plac'd Heav'n from Earth fo far, that earthly 
fight, 
Hit prefome, might err in things too high, 
And no advantage gain. What if the fun 
Be centre to the world, and other ftars 
By his attractive virtue and their own 
Incited, dance about him various rounds ? 
"Their wand’ring courfe now high, now low, then 
Progreflive, retograde, or’ ftanding fill, {bid, 
In fix thou feeft, and what if feventh to thefe 
‘The planet Earth, fo ftedfatt though fhe feem, 
Infenfibly three different motions move ? 
‘Which elfe to feveral {pheres thou muft afcribe 
Mov'd contrary with thwart obliquities, 
Or fave the Sun his labour, and that {wift 
Noéturnal and diurnal rhomb fuppos’d, 
Invifible elfe above all ftars, the wheel 


ee eee, eee Ors re 
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If Earth induftrious of herfelf fetch day 
‘Travelling eaft, and with her part averfe 

From the fun’s beam meet night, her other part 
Still luminous by histay. What if that light 
Sent from her through the wild tran{picuous air, 
To the terreftrial moon be as a ftar - 
Inlightning her by day, as the by night 

This earth ? reciprocal, if Jand be thete, 

Fields and inhabitants : her fpots thou feeft 

As clouds, and clouds may rain, 4nd rain produce 
Fruits in her foften’d foil, for fome to eat 
Allotted there; and other funs perhaps 

With their attendant moons thou wilt defcry 
Communicating male and female light, 

Which two great fexes animate the World, 
Stor’d in each orb perhaps with fome that live. 
For fuch vaft room in Nature unpoffefs’d 

By living foul defert and defolate, 

Only to thine, yet fcarce to contribute 

Each orb a glimpfe of light, convey’d fo far 
Down to this habitable, which returns 

Light back to them, is obvious to difpute. 

But whether thus thefe things, or whether not, 
Whether the fun predominant in Heav'n 

Rife on Earth, or Earth rife on the fun, 

He from the Eaft his flaming road begin, 

Or fhe from weft her filent courfe advance 

With inoffenfive pace that {pinning fleeps 

On her foft axle, while fhe paces even, 

And bears thee foft with the fmooth air along, 
Solicit not thy thoughts with matters hid ; 
Leave them to God above, him ferve and fear g 
Of other creatures, as him pleafes bet, 
Wherever plac’d, let him difpofe : joy thou 

In what he gives to thee, this Paradife 


4 Agd thy fair Eve; Heav’n is for thee too high 


To know what paffes there; be lowly wife: 

‘Think only what concerns thee and thy being ; 

Dream not of other worlds, what creatures there 

Live, in what ftate, condition or degree, 

Contented that thus far hath been reveal’d 

Not of Earth only but of higheft Heav’n. 
Towhom thus Adam, clear’d of doubt, reply’d, 

How fully haft thou fatisfied me pure 

Intelligence of Heaw’n, Angel ferene, 

And frecd from intricacies, taught to live 

The eafieft way, nor with perplexing thoughts i 

To interrupt the fweet of life, from which 

God bath bid dwell far off all anxious cares, 

And not moleft us, unlefs we ourfelves 

Seck them with wand’ring thoughts, and notions 

But apt the mind or fancy is to rove [vain. 

Uncheck’d, and of her roving is no end; 

Till warn’d, or by experience taught, the learn, 

That not to know at large of things remote 

From ufe, obfcure and fubtile, but to know 

That which before us lies in daily life, 

Is the prime wifdom ; what is more, is fume 

Or emptinefs, or fond impertinence, 

And renders us in things that moft concern 

Unpradtiis’d, unprepar’d, and {till to feek. 

Therefore from this high pitch let us defcend 

A lower flight, and {peak of things at hand 

Ufeful, whence haply mention may are 

Of fomethine not unfeafonable to afk 


But VT, 


By :...sance and thy wonted favour deign’d, 
‘Thee I have heard relating what was done 
E’er my remembrance : now hear me relate 
My itory, which perhaps thou haft not heard; 
And day is not yet fpent; till then thou feeft 
How fubtly to detain thee I devife, 
_ Inviting thee to hear while | relate, 
* Fond, were it not in hope of thy reply: 
For while J fit with thee, 1 fcem in Heav’a,- 
And fweeter thy difcourfe is to my ear 
‘Than fruits of palm-tree pleafanteft to thirft 
And hunger both, from labour, at the hour 
Of fweet repaft; they fatiate, and foon fill 
‘Though pleafant, but thy words with grace divine 
Imbued, bring to their fweetnefs no fatiety. 
To whom thus Raphael anfwer’d heav'nly meck. 
Nor are thy lips ungraceful, Sire of Men, 
Nor tongue ineloquent ; for Ged on thee 
Abundantly his gifts hath alfe pour’d 
Juward and outward both, his image fair: 
Speaking or mute, all comelinefa and grace 
Attends thee, and each word; each motion forms; 
Nor lefs think we in Heav’n of thee on Earth 
‘Than of our fellow-fervant, and inquire 
Gladly into the ways of God with Man : 
Lor God we fee bath honour’d thee, and fet 
On man his equat love : fay therefore on; ° 
For I that day was abfent, as befel, 
Bound on a voyage uncouth and obfcure, 
Far on excurfion tow’rd the gates of Hell ; 
Squar'd in fall legion (fuch command we had) 
‘To fee that none thence iffaed forth a fpy, 
Or enemy, while God was ia his work, 
Left he, incens’¢ at fuch eruption bold, 
Deftrution with creation might have mix'd, 
Not that they durft without his leave attempt, 
But us he fends upon his high behefts 
For ftate,.as Sov‘reign King, and to inure 
Our prompt obedience. Faft we found, fait fhut, 
‘The difmal gates, and barricado’d ftrong ; 
But long ¢'er our approaching heard within 
Noife, other than the found of dance or fong, 
Torment and loud lament, and furious rage. 
Glad we return’d upto the Coatts of Light 
Fer Gabbath evening: fo we had in charge. 
But thy relation now ; for I attend, 
Pleaf'd with thy words no lIefs than thou with 
mine, ‘ 
So fpake the godlike Power; and thus our Sire. 
For man to tell.how human life began 
Is hard; {or who himfelf beginning knew? 
Defire witheece Rill longer to converfe 
Induc’d mé, As new wak’d from foundeft fleep 
Soft on the flowery herb I found me laid 
In balmy fweat, which with kgs beams the fun 
Soon dry’d, and on the reeking moifture fed. 
Strait toward Heav'n my wond’ring eyes I turn’d, 
And gaz'd a while the ample fky, till rais’d 
By quick inftin@ive motion up 1 fprung, 
As thitherward endeavouring, and upright 
Stood on my feet; about me round I faw 
Hill, dale, and fhady woods, and funny plains, 
And liqaid lapfe of murm'ring flreams; by thefe, 
Creatures that liv’d and mov’d, and walk’d, or 
flew. 
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Birds on the branches warbling ; all things finil’d, 

With fragrance and with joy my heart o’erflow'd. 

Myfelf I then perus’d, and linth by limb 

Survey’d, and fometimes went, and fometimes ran 

With fupple joints, as lively vigour led ; 

But who I was, or where or from what caufe, 

Knew not; to fpeak I try’d, and forthwith fpake; 

My tongue obey’d, and readily could name 

Whate’er I faw. ‘hex Sun, faid I, fair light, 

And thou enlighten’d Earth, fo frefh and gay, 

Ye hills, and dales, ye rivers, woods, and plains, 

And ye that live and move, fair creatures tell, 

Tell if ye faw, how came I thus, how here ; 

Not of myfelf ; hy fome great Maker then, 

In goodnefs and in power przeminent ; 

Tell me how may I know him, how adore 

From whom I have that thus I move and live, 

And feel that I am happier than I know. 

While thus I call’d, and flray’d, I knew not whi- 
ther, 

From where T firft drew atr, and firft beheld 

This happy light, when anfwer none return’d, 

On agreen fhady bank profufe of flowers 

Penfive I fat me down ; there gentle Sleep 

Firft found me, and with foft oppreflion fcis’d 

My droufed fenfe, untroubled, though I thought 

I then was pafling to my former ftate 

Infenfible, and forthwith to diffolve : 

When fuddenly ftood at my head a Dream, 

Whofe inward apparition gently mov’d 

My fancy to believe 1 yet had being, 

And liv'd : One came, methought of fhape divine, 

And faid, Thy manfion wants thee, Adam, rife, 

Firft Man, of men innumerable ordain’d 

Firft Father, call’d by thee I come thy guide 

To the Garden of Biifs, thy feat prepar’d. . 

So faying, by the hand he took me rais’d, 

And over fields and waters, as in air 

Smooth’ fliding without ftep, laft led me up 

A woody mountain, whofe high top was plain, 

A circuit wide, inclos’d, with goodlieft trees 

Planted, with walks, and bowers, that what I faw 

Of Earth before fcarce pleafant feem’d. Each tree 

Loaden with faireft fruit that hung to th’ eye 

‘Tempting, ftirr’d in ‘me fudden appetite 

‘To pluck and eat ; whereat I wak’d and found 

Before mine eygs all real, as the dream 

Had lively fhadow’d : here had new begun 

My wand’ring, had not he who was my guide 

Up hither, from among the trees appear’d, 

Prefence divine. Rejoicing, but with awe, 

In adoration at his feet J fell 

Submif, : he myar’d me, and whom thou fought’ 

Suid mildly, author of all this thou feet - [T am, 

Above, or round about thee, or heneath, 

‘This Paradife { give thee, count it thine 

To till and keep, and of the fruit to eat 

Of every tree that in the garden grows, 

Eat freely with glad heart ; for here ne dearth 3 

But of the tree whofe operation brings . 

Knowledge of good and ill, which I have fet 

‘The pledge of thy obedience and thy faith, 

Amid the garden by the tree of life, 

Remember what I warn thee, fhun to tafte, 

And fhun the bitter confeaucnce : for know 
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‘The day thon eat'ft thereof, my fole command 
"Tranfgrefe’d, inevitably thou fhalt die, 

From that day mortal, and this happy ftate 
Shalt lofe, expell’d from hence into a world 
Of woe and ferrow. Sternly he pronoune’d 
‘The rigid in crdicion, which rcfonnds 

Vet dreadtul in mine ear, though in my choice 

| Not to incur; but foon his clear aipedt 
Return'd, and gracious purpofe thus renew’d. 
Not only thefe fair bounds, but all the Earth 
‘To thee and to thy race I give; aslords "” 
Poltefs it, aud ali things that therein live, 

Or five in fea, or air, beaf, fifh, and fowl. 
In fign whereof each bird and beaft behold 
After their kinds ; I bring them to receive 
From thee their names, and pay thee fealty 
‘With low fubjection ; underftand the fame 
Of firth within their watry refidence, 
Not hither fummon'd, fince they cannot change 
Their element to draw the thinner air. 
As thus he fpake, each bird and beaft behold 
Approaching two and two ; thefe cow’ring low, 
‘With blandithment, each bird ftoop’d on his wing. 
I nam’d them, as they pafs’d, and underftood 
Their nature, with fach knowledge God indued 
My Sudden apprehenfion : but in thefe 
nd not what methought I wanted ftill ; 

<i to the heaw’nly Vifion thus prefum'd. 

~” Q hy what name, for thou above all thefe, 
Above mankind, or ought than mankind higher, 
Surpaffeft far my naming, how may I 
Adore thee, Author of this univerfe, 

And all this good to man ? for whofe well being 

So amply, and with hands fo liberal, : 

‘Thou haft provided all things : but with me 

fee not who partakes. In folitude 

happinefs? who can enjoy alone, 

Or all enjoying, what contentment find ? 

‘Thus I prefumptuous ; and the Vifion bright, 

Aswith a {mile more brighten’d, thus reply'd + 
What call’{t thou Solitude ? is not the Earth 

‘With various living creatures, and the air 

Replenith’d, and all thefe at thy command 

‘To come and play before thee ? know’ft thou not 

‘Their Jenguage and their ways? they alto know, 

And reafon not contemptibly ; with thefe 

Find pattime and bear rule ; thy realm is large. 

So fpake the univerfal Lord, and feem’d 

So ord’ring. 1 with leave of fpeech implor'd, 

‘And humble deprecation thus reply’d. 

Let not my words offend thee, heaw’nly Power ; 

My maker, be propitious while 1 fpcak. 

Haft thou not made me here thy fypftitute, 

And thefe inferior far beneath me fet ? 

Among uncquals what fociety 

Can fort, what harmony or true delight ? 

Which mutt be mutual, in proportion due 

Giv'n and receiv’d; but in difparity 

‘Tne one intenfe, the other ftill remifs 

‘, Cannot well fuit with either, but foon prove 

‘Tedious alike : of fellowthip I fpeak 
Such as I feek, fit to participate 

‘All rational delight, wherein the brute 
Cannot be human confort ; they rejoice 
Each with their kind, lion with lionefs ; 
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Much lefs can bird with beaft, or fifh with fowl 
So well converfe, nor with the ox the ape 5 
Worfe then can man with beaft, and leait of all. 

Whereto th’ Almighty anfwer’d not difpleas’d. 
A nice and fubtile happineis I fee 
Thou to thyfelf propofelt, in the choice 
Of thy affociates, Adam, and wilt tafte 
No pleafure, though in pleafure, folitary. 

‘Whut think’ft thou then of mc, and this my ftate ? 
Secm J to thee fufficiently poffefs’d 

Of happinefs or not ? who am alone 

From all eternity, for none I know 

Second to me or like, equal much lefs. 

How have I then with whom to hold converfe 
Save with the creatures which I made, and thofe 
To me inferior, infinite defcents . 

Beneath what other creatures are to thee ? 

He ceas'd ; I lowly anfwer'd, Toattain * 
The height and depth of thy eternal ways 
Allbuman thoughts come fhort, Supreme of things; 
‘Thou in thyfelf art pericé, and in thee 
Is no deficience found : not fo is man, 

But in degree the caufe of his defire 

By converfation with his like to help, 

Or folace his defects, No need that thou 
Should’ propagate, already infinite, 

And through all numbers abfolute, though one ; 
But man by number is to manifeft 

His fingle imperfedtion, and beget’ 

Like of his like, his image multiply’d, 

In unity defective, which requires 

Collateral love, and deareft amity. 

"Thou in thy fecrefy although alone, 

Beit with thyfelf accompanied, feek’ft not 

Social communication, yet fo pleas’d, 

Cunft raife thy creature to what height thou wilt 
Of union or communion, deify’d ; 

I by converfing cannot thefe ere 

From prone, nor in their ways complacence find. 
Thus I imbolden’d fpake, and freedom us'd 
Permiffive, and acceptance found, which gain’d 
This anfwer from the gracious voice divine, 

‘Thus far to try thee, Adam, I was pleas’d, 
And find thee knowing not of beafts alone, 
Which thou had rightly nam’d, but of thyfelf, 
Exprefling well the fpirit within thee free, 

My image, not imparted to the brute, 

Whofe fellowihip therefore unmeet for thee 
Good reafon was thou freely thouldtt diflike © 
And be fo minded ftill ; J, e’er thou fpak’ft, 
Knew it not good for man to bg alops 

‘And no fuch company as then thou fatv’ft 
Intended thee, for trial only brought, 

To fee how thou could’ft judge of fit and meet + 
‘What next I bring thal pleafe thee, be affur’d, 
‘Thy likenefs, thy fit help, thy other felf, 

Thy with exadtly to thy heart’s defire. 

He ended, or | heard no more ; for now 
My earthly by his heav’nly ov. srpower'd, 
Which it had long ftood w » ftrain’d to th’ 
In that celeftial colloquy fublimé, (height 
As with an objeét that excells the fenfe é 
Dazzled and fpent, funk down and fought repais 
Of Sleep, which inftantly fell on me, calltd 
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By Nature asin aid, and clos'’d mine eyes. 

Mine eyes he clos d, but open left the cell 

Of fancy my internal fight, by which 

Abjitraé as in a trance methought I faw, 

‘Though fleeping, where I lay, and faw the fhape 

Still glorious before whom awakc I ftood : 

Who ftooping open’d my left fide, and took 

From thence a rib, with cordial {pirits warm, 

And life-blood ftreaming frefh; wide was the 
wound, : 

But fuddenly with feth fill'd up and heal’d : 

‘The rib he form’d and fafhion’d with his hands ; 

Under his forming hands a creature grew 

Manlike, but different fex, fo lovely fair, 

‘That what feem’d fair in all the world, f 

Mean, or in her famm'd up, in her cont 

And in her looks, which from that time 

Sweetness into my heart unfelt before, 

And into all things from her air infpir’d 

‘The {pirit of love and amorous delight. 

She difappear’d, and left me dark : 1 wak’d 

‘Yo find her, or for ever to deplore 

Her fofs, and other pleafures al] abjure : 

‘When out of hope, behold her, not far off, 

Such as f faw her in my dream, adorn’d 

‘With what all Earth or Heaven could beftow 

‘To make her amiable ; on fhe came, 

Led by her heav'nly Maker, though unfeen, 

And guided by his voice, nor uninform’d 

Of nuptal’s fan@ity and marriage rites ¢ 

Grace was in all her fteps, Heav’n in her e7e, 

In every gefture dignity and Inve. 

J overjoy'd could not forbear alu.l. 

‘This turn-hath made amends; chow hatt fulfil 
"Thy words, Creator bounteous 33 
Giver of all things fair, but fairelt 
Of all thy gifts, nor envici. 1 new fee 
Bone of my bone, flefh of my ficth, roy fit 
Before me ; Woman is her name, of Man 
Extracted; for this caufe he thail forgo 
Father and mother, aud to his wife adhere 5 
And they fhall be one Achh, one 

She heard me thus; and tho’ div 
Yet innocence and virgin modefly, 
Her virtue and the conicience of her worth, 
"hat would be woo’d, and not unfought be won, 
Not obvious, not obtrufive, but retir’d 
The more defirable, or to fay ail, 

Nature herfelf, though pure of finful thought, 
Wrought in her fo, that fecing me, fhe turn’d; 
1 follow'd ims, fhe what was honour knew, 
And with obj ajefty approv’d 

My pleaded reaion. ‘lo the nuptial bower 
Uled her blufhing like the Morn: all Huav’a, 
And happy conttellations on that hour | 

Shed their feleéteft influence ; the Earth 

Gave fign of gratulation, and each bill; 
Joyous the birds; frefh gales aud gentle airs 
Whitper'd it to the woods, and from their wings 
Flung rofe, hung odours from the fpicy fhrub, 
Difporting till the amorous bird of night 

Sune {poufal, and bid hafte the evening ftar 
On his kill top, to light the bridal lamp. 
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. Thus have I told thee all my ftate, and brought 


My ftory te the fum of earthly bills 
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Which I enjoy, and mutt confefs to fad 

In all things elfe delight indeed, but fuch 

As us’d or not, works in the mind no change, 
Nor vehement defire, thefe delicacies [ers, 
I mean of tafte, fight, fmell, herbs, fruits, and fow= 
Walks, and the melody of birds; but here 

Far otherwife, tranfported I behold, 

Tranfported touch ; here paffion firf I felt, 
Commotion ftrange, in all enjoyments elfe 
Superior and unmov’d, here only weak. 

Again3 the charm of Beauty s powerful glance, 
Or nature fail’d in me, and left fome part 

Not proof enough fuch obje@ to fuftain, 

Or from my fide fubducting, took. f@@rhaps 

More than enough; at Jeaft on her beftow'd 

‘Yoo much of ornament, in outward fhew’ 
Elaborate, of inward lefs exact. 

For well I underftand in the prime end 

Of Nature her th’ inferior, in the mind 

And inward faculties which mot excel, 

Jn outward alfo ber refembling lefs 

His image who made both, and lefs expreffing 
“The charaéter of that dominion given 

O’er other creatures; yet when I approach 
Her lovelinefs, fo abfulute fhe feen:s, 

And in herfelf complete, fo well to know 
Her own, that what fhe wills to do or fay 
Seems wifet, virtuoufeft, difcreetedt, beft ; 
Alt higher knowledge in her prefence falls 
Degraded, Wifdom in difcourfe with her 
Lofes difcountenanc’d, and like Folly fhews ; 
Authority and Reafon on her wait, 

As one intended firft, not after made 
Oceafionally ; and to confummute all, 
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G {3 of miud, and Noblenefs their feat 
Piald in her lovelict, and create an awe 
f agaard angelic plac’d, 

H : angel with contrated brow. 


h done her part; 

ot diifident 

eres chee not, if thou 

2 % thou need’ft her nigh, 









ir no doubt, and w 
thing, thy honouring, and 
Not thy fubje@ion: weigh with her thyteli; 
"rhen value : oft-times nothing profits more, 
‘Phan felf efteemt, grounded on juft and right 
Well manag’d; of that frill the more thou know’ ft, 
‘The more the will acknowledge thce her head, 
And to realities yield all her thews : 

Made fo adorn for thy delight the more, 

So awful, that with honour thou may'ft love 

Thy mute, who fees when thou art feen Ieaft wife. 
Butif the fenfe of touch whereby mankind 

Is propagated feem fach dear delight 

Beyond all other, think the fame vouchfaf*d 

To cattle and each beaft ; which would not be 

‘To them made common and divulg’d, if ought 
Therein enjoy’d were worthy to fubdue 

The foul of man, or paflion in him move, ¢ 
What higher in her fociety thou find’ft 
Autractive, human, rational, love till; 
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a 
In loving thou doft well, in a paffion not, 
‘Wherein true love confifts not ; Love refines 
‘The thoughts, and heart inlarges, hath his feat 
In reafon, and is judicious, is the feale 
By which to heav’nly love thou mayft afcend, 
‘Not funk in carnal pleafure, for which caufe 
Among the beafts no mate for thee was found. 
"To whom thus half abath’d Adam reply'd : 
Neither her outfide form’d fo fair, nor ought 
In procreation common to all kinds 
(Though higher of the genial bed by far, 
Av: with myiterious reverence I deem) 
So vuuch delights me, as thofe graceful acts, 
"Thoi- :houfan® decencies that daily flow 
From wll her words and actions mix’d with love 
And fweet compliance, which declare unfeign'd 
Union of mind, or in us both one foul; 
Harmony to behold in wedded pair 
More grateful than harmonious found to th’ ear. 
Yet thefe fubjedts not ; I to thee difclofe 
‘What inward thence I feel, not therefore foil’d, 
Who meet with various objects, from the fenfe 
Verioufly reprefenting ; yet {till free 
Approve the beft, and follow what I approve. 
To Igve thou blam’ft me not, for love thou fay’ft 
‘8 up to Heav’n, is both the way and guide ; 
ear with me then, if lawful what I ail ; 
‘Love not the heav’nly fp’rits, and how their love 
‘Exprefs they, by looks only’, or do they mix 
Yrradiance, virtual or immediate touch ? 
To whom the angel, with a fmile that glow’d 
Celeftial rofy red, Love’s proper hue, 
‘Anfwer'd, Let it {uffice thee that thou know'tt 
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Us happy’, and without love on"happinefs, 
Whatever pure thou in the body’ enjoy*ft 
{And pure thou wert created) we enjoy 
Jn eminence, and obftacle find none 
Of membrane, joint, or limb, exclufive bars 5 
Eafier than air with air, if {p’rits embrace, 
Total they mix, union of pure with pure = 
Defiring ; nor reftrain’d conveyance need 
As flefh to mix with fich, or foul with foul, 
But I can now no more ; the parting fun 
Beyond the Earth's green cape and verdant ifles 
Hefperian fets, my fignal to. depart. 
Be ftrong, live happy, and love, but firft of all 
Him whom to love is to obey, and keep 
His great command ; take heed leit pafiton fway 
Thy judgment to do ought, which elfe free will 
Would not admit ; thine and of all thy fons 
The weal or woe in thee is plac’d ; beware, 
Lin thy perfevering fhall rejoice, 
And all the Bleft : ftand fait; to ftand or fall 
Free in thine own arbitrement it lies, 
Perfe& within, no outward aid require ; 
And al) temptation to tranfgrefs repel. 

So faying, he arofe ; whom Adam thus 
Follow’d with benediction : fince to part, 
Go heav'nly gueft, ethereal meffenger, 
Sent from whofe fovreign goodnefs | adore. 
Gentle to me and affable hath been 
Thy conde‘cenfion, and fhall be honour'd ever 
With grateful memory : thou to mankind 
Be good and friendly fill, and oft return. 

So parted they, the angel up to Heav'n 
From the thick hade, and Adam to his bower. 
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BOOK Ix, 


The Argument. 


Satan having Compaifed the earth with meditated guile; returns as a mift by night into Paradife, en« 
ters into the ferpent fleping. Adam and Eve, in the morning, go forth to their labours, which 
Eve propofes to divide in feveral places, each labouring apart : Adam confents not, allegi~ the 


danger, leit that enemy, of whom they were forewarned, thould attempt her found alone : Ev’, 
joath to be thought not circumfpect or firm enough, urges her going apart, the rather defirous eS 





make trial of her ftrength; Adam at laft yields: the ferpent finds her alone; his fubtile approach, 


fir gazing, then fpeaking, with :nuch Battery, extolling 





Eve above all other creatures. Eve, wore 


dering to hear the ferpent fpex!., atks how he attained to hurnan fpeech and fuch underftanding not 
till now ; the ferpent anfwers, that by tafting of a certain tree in the garden, he attained both to 
Speech and reafon, till then void of both: Eve requircs him to bring her to that tree, and finds ite 
he the Tree of Knowledge forbidden: ‘The ferpent, now grown bolder, with many wiles and 35 

+gumehts, induces her at length to cat: fhe, pleafed with the tafte, deliberates a while whether to™s 
impart thereof to Adam or not; at laft brings him of the fruit, relates what perfuaded her to eat 
thereof: Adam, at firft amazed, but perceiving her loft, refolves, through vehemence of love, to 
perith with her; and, extenuating the trefpafs, eats alfo of the fruit : the effects thereof in them 
both; they feck to cover their nakednefs; then fall to variance and accufation of one another. 


No more of talk where God or Angel gueft 
‘With Man, ag with his friend, familiar us'd 
To fit inulyent, and with him partake 

RuraJ repaft, permitting him the while 
Venial difcourfs unblam’d; 1 now muft change 
Thofe nowgg to tragic; foul diftruit and breach 
Difloyal On rag of man, revoit, 

‘And difobédience : on the part of Heav'n 
Now alienated, dittance and diftafte, 

Anger and jult rebuke, and judgment giv’n, 
That brought into this world, a world of woe, 
Sin and her fhadow Death, and Mifery 
Death's harbinger : fad tak, yet argument 
Not efs, but more heroic than the wrath 

Of ftern Achilles on his foe purfu’d 

‘Thrice fugitive about ‘Troy walls or rage 

Of Toruus for Lavinia difefpous’d, 

Or Neptane’s ire, ov juno’s, that fo long 
Perplex'd the Greek and Cytherea’s fon ; 

If anfwegable itile 1 can obtain 

Of my celeftial Patronefs, who deigns 

Her nightly vilitation unimplor'd, 


And diétates to me flumb’ring, or infpires 
Eafy my unpremeditated verfé t 

Since firft this fubje@ for heroic fong 
Pleas’d me long choofing, and beginning Jate ; 
Not fedulous by nature to indite 

Wars, hitherto the only argument 

Heroic deem'd, chief mai’ ry to diffec 

With long and tedious havock fabled knights 
In battles feign’d ; the better fortitude 

Of Patience and heroic Martyrdom 
Unfung ; or to deicribe races and games, 

Or tilting furniture, imblazon’d fhields, 
Impreffes quaint, caparifons and fteeds ; 
Bafes and tinfel trappings, gorgeous knights 
At jouft and tournament; then marfhal'd feaft 
Serv‘ up in hal. with fewers, and fenehhalls; 
The fkili of artifice or office mean, 

Not that which juftly gives heroic name 

To perfon or to poem. Me of thefe 

Nor fkill’d, nor ftudious, higher argument 
Remains, fufficient of itfelf to raife 

"That name, unlefs an age too late or cold 
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Is centre, yet extends to all; fo thon 

Centring recciv’ft from all thofe orbs; in thee, 

Not in themfelves, eli their known virtue’ ap- 
pears 

Productive in herb, plant, and nobler birth 

Of creatures animate with gradual life 

Of growth, fenfe, reafon, all fumm’d up in man, 

With what delight could I have walk’d thee 
round, . 7 

If I could joy in ought, fweet interchange 

Of hiil, and valley, rivers, woods, and plains, 

Now land, now fea, and fhores, with foreft 
crown’d, 

Rocks, dens, and caves! but ‘I in none of thefe 

Find place or retage; and the more 1 fee 

Pleafures about me, fo much more ! feel 

‘Torment within me’, as from the hateful fiege 

Of contraries ; all good to me becomes 

Lune,and in Heav'n much worle would be my 

But neither here feck 1; no, nor in Heaw’n [fate. 

‘Lo dwell, unlefs by mait’ring Heav'n’s Supreme 3 

Nor hope to be myfelf lefs miferable 

By what I feek, but others to make fuch 

As I tho’ thereby worfe to me redound : 

For only in deflroying { find eafe 

To my relentlefs thoughts; and him deftroyed, 

Or won to what may work his utter lofs, 

For whom ail this was made, all this will foon 

Follow, as to him link'd in weal or woe, 

In woe then ; that deitrudlion wide may range : 

‘Yo me fhall be the glory fole among 

‘Th’ infernal pewers, in one day to have marr’d 

What the Almighty ftil’d, fix nights and days 

Continued making ; and who knows how long 

before had becn contriving, tho’ perhaps 

Not Icnger than fince I in one night freed 

Front iervitude inglorious well nigh half 

‘Th’ angelic name, and thinner left the throng 

Of his adorers: he, to be aveng’d, 

Aud to repair his numbers thus impair’d, 

Whether fuch virtue {pent.of old now fail’d 

More Angels to create, if they at leaf 

Are his created, or to fpite us more, 

Determin’d to advance into our ropm 

A creature form’d of earth, and him endow, 

Exalted {rom fo bafe original, 

With heav'nly fpoils, our Spoils: what he decreed 

Hy’ effected ; Man he made, and for him built 

Magnificent this world, and Earth hig at, 

Him lord pronounc’d ; and, Couey 

Subjected to his fervice angel wings, ~ 

And flaming minifters, to watch and tend 

‘Their earthly charge : of thefe the vigilance 

I dread ; and to elude, thus wrapt in mift 

O midnight vapour glide obfcure, and pry 

In every bufh and brake, where hap may find 

‘The ferpent fleeping, in whofe mazy folds 

‘To hide me, and the dark intent I bring. 

Of foul defcent! that I who erft contended 

With gods to fit the high’, am now conftrain’é 

Into a beaft, and mix’d with beftial flime, 

‘This effence to incarnate and imbrue, 

‘Yhat to the height of Deity afpird; ~ 

Eut what will not ambition end revenge 

Deicend to? who afpires muft down as low 


Climate, or years damp my intended wing 
Deprefe'd, and much they may, if all be mine, 
Not hers who brings it nightly to my ear. 

‘The fun was funk, and after him the ftar 
Of Helperus, whole cflice is to bring 
‘Twilight upon the Earth, fhort arbiter 
*Twixt day and night, and now from end to end 
Night s hemifphere had veil’d th’ horizon round : 
‘When Satan who late fled before the threats. 
Of Gabriel out of Eden, now improv’d 
In meditated fraud and malice, bent 
On man's deftruction, maugre what might hap 
Of Leavier on himlclf, fearlefs return’d. 

By night he fled, and at midnight return’d 
From compafhing the earth, cautious of day, 
Since, Uriel regent of.the fun defery’d 

His entrance, and forewarn’d the cherubim 
‘That kept their watch; thence full of anguifh 

driven, 

‘The fpace of fev'n continued nights he rode 
With darknefs, thrice the equincaial line 

‘He cirel'd, four times crafs’d the car of Night 
From pole to pole, traverfing-colure ; 

Ons eighth return’d, and on the coafl averfe 

ia entrance or cherubic watch, by fealth 

Found wutuipedted way. There was a place, 
Now not, though Siu not ‘Time, firle wrought 
. the change 

Where ‘ligris at the foot of Paradife 

Into a gult shot under ground, till part 

Rofe vp a fcuntain by the Tree of Life 5 

Yn with the river funk, und with it rofe 

Satan involv‘d in rifing mift, then fought 
Where to lie hid; fea he had fearch d and land 

“Tom Eden over Pontus, and the pool 

Matis, up beyond the river Ob ; 

‘Downward as far antarétic ; and in length 
‘Weft from Orontes to the ocean barr’d 

At Darien, thence to the land where flows 
Ganges and Indus: thus the orb he roam’d 
With narrow fearch, and with infpection deep, 
Conlider’d every creature, which of all 

Moft opportune might ferve his wiles, and found 
‘The ferpent, fubt’left beaft of all the field ; 
Him, alter long debate, irrefolute 

Of thoughts revolw’d, his final fentence chofe 
Fit +veffel, fitteft imp of fraud, in whom 

‘To enter, and his dark fuggeftions hide 

From fharpeft fight : for in the wily fnake, 
Whatever fleights none would fufpicious mark, 
As from his wit and native fubtlety 
Proceeding, which in other beafts obferv’d 
Doubt might beget of diabolic pow'r 

Agive within heyand the fenfe of brute. 

‘Thus he refolv'd ; but frit from inward grief 
His burfting paffion into plaints thus pour'd. 

O Earth, how like to Heav’n, if not preferr’d 
More juftly, feat worthier of gods, as built 
With Reond thoughts, reforming what was old! 
For what God after better worfe would build ? 
‘Lerreftrial Heav'n, danc’d round by other heav’ns 
‘That thine, yet bear their bright officious lamps, 
Light above light, for thce alone, as feems, 

In thee concentring all their precious beams 
Of facred influence! As God in Heav'n 
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As high he foar’d, obnoxions firft or laft 

To bafeft things, Revenge, at firft tho’ fweet, 

Bitter e’er long, back on itfelf recoils; 

Let it; I reck not, fo it light well aim’d, 

Since higher I fall fhor$, on him who next 

Provokes my envy, this new favourite 

Of Heav'n, this Man of Clay, Son of Defpite, 

‘Whom us the more to fpite, his Maker rais’d 

From duft : Spite then with fpite is beit repaid. 
So faying, through each thicket, dank or dry, 

Like a black mift low creeping, he held on 

His midnight fearch, where fooneft he might find 

The ferpent : him faft fleeping foon he found 

In labyrinth of many a round felf-roll'd, 

His head the midft, well ftor’d with fubtile wiles : 

Not yet in horrid fhade or difmial den, 

Nor nocent yet, but on the graffy herb 

Fearlefs unfear’d he flept : in at his mouth 

The Devil enter’d, and his brutal fenfe, 

In heart or head, poffeffing foon infpir'd - 

With ad intelligential; but his fleep 

Difturb’d not, waiting clofe th’ approach of morn. 

Now when, as facred light began to dawn, 

In Eden onthe humid flowers, that breath’d 

Their mornirig incenfe, when all things that 

breathe, 

From th’ Earth's great altar fend up filent praife 

To the Creator, and his noftrils fill 

‘With grateful fmell, forth came the human Pair, 

And join’d their vocal worfhip to the quire 

‘Of creatures wanting voice ; that done, partake 

‘The feafon, prime for fweeteft {cents and airs + 

Then commune how that day they beft may ply 

Their growing work ; for much their work out- 


grew 

‘The hands’ difpatch of two gard’ning fo wide, 
And Eve firft to her hufband thus began : 

Adam, well may we labour ftill to drefs 
This garden, {till to tend plant, herb, and flower, 
Our pleafant tafk injoin’d ; but till more hands 
Aid us, the work under our labour grows 
Luxurious by reftraint ; what we by day 
Lop overgrown, or prane, or prop, or bind, 
One night or two with wanton growth derides, 
Tending to wild. ‘Thou therefore now advile, 
Or bear what to my mind firft thoughts prefent ; 
Let.us divide our labours, thou where chaice 
Leads thee, er where moft necds, whether to 

oniad 

‘The weoah}meaeand his arbour, or dited 
‘The clafying ivy where to climb, while 1 
In yonder {pring of rofes intermix'd 
‘With myrtle, find what to redrefs, till noon : 
For while fo near each other thus all day 
Our tafk we choofe, what wonder if, fo near, 
Looks intervene, and fimiles, or obje& new 
Cafual difcourfe draw on, which intermits 
Our day's work brought to little, tho’ begun’ 
Early, and th’ hour of {upper comes unearn’d 

To whom tnild anfwer Adam thus return’ 
Sole Eve, affociate fole, to me beyond 
Compate, above all living creatures dear, 





‘Well haft thou métion’d, well thy thoughts ém-" 


ploy’d, 
How we might beft fulfil the work which hero 
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God hath affign’d us, nor of mie fhale pats 
Unprais'd : for nothing lovelier can be found 
In woman, than to ftudy houfehold good, 
And good works in her hufbafd to promote. 
Yet not fo ftridtly hath our Lord impos'd 
Labour, as to debar us when we need 
Refrefhment, whether food, of talk betwe: 
Food of the mind, or this fwect intercour . 
Of looks and {miles ; for {miles from re afon flow, 
‘Ta brute deny’d, and are of love the food, 
Love not the loweft end of human jie. 
For not to irkfome toil, but to delight : 
He made us, and delight to reefon join'd. 
Thefe paths and bowers doubt not, but our joint 
hands 
Will keep from wilderncfs with eafe,as wide 
As we need walk, till younger hands, e’er long 
Afift us: but if much converfe perhaps 
Thee fatiate, todhort abfence I could yield : 
For folitude fometimes is beft fociety, 
And fhort retirement urges fweet return, 
But other doubt poffefies me, left harm 
Befal thee fever’d from me; for thou know’ ft | 
hat hath been warn’d us, what malicious foe 
Envying our happinels, and of his own ” 
Defpairing, fecks to work us woe and thame 
By ily affault ; and fome where nigh at hand 
Watches, no doubt, with greedy hope to find 
His with and beft advantage, us afunder, 
Hopelefs to circumvent us join’d, where each: 
To other fpeedy aid might lend at needs” 
Whether his firft defign be ta withdraw 
Our fealty from God, or to diturb 
Conjugal love, than which perhaps tio blifs 
Enjoy’d by us excites his envy. more ; eo 
Or this, or worfe, leave not the faithful fide 
‘That gave thee being, ftill fhades thee, and pro“ 
tedts. 
‘The wife, there danger or difhonour lurks, 
Safeft and feemlieft by her hufband ftays, 
Who guards her, or with her the worft endures. . 
‘To whom the virgin majelty of Eve, 
As one who loves, and fome unkindnefs meets, 
With fweet auitere compofure thus reply’d> 
Offspring of Heav’n and Earth, and all Earth’s 
lord, 
That fuch an enemy we have, who fecks 
Our ruin, both by thee inform’d I lear, 
And from the parting angel overheard, 
As ina fhady nook I ftood behind, . 
Juft then return’d at fhut of evening flowers... 
But that thou fhouldft my firmneis therefore doubt: 
‘To Ged or thee, becaufe we have a foe, 
May tempt it, I expeéted not to haar.’ 
His violence thou fear'it not, being: fuck 
As we, not capable of death or pain, 
Can either not reccive, or can repel. : 
His fraud is then thy fear, which plain infers 
Thy equal fear, that my firm faith and love 
Can by his fraud be fhaken or fedue’d 5 ae 
‘Thoughts, which how found they harbour in thy 
breaft, 
Adam; misthought of her to thee fo deat? 
To whom, with healing words, Adam reply’d'; 
Daughter of God and Man, immortal Eve,’ 
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For fuch thou art, from fin and blame entire: 
Not.diffident of thee do ! diffuade 
"Thy abfence from my fight, but to avoid 
‘Th’ attempt itfelf iitended by our foe. —_ [perfes 
For he whe tempts, though in vain, at leaft af- 
"The tempted with dithonour foul, fuppos’d 
Not incorruptible of faith, not proof 
Aguinft temptation : thou thyfelf, with {corn 
And anger, wouldft refent the offer’d wrong, 
‘Tho’ ineffectual found : mifdeem not then, 
H fuch affront I labour to avert 
From, thee alone, which on us both at once 
‘The enemy, tho’ bold, will hardly dare, 
Or daring, firft an me th’ attempt fhall light, 
Nor thou his malice and falfe guile contemn ; 
Subtile he needs muft be, who could fedtice 
Angels; nor think fuperfluous others aid. 
I from the influence of thy looks receive 
Accefs in every virtue, in thy fight 
More wife, more watchful, itronger, if need were 
Of outward firength ; while thame, thou looking 
Shame to be overcome or aver-reach’d fon, 
Would utmoft vigour raife, and rais’d, unite. 
Why fhouldft aot thon like fenfe within thee feel 
‘When { am prefent, and thy trial choofe 
. With me, belt witnefs of thy virtue try’d ? 
r* $o fpake domeftic Adam in his care 
And matrimonial love ; but Eve, who thought 
Lefg attributed to her faith fincere, 
Thus her reply, with accent fweet, renew’d. 
If this be our condition, thus'to dwell 
In narrow circuit ftraiten’d by a foc, 
Subtile or violent, we not indaed 
Single with like defence, wherever met, 
/Etew awe we happy, ftill in fear of harm ? 
* But harm precedes not fin x only our foe 
‘Tempting affronts us with his foul eftccm 
Of our integrity : his foul efteem 
Sticks no difbononr on onr front, but turns 
Foul on himéelf ; then wherefore fhuno'd or fear'd 
-By us? who rather double honour gain 
From his furmife prov’d fulfe, find peace within, 
Fayour from Heav’n, or witnefs from th’ event, 
And what is faith, love, virtue unaffay’d 
Alone, without exterior help fuftain’d ? 
Let us not then fufpcct our happy ftate 
Left fo imperfe&t by the Maker wile, 
As not fecure to fingle or combin’d. 
Frail is our happineds, if this be fo, 
And Eden were no Eden thus expos’d. 
‘To.whom thus Adam fervently reply'd: 
© Woman, beft are alt things as the will 
Of God ordain’d them ; his creating hand 
Nothing imperfc& or deficient left 
Of all that he created, much lefa man, 
Or ought that might his happy Mate fecure, 
_ Secure from outward force ; within himfeif 
’ The danger lies, yet lies within his power : 
Againft his will he can receive no harm. 
But God left free the will, for what obeys 
Reafon, is free, and Reafon he made right, 
But bid her well beware, and itil] ereét, 
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Not then miftruft, but tender love injoins, 

‘That I fhould mind thee oft, and mind thou me. 

Firm we fubfift, yet poffible.to fwerve, 

Since reafon not impoflibly may meet 

Some {pecious object by the foe fubern’d, 

And fall into deception unaware, 

Not keeping ftri@teit watch, as fhe was warn’d. 

Seck not temptation then, which-to avoid 

Were better, and moft likely, if from me 

‘Thou fever not: trial will come unfought.” 

Wouldft thou approve thy conftancy, approve 

Firft thy obedience ; th’ other who can know ? 

Not fecing thee attempted, who atteft ? 

But if thou think, trial unfought may find 

Us both fecurer shan thos warn’d thou feem'it, 

Go; for thy tay, not free, abfents thee more ; 

Go in thy native innocence, rely 

On what thou haft of virtue, fummon all ;. 

For God tow’rds tlie hath done his part ; do thine 
So Spake the Patriarch of Mankind; but Eve 

Perfifted, yet fubmifs, though laft, reply’d: 
With thy permiffion then, and thus forewarn' 

Chiefly by what thy own laft reafoning words 

Touch’d only, that our trial, wkgn.leait fought, 

May find us both perhaps far lefs prepar’d, 

‘The willinger I go, nor much expect 

A foe fo proud will firft the weaker fegk ; 

So bent, the more fhall fhame him his repulfe. 
ae faying, from her hufband’s hand he 

and 


Soft fhe withdrew sand, like a wood-ny:nph light 


Orcad or Dryad, or of Delia’s train, 

Betook her to the groves, but Delia’s felf 

In gate furpafs'’dyand goddcfs-like deport, 

‘Tho’ not as he with bow and quiver arm’d 

But with fuch gard’ning tools as art, yet rude,’ - 
Guiltlefs of fire, had form’d, or Angels brought. 
'To Pales. or Pomona, thus adorn’d, 
Likelt the feem’d ; Pomona, when the fled. 
Vertamnus, or to Ceresin ber prime, 

Yet virgin of Proferpima from Jove. 

Her long with ardent look hia cye purfu’sd 
Delighted, but defiring more her tay. 

Ott he to her his charge of quick return: 
Repeated, the to him as oft engag*d 

‘To be return'd by noon amid the bower, + 
And all things in beft. order to invite 
Noon-tide repaft,-or afternoon's repofe. 

O much deceiv’d, much failing, apie Eves 
OF thy prefum'd return! evenveyrcy“4c 
‘Thou never from that hour in Paradife 
Found’ft cither fweet repat, or found repofe : 
Such ambuth hid among {weet flow'rsand fhade 
Waited with heljifh rancour imminent 

To intercept thy way, or fend thee back 
Defpoil’d of innocence, of faith, of blifs. 

For now, and fince firft break of dawn, the'‘Fiend 
Mere ferpent in appearance, forth was come, 
And on his queft, where liklieft be might find 
‘The only two of mankind, but in them 

‘The whole included race, his purpos'd prey. 

In bower and field he fought where any tuf 
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ve feparates he with'd, but not with hope 
‘Of what fo feldom chanc'd, when to his with, 
Beyond his hope, Eve feparate he fpies, 
Veil'd in a cloud of fragrance, where fhe flood, 

i Half {py’d, fo thick the rofes blughing round 

| About her glow’d, oft ftooping to fupport 

; Each flower of flender ftalk, whofe head, 

ey 

Carnation’ purple’, azure, or fpeck’d with gold, 

Hung drooping unfuftain’d; them fhe upitays 

Gently with myrtle band, mindlefs the while 

Herfelf, tho’ faireft unfupported flower, 

From her beft prop fo far, and florm fo nigh. 

Nearer he drew, and many 4 walk travers'd 

Of ftatelieft covert, cedar, pine, of palm, 

"Then voluble and bold, now hid, now feen 

Among thick-woven arborets and fowers 

Imborder'd on each bgnk, the hand of Eve : 

Spot more delicious than thofe gardens feign’d, 

Or of reviv’d Adonis, or renown’d 

Alcinous, haft of old Laertes’ fon, 

Or that, not myltic, where the Sapient king 

Held dalliance with his fair Egyptian fpoufe. 

Much he the place admir’d, the perfon more, 

‘As one who long in populous city pent, 

‘Where houfes thick and fewers annoy the air, 

Forth iffuing on a fummer’s morn to breathe 

Among the pleafant villages and farms 

Adjain’d, from each thing met conceives delight, 

The {mell of grain, or tedded grafs, or kine, 

Or dairy’, each rural fight, each rural found 5 

If chance, with nymuph-like ftep, fair virgin pafs, 

What pleafing 
| She moft, and in her look fums all delight < 

Such pleafute toak the ferpent to behold 

‘This flowery plat, the fweet recefe of Eve 

‘Thus early, thus alone ; her heav’nly form 

Angelic, but more foft and feminine, 

Her graceful innocence, her every air 

Of gefture or leaft ation overaw'd 

lis malice, and with rapine fweet bereav’d 

His fiercenels of the fierce intent it brought + 

‘That fpace the Evil-onc abftracted ftood 

From his own evil, and for the time remain’d 
| Stupidly good, of enmity difarm'd, 

+ Of guilg, of hate, of envy, of revenge 5 

t But the hot hell that always in him burns, 

, Tho’ in mid¢Heav’n, foon ended his delight, 

' And tortures by oer more, the more he fees 
Of pleafure ct for him ordain'd: then foon 
Fierce hate he recolleés, and all his thoughts 
Of mifchicf, gratulating, thus excites. 


{ Compulfion thus tranfported to forget 


‘What hither brought us! hate, not love, nor hope, 


Of Paradife for Hell, hope here to tafte 

Of pleafure, but all pleafure to deftroy, 

Save what is in deftroying ; other joy 

To me is lof. Then let me not let pafs 
Gccafion, which now fmiles; behold alone 
‘The Woman, opportune to all attempts, 

Her hufband; for I view far round, not nigh, 
‘Whole higher intelle@tual more I fhun, 

And ftrength, of courage haughty, and of limb 
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¢ fought them both, but with'd his hap might 
E- [find 


thengh 


feem’d, for her now pleafes more, 


{fweet 
| Thoughts, whither have ye led me! with what 


a 
Heroic built, tho" of terreftrial mould, 
Foe not informidable, exempt from 
Inot ; fo much hath Hell debps'd, and paim 
Infeebled me, to what I was in Hear’n. 
She fair, divinely fair, fit love for gods, 
Not terrible, tho’ terror be in love 
‘And beauty, not approach’d by -firenger hate, 
Hate firgnger, under thew of love well-feign’d, 
"The way which to her ruin now: 1 tend. 

So fpake the enemy’ of matkind, inclos’d 
In ferpent, inmate bad, and tew'rd Eve 
‘Addrefs’d his way, not with indented wave, » 
Pronc on the ground, as fince, but on dys rear, 
Circular bafe of rifing folds, that cower’ 
Fold above fold, a:furging maze, his.head 
Crefted aloft, and carbuncle his eyes; 
With burnith’d neck of verdant gold, emt 
Amidtt his circling {pires, that on the grafs 
Floated redundant : pleafing was his-fonpe 
‘And lovely ; never fince of ferpent kind 
Lovelier, not thofe that in Ilyria cheng’d 
Hermione and Cadmus, or the God 
In Epidaurus ; nor to which transform’d 
Ammonian Jove, or Capitoline was feen, 
He with Olympias, this with her who Pore 
Scipio the height. of Rome. With-tra&t oblique: 
At firfl, as one who fought accefs, bat fear'’d 
To interrupt, fide-long he works his way: - 
As when a fhip, by fkilful fteerfman wrought 
Nigh river's mouth, «or doseland, where the win” 
Veers oft, as oft fo feers and shifts her fail: 
So varied he, and of his tortuous traja. 
Curl’d many a wanton wreath in fight of Eve, 
To lure her eye; the,- bufied, heard the found 
Of ruftiing leaves, but minded not, as us'd 
To fuch difport before her through the field, 
From every beaft, more duteous at her oa 
Than at Circean call the herd difguis'd. 
He bolder now, uncall'd before her food, 
But as in gaze admiring : oft he bow'd 
His turret creft, and fleek enamel’d neck, 
Fawning, and lick’d the ground whercon fhe tred. 
His gentle dumb expreffion tura’d at length 
The eye of Eve to mark his play be, glad 
Of her attention gain’d, with ferpent tongue 
Organic, or impulfe of vocal air, 
His fraudulent temptation thus began ; 
‘Wonder not, fov'reign Mittrefs, if perhaps 
‘Thou canft, who art fole wonder ; much lefsarm 
Thy looks, the heav'n of mildnefs, with difdain, 
Difpleas’d that 1 approach thee thua, and gaze 
Infatiate; 1 thus fingle, nor have fear’d 
Thy awful brow, more awful thus retit’d, 
Faireft refemblance of thy Maker fair, 
“Thee all things living gaze on, all things thine 
By gift, and thy celeftial beauty” adore, 
With ravithment beheld, there beft beheld 
Where univerfally admir’d 5 but Here 
In this inclofure wild, thefe beafts among, 
Beholders rude, and fhallow to difcern 
Half what in thee is fair, one man except, 
Who fees thee’? (and what is one ?) who fhould& 

be feen 2 

A goddefs among gods, ador’d and ferv'd 
By angels numberlefs, thy daily srain. 
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So gloz’d the tempter, and his proem tun’d; 
lato the heart of Eve his words made way, 
‘Tho’ at the voice much marvelling ; at length, 
Not unamaz'd, the thus in anfwer fpake : 
What may this mean? language of man pro- 

noune’d 
By tongue of brute, and human fenfe exprefe’d ? 
‘The firit at leaft of thefe I thought deny'd 
To beafts, whom God, on their creation-day, 
Created mute to all articulate found ; 
"The latter t demur ; for in their looks 
‘Much reas’n, and in their actions oft appears. 
‘Thee Serpent, fubt’left beaft of all the field, 
I knew, but not with human voice indu’d; 
Redouble then this miracle, and fay, 
How cam’ft thou fpeakable of mute, and how 
‘To me fo friendly grown above the reft 
Of brutal kind, that daily are in fight ? 
Say ; for fuch wonder claims attention due. 

To whom the guileful tempter thus reply’d : 
Emprefs of this fair world, refplendent Eve, 
Eafy to me it is to tell thee all 
What thou command’ft, and right thou fhouldft 

= be obey’d: 

1 was at firft as other beafts that graze 
‘The trodden herb, of abject thoughts and low 
As was my food; nor ought but food difcern’d 
Or fex, and apprehended nothing high : 
‘Till on a day roving the field, { chanc’d 

‘A goodly tree far diftynt to behold, 
Loaden with fruit of fAjireft colours mix’d, 
Ruddy and gold: I nearer drew to gaze ; 
‘When from the boughs a favoury odour blown, 

Grateful to appetite, more-pleas’d my fenfe 
Than fmell of fweeteft fennel, or the teats 
Of ewe or goat dropping with milk at even, 
Unfuck’d of lamb-or kid, that tend their play. 
To fatisfy the tharp defire 1 had 
Of tafting thofe fair apples, I refolv’d 
Not to defer; hunger and thirft at once, 
Powerful perfuaders, quicken’d at the feent 
Of that alluring fruit, urg’d me fokeen. 
About the mofly trunk I-wound me foon ; 
For high from ground the branches would require 
‘Thy utmoft reach, or Adam’s: round the tree 
All other beafts that faw, with like defire 
Longing and envying ftood, but could not reach 
Amid the tree now got, where plenty hung 
‘Fempting fo nigh, to pluck and cat my fill 
1 fpar’d not ; for fuch pleafure till that hour 
At feed or fountain never had I found. 
Sated at length, c’er long I might perceive 
Strange alteration in me, to degree 
Of reafon in my inward powers, and fpeech 
Wanted not long, tho’ ta this thape retain’d. 
‘Thenceforth to {peculations high or deep 
1 turn’d my thoughts, and with capacious mind 
Confider’d all things viftble in Heav’n, 
Or earth, or middle, all things fair and good ; 
But all that fair and good in thy divine 
Semblance, and in thy beauty’s heav’nly ray 
Wnited I beheld ; ne fair to thine 
Equivalent or fecond, which compeli’d 
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Sov'’reign of creatures, univerfal dame. 

So talk’d the fpirited fly fnake ; and Eve 
Yet more amaz’d unwary thus reply’d : 
Serpent, thy overpraifing leaves in doubt 
‘The virtue of that fruit, in thee firt prov'd: , 
But fay where grows the tree, from hence how far? 
For many are the trees of God that grow 
In Paradife, and various, yet unknown 
To us, in fuch abundance hies our choice, 

As leaves a greater ftore of fruit untouch'd, 
Still hanging incorruptible, till men 

Grow up to their provifion, and more hands 
Help to difburden Nature of her birth, 

‘To whom the wily adder, blithe and glad : 
Emprefs, the way is ready, and not long ; 
Beyond a row éf myrtles, on a flat, 

Faft by a fountain, one {mail thicket 

Of blowing myrrh and balm ; if thou accept 

My condu&, I can bring thee thither foon. 

Lead then, faid Eve. He leading fwiftly roll’d 

In tangels, and made intricate feem ftraight, 

Tomilchief {wift. Hope elevates, and joy 

Brightens his creft. As when a wand’ring fire, 

Compaé of unttuous.vapour, which the night 

Condenfes, and the cold environs round, 

Kindled, through agitation, to a flame, 

Which oft, they fay, fome evil fp’rit attends 

Hovering and blazing, with dolufive light, 

Mifleads th’ amaz’d night-wand’rer from his way 

To bogs and mircs, and oft through pond o1 
pool, 

There fallow’ up and loft, from fuccour far, 

So glifter’d the dire fnake, and into fraud 

Led Eve, our credulous mother, to the tree 

Of prohibition, root of all our woe; 

Which when fhe faw, thus to her guide the fpake: 

Serpent, we might have fpar'd our coming hi- 

ther, . 
Fruitlefs to me, tho’ fruit be here t’ excefs, 
The credit of whofe virtue reft with thee, 
Wond’rous indeed, if caufe of fach effeats. 
But of this tree we may not tafte for touch ; 
God fo commanded, and Jeft that command 
Sole daughter of his voice ; the reft, we live 
Law to ourlelves, our reafon is our law. 

‘To whom the ‘Tempter guilefully reply’d: 
Indeed ? hath God then faid, that of thefruit 
Of all thefe.garden trees ye fhell not eat, 

Yet lords declar’d of all in earth or-sir? 

‘To whom thus Eve, yet Si. Of the fruit 

OF each tree in the garden we may eat, 

But of the fruit of this fair tree amidft 

The garden, God hath faid, Ye fhall not eat 
Thereof, nor thall ye touch it, left ye die. 

She fearce had faid, though brief, when now 

more bold 
The Tempter, but, with fhew of zeal and love, 
‘To man, and indignation at his wrong, 

New part puts on, and as to paffion mov'd, 
FluGuates difturb’d, yet comely and in a& 
Rais'd, as of fome great matter to begin. 
As when of old fome orator renown’d 

In Athens or free Rome, where elocuence 


| As they, participating god-like food? 


| Or is it envy, and can envy dwell 
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Stood in himfelf collected, while each part, Might tempt alone, and in her ears the found 
Motion, cach aé& won audience, e’er the tongue, | Yet rung of his perfuafive svords, impregn’d 
Sometimes in height began, as no delay With reafon, to her feeming, and with truth; - 
Of preface brocking through his zeal of right : Meanwhile the hour of noon drew on, and wak’d 
So ftanding, moving, or to height up grown, ‘An eager appetite, rais’d by the fmell : 
‘The Tempter, all impaffion’d, thus began: Se favoury of that fruit, which with defire, 
O facred, wife, and wifdom-giving Plant, Inclinable now grown to touch or tafte, 
Mother of Science, now 5 feel thy power Solicited her longing eye ; yet fir 
Within me clear, not only to difcern Paufing a while, thus to herfelf the mus’d + ; 
Things in their caufes, ‘ut to trace the ways Great are thy virtues, doubtlefs, beft of fruits, 
Of highcit agents, deem’d however wife. ‘Tho’ kept from man, and worthy to be’ admir'd, 
Queen of this univerfe, do not believe Whofe tafte, too long forborn, at firft affay + 
‘Thofe rigid threats of death; ye fhall not die : Gave elocution to the mute, and taught 
How fhould you? by the fruit? it gives you life | The tongue not made for fpcech to fpeak thy 
‘To knowledge; by the ‘Threat’ner? look on me, praife : 
Me who have touch’d and tafted, yet both live, Thy praife he alfo who forbids thy ufe, 
‘And life more perfect have attain’d than Fate Conceals not from us, naming thee the Tree 
Meant me, by vent’ring higher than my lot. Of Knowledge, knowledge both of goodand evil s 
Shall that be fhut to man, which to the beaft Forbids us then to taite; but his forbidding 
Is open? or will God incenfe his ire Commends thee more, while it infers the good 
For fuch a petty trefpafs, and not praife By thee communicated, and our-want = 
Rather your dauntlefs virtue, whom the pain For good unknown, fure is not had, or had 
Of death denounc’d, whatever thing death be, And yct unknown, is as not had at all. 
Deterr'd not from achieving what might lead’ In plain, then, what forbids he but to knows 
‘To happier life, knowledge of good and evil; Forbids us good, forbids us to be wife? 
Of Good, how juit? of evil, if what is evil Such prohibitions bind not. But if death =. 
Be real, why not known, fince eafier fhunn’d : Binds us with after-bands, what profits then 
God therefore cannot hurt you, and be jot; Our inward freedom ? In the day we cat 
Not juft, not God ; not fear’d then, nor obey’d : OF this fair fruit, our doom is, we fhall die ! 
Your fear itfelf of death removes the fear. How dies the ferpent? he hath eat’n and lives, 
Why then was this forbid? why, but to awe, ‘And knows, and fpeaks, and reafons; and difcerts, 
‘Why but to keep thee low and ignorant, Irrational till then. For us alone, »"~ tees 
His worthippers 5 he knows that in the day ‘Was death invented ? or to us deny'd- 
Ye eat thereof, your eyes that feem fo clear, "Chis intellectual food, for beaks refervd? 
Yet are but dim, {hall perfectly be thea For beafts it feems: yet that one beaft which 
Open’d and clear’d, and ye fhall be as gods, fir 
Knowing both good and evil, as they know. Hath tafted, envies not, but: brings with joy 
‘That ye thall be as gods, fince I as man, ‘The good befall’n him, author unfufpect, 
Internal man, is but proportion meet 5 Friendly to man, far from deceit or guile. 
lof brute human, ye of human gods, ‘What fear I then? rather what know to fear 
So ye fhall die perhaps, by putting off : Under this ignorance of good and evil, 
Hnman, to put on gods; death to he with’d, Of God or death, of law or penalty ? 
‘Tho’ threaten’d, which no worfe than this can | Here grows the cure of all, this fruit divine, 
bring. Fair to the eye, inviting to the tafte, 
And what are gods, that man may not become | Of virtue to make wile: what-hinders then 
To reach, and feed at once both body’ and mind? 
$o faying, her rath hand, in evil bour, 
Forth reaching to the fruit, fhe pluck’d, the eat + 
Earth felt the wound, and Nature from: her feat 
Sighing through all her works, gave figns of 









































‘The gods are firft, and that advantage ufe 

On our belief, that all from them proceeds = 

Tqueftion it for this fair earth I fee, 

‘Warm’d by te x5; producing every kind, 

‘Them nothifig: if they all things, who inclos'd 

Krowledge of good and evil in this tree, 

"That whofo eats théreof, forwith attains 

Wifdom without their leave? and wherein lies 

‘Th’ offence, that. man fhould thus attain to 
know ? 

‘What can your knowledge hurt him, or this tree 

Impart againft his will, if ali be his? 





woe, 
‘That all was loft. Back to the thicket flunk 
The guilty ferpent, and well might ; for Eve 
Intent now wholly on her tafte, nought elfe 
Regarded, fuch delight till then, “as feem’d,- *s 
In fruit fhe never tafted, whether true 
Or fancy’d fo, through expedation high 
Of knowledge; nor was God-head from her 
thought. ” 

Greedily the ingorg’d without reftraint, 
And knew not eating death ; fatiate at length, 
‘And heighten’d, as with wine, jocund and buon, 
*Vhus to herfelf the pleafingly began = 

O fov’reign, virtuous, precious of all trees 
In Paradife, of operation blefe'd .. 5 - 


In heav'nly breafts? thefe, thefe and many more 

Caufes import your need of this fair fruit. 

Goddefs humane, reach then, and freely tafte. 
He eisded; and his words, replete with guile, 

Into her heart too eafy entrance won: 

¥Fix’d on the fruit he gaz’d, which to’behold 
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To fapience, hitherto obfcur’d infam’d, 
And thy fair fruit let hang, as to no end 
Created; but henceforth my early care, 
Mot without fong, each morning, and duc praife, 
Shall tend thee, and the fertile burden cafe 
Of thy full branches offer’d free to all; 
‘Till dieted by thee 1 grow mature 
In knowledge, as the gods, who all things know ; 
‘Tho’ others envy what they cannot give; © 
For had the gift been theirs, it had not here 
Thus grown. Experience, next to thee, I owe, 
Beft guide ; not following thee, 1 had remain’d 
In ignorance ; thou open’it wifdom’s way, 
And giv’ft accefs, tho’ fecret fhe retire, 
And'l perhaps am fecret; Heav'n is high, 
High, and remote to fee from thence diftine 
Each thing on Earth : and other care perhaps 
May have diverted from continual watch 
Our great Forbidder, fafe with all his {pies 
About him. But to Adam in what fort 
Shall I appear? thall [ to him make known 
As yet my change, and give him to partake 
Full happinefe with me, or rather not, 
But~ cep the odds of knowledge in my powcr 
Without copartner ? fo to add what wants 
_- In female fex, the more to drayw his love, 
And render me more equal, and perhaps, 
A thing not undefirable, fometime 
Superior ; for inferior who is free; 
"This may be well : but what if God have feen, 
And death enfue ? then I fhall be no more, 
And Adam wedded to another Eve, 
Shall live with her enjoying, I extiné ; 
death to think. Confirm’d then I refolve, 
* "Adam fhall fhare with me in biifs or woe : 
So dear J love him, that with him all deaths 
1 cold endurc, without him live no life. 
So’faying, from the tree her ftep the turn'd 
But firft low reverence done, as to the power 
"That dwelt within, whofe prefence had infus’d 
Into the plant {ciential fap, deriv’d 
From ne¢tar, drink of gods. Adam the while 
‘Waiting defirous her return, bad wove 
Of choiceft flowers a garland to adorn 
Her treifes, and her rural labours crown, 
As reapers oft are wont their harveft queen. 
Great joy he promis’d to his thoughts, and new 
Solace in her return, fo long delay’d 5 
Yet oft his heart, divine of fomething ill, 
‘Mifgave him ; he the falt’ring meafure felt 
‘And forth to meet her went, the way fhe took 
‘That morn when firft they parted ; by the tree 
Of knowledge he muft pafs, there he her met, 
Scarce from the tree returning ; in her hand 
A bough of faireft fruit, that downy fmil’d, 
New gather’d, aad ambrofial fmell diffus’d. 
"To him the hafted ; in her face excufe 
Came prologue, and apology too prompt, 
‘Which with bland words at will the thus ad~ 
drefs’ds 
Haft thou not wonder’d, Adam, at my ftay? 
"Thee I have mife’d, and thought it long, depriv’d 
Thy prefence, agony of love till now 
Not felt, nor shail be twice, for never more 
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‘The pain of abfence from thy fight. But ftrange 

Hath been the caufe, and wonderful to hear : 

This tree is not as we are told, a tree 

Of danger tafted, nor to evil unknown 

Opening the way, but of divine effect 

To open eyes; and make them gods who tafte ; 5 

And hath been tafted fuch; the ferpent wife, 

Or not reftrain’d as we, or not obeying, 

Hath eaten of the fruit, and is became, 

Not dead, as we are threaten’d, but thenéeforth 

Indued with human voice’ and human fenie, 

Reafoning to admiration, and with me 

Perfuafively hath fo prevail’d, that I 

Have alfo tafted, and have alfp found 

‘Th’ effects to correfpond, opener mine eyes, 

Dim erft, dilated {pirits, ampler heart, 

And growing up to Godhead ; which for thee 

Chiefly I fought, withont thee can defpife. 

For blifs, as thou haft part, to me is blifs, 

‘Tedious, unfhar'd with thee, and odious foon. 

‘Thou therefore alfo tafte, that equal lot 

May join us, equal joy, as equal love ; 

Left thou not tafting, different degree 

Disjoin us, and I then foo late. renounce 

Deity for thee, when Fate will not perinit, 
Thus Eve with count’nance blithe her ftory 

told; 

But in her check diftemper flufhing glow'd. 

On the other fide, Adam, foon as he heard 

‘The fatal trefpafs done by Eve, amaz’d, 

Aftonied ftood aud blank, while horror chill 

Ran through his veins, and all his joints relax’d 5 

From his flack hand the garland wreath'd for Eve 

Down dropt, and all the taded rofes fhed + 

Specchlefs he flood and pale, till thus at length 

Firft to himfelf he inward filence broke 

© faireft of Creation, laft and beft 
Of all God’s works, creature in whom excell’d 
Whatever can to fight or thought, be form’d, 
Holy, divine, good, amiable, er fweet! 

How art thou loft, how on a fudden loft, 
Delac’d, deflower'd, and now to death devote ? 
Rather how hait thou yielded to tranfgr fs 
The ftrict forbiddance, how to violate 

The facred fruit forbidd’n? fome curfed fraud 
Of enemy hath beguil’d thee, yet unknown, 
And me with thee hath ruin’d, for with thee 
Certain my refolution is to die ;, 

How can I live without thee, how fowsgo 
‘Thy fsveet converfe, and Jowrkuadegely join’d, 
To live again in thefe wild woods i>lorn ? 
Should God create another Eve, and i 
Another rib afford, yet lofs of thee 

Would never from my heart; no no, I feel 
"The link of nature draw me: flefh of fiefh, 
Bone of my bone thou art, and from thy fate 
Mine never fhail be parted, blifs or woe. 

So having {aid, as one from fad difmay 
Recomforted, and after thoughts difturb’d 
Submitting to what feem’d remedilefs, 

‘Thus in calm mood his words to Eve he turn'd + 

Bold deed thou haft prefum’d, advent’roys 

Eve, ‘ é 
And peril great provok’d, who thus fait dar d 
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‘That facred fruit facred to abftimence, 
Much more to tafte it under ban to touch. 
But pait who can recal, or done ando ? 
Nor God omnipotent, nor Fate; yet fo 
Perhaps thou shalt not die, perhaps the fa@ 
Is not fo heinous now, foretafted fruit, 
Rrofan’d fir by the ferpent, by him firft 
Made common and unhallow’d e’er our tafte ; 
Nor yet on him found deadly, he yet lives, 
Lives as thou faidft, and gains to live as man 
Higher degree of life, inducement ftrong 
To us, as likely tafting to attain 
Proportional afcent, which cannot be 
But to be gods, or angels demi-gods. 
Nor can J think that God, Creator wife, 
Though threat’ning, will int earnett fo deftroy 
Us his prime creatures, dignify fo high, 
Set over all his works, which in our fall, 
For us created, needs with us mutt fail, 
Dependent made ; fo God hall uncreate, 
Be fruftrate, do, undo, and labour lofe, 
Not well conceiv’d of God, who though his power 
Creation could repeat, yet would be loath 
Us to abolith, left the Adverfary 
Triumph and fay ; fickle their ftate whom God 
Moft favours; who can pleafe him long? Me 
firtt 

He ruin’d, now mankind; whom will he next? 
Matter of fcorn, not to he given the foe. 
However, I with thee have fix’d my lot, 
Certain to undergo like doom ; if death 
Confort with thee, death is to me as life ; 
So forcible within my heart I feel 
"The bond of Marie draw me to my own, 
My own in thee, for what thou art is mine 3 
Our ftate cannot be ferver’d, we are one, 
One fleth ; to lofe thee were to lofe myfclf. 

So Adam ; and thus Eve to him reply’d 
O glorious trial of exceeding love, 
Illuftrious evidence, example high ! 
Engaging me to emulate, but fhort 
Of thy perfection, how fhall I attain, 
Adam ? from whofe dear-fide I boaft me fprung, 
And gladly of our union hear thee fpeak, 

: One heart, one foul in both ; whereof good proof 
This day affords, declaring thee refolv’d, 
Rather than death or ought than death more dread 
Shall feparate us, link’d in love fo dear, 

To undergo with me one guilt, one crime, 

If any be, of tafting this fair fruit, 

Whofe virtt:>. (for of good fill ggod proceeds, 
Dired, or by sczaon) hath profited 

This happy trial of thy love, which elfe 

So eminently never had been known. 

‘Were it I thought death merac’d would enfue 
‘This my attempt, 1 would fuftain alone 

‘The worft, and not perfuade thee, rather die 
Deferted, than oblige thee with a fact 
Pernicious to thy peace, chiefly affur’d 
Remarkably fo late of thy fo true, 

So faithful love unequal’d ; but I feel 

Far otherwife th’ event, not death, but life 
Augmented, open’d eyes, new hopes, new joys, 

. Taftefo divine, that what of fweet before 
Plath toucle'd my fenfe, dat feeans go this, and harih, 
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On my experience, Adam, freely tafte, 
And fear of death deliver to the winds. 

So faying, fhe embrac’d him, and for joy 
Tenderly wept, much won that he his love 
Had fo ennobled, as of choice to incur 
Divine difpleafure for her fake, or death. 

In recompenfe (for fuch compliance bad 

Such recompence beft merits) from the bough 
She gave him of that fair enticing fruit 

With liberal hand : he fcrupled not to eat 
Againk his better knowledge, not deceiv’d, 
But fondly overcome with female charm. ~ 
Earth trembled from her entrails, as again 

In pangs, and Nature gave a fecond groan, 
Stky lour’d, and, muttring thunder, fome fad-drops 
Wept at completing of the mortal fin 
Original 5 while Ac took no thought, 
Eating his fill, nor Eve to iterate 

Her former trefspafs fear’d, the more'to footh 
Him with her lov’d fociety, that now _ 

As with new wine intoxicated both 

‘They fwim in mirth, and fancy that they feel 
Divinity within them breeding wings, 
Wherewith to fcorn the Earth : but that falfe fruit 
Far other operation firft difplay’d, 

Carnal defire inflaming ; he on Eve 

Began to caft lafcivious eyes, fhe him 

As wantonly repaid ; in luft they burn : 

Till Adam thus ‘gan Eve to dalliance move. 

Eve, now I fee thou art exa& of tafte, 

And elegant, of fapience no {malt part, 

Since to each meaning favor we apply, 

And palate call judicious; I the praife 

Yield thee, fo well this day thou bait purvey’d. 
Much pleafure we have loft, while we abftain’d 
From this delightful fruit, nor known till now 
‘True relith, tating ; if fuch pleafure be 

In things to us forbidd’n, it might be wifh’d, 
For this one tree, had been forbidden ten. 

But come, fo well refrefh’d, now let us play, 
As meet is, after fuch delicious fare ; ‘i 
For never did thy beauty fince the day 

I faw thee firft and wedded thee, adorn’d 
With all perfections, fo inflame my fenfe 

With ardour to enjoy thee, fairer now 

Than ever, bounty of this virtuous tree. 

So faid he; and forebore not glance or toy 
Of amorous intent, well underftood 
Of Eve, whofe eye darted contagions fire, 

Her hand he feis’d, and to a fhady bank, 

Thick overheard with verdant roof imbower'd, 
He led her nothing loath ; flowers were the couch, 
Panfies and violets, and afphodel, 

And hyacinth, Earth’s frefheft fofteft lap. 

‘There they their fill of love and love's difport 
‘Took largely, of their mutual guilt the feal, 

The folace of their fin, till dewy fleep 

Opprefs’d them, wearied with their amorous play. 
Soon as the force of that fallacious fruit, 

‘That with exhilerating vapour-bland 

About their fp’rits had play’d, and inmoft powers 
Made err, was now cxhal'd; and groffer fleep 
Bred of unkindly fumes, with confcious dreams 
Incumber’d, now had Jeft them; up they rofe 


As from unreft, and cach she other viewing, 
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Soon fonnd their eyes how open’d, aud their mind | To that firft naked glory! Such of late 
How darken’d ; Innocence, that as a veil Columbus found th’ Amcrican, fo girt 
Had thadow’d them from knowing ill, was gone, | With feather’d cinéture, naked elfe and wild 
Juit confidence, and native righteoufnefs, Among the trees on ifles and woody fheres, 
And honour from about them, naked left Thus fenc’d, and as they thought, thii: shame in 
‘To guilty fhame ; he cover’d, but his robe Cover’d, but not at reft or eafe of mid, — [pare 
Uncover'd more. So rofe the Danite ftrong They fat them down to weep; nor only tears, 
Herculian Samfon from the harlot lap Rain’d at their eyes, but high winds worfe within 
Of Philiftean Datilah, and wak’d Began to rife, high paflions, anger, hate, 
Shorn of his ftrength, they deftitutc and bare Miftruft, fufpicion, difcord, and fhook fore 
Of all their virtue : filent, and in face ‘Their inward ftate of mind, calm region once, 
Confounded long they fat, as ftrucken mute, And fall of peace, now toft and turbulent © 
Till Adam, though not fefs thun Eve abath’d, For underftanding rul’d not, and the will 
Ag length gave uttcrance to thefe words con- Heard not her lore, both in fubjedtion now 
ftrain’d. ‘Yo fenfual appetite, who from beneath 
’ © Eve, in evil hour thou didft give ear Ufurping over fov’reign reafon claim’d 
To that falfe worm, of whomfocver taught Superior fway : from thus diftemper’d breaft, 
Yo counterfeit man’s voice, true in our fall, ‘Adam, eftrang’d in look and alter'd ftile, 
Falfe in our promis'd rifing ; fince our eyes Speech intermatted thus to Eve renew’d, 
Qpen’d we find indeed, and find we know, Would thou hadft hearken’d to my words, and 
Both good and evil, good loft, and evil got, ftay'd 
Bad fruit of knowledge, if this be to know, With me, as I befought thee, when that ftrange 
Which leaves us naked thus of honour void, Defire of wand’ring this unhappy morn, 
Of ianocence, of faith, of purity, 1 know not whence, poflefs’d thee; we had then 
Our wonted ornaments now foil’d and ftain’d, Remain’d till happy, not as new, defpoil’d 
And" our faces evident the figns OF all our good, fham’d, naked, miferable. 
Of foul concupifcence; whence the evil ftore 5 Let none henceforth feck needlefs caufe to ap- 
Ev’n fhame, the laft of evils ; of the firit prove 
Be fure then, How fhall I behold the face ‘The faith they owe ; when earneftly they feek 
Henceforth of God or Angel, crt with joy Such proof, conclude, they then begin to fail. 
And rapture fo oft beheld? thofe heav'nly thapes To whom foon mov’d with touch of blame thus 
Will dazzle now this carthly with their blaze Eve. 
Ivfulferably bright. O might I here What words have pafs’d thy lips, Adam fevere ! 
in folitude live favage, infome glade Imput’ft thou that to my default, or will 
Obfcur’d, where highe(t woods impenetrable Of wand’ring, as thou call’ft it, which who knows 
‘é ftar or fun-light, {fpread their umbrage broad | But might as ill have happen’d thou being by, 
nd brown as evening : cover me, ye pines, Or to thyfelf perhaps ? Hadft thou been there, 
Ye cedars, with innumerable boughs Or here th’ attempt, thou could’ft not have dif- 
Hide me, where I may never fee them more. cern’d 
But Ict us now, as in bad plight, devile Fraud in the ferpent, {peaking as he {pake ; 
What beft may for the prefent ferve to hide No ground of enmity between us known, 
‘The parts of each from other, that feem moft Why hefhould mean me ill, or feck to harm. 
© ‘Po thame obnoxious, and unfeemlicft feen 5 Was I to have never parted from thy fide ? 
Some tree, whofe broad finoath Icaves together } As good have grown there ftill a lifelefs rib. 
fow'd, Being as I am, why didft not thou the head 
And girded on our loins, may cover round Command me abfolutely not to go, 
‘Thofe middle parts, that this new comer Shame, } Going into fuch danger as thou faidft ? 
“there fit not, and reproach us as unclean. Too facile then thou didft not much gainfay, 
So counfel’d he, and both together went Nay’didft permit, approve, and fair difmifs-. 
Into the thicket wood ; there feon they choofe Hadft thou been firm and fix’d iv thy diffent, 
‘The fig-tree, not that kind for fruit renown’d, Neither had I tranfgrefs’d nor thou with me. 
But finch as at this day to Indians known To whom thoft firft incensed reply’d : 
in Malabar or Decan, fpreads her arms Is this the love, is this the recompenfe! 
Prauching fo broad and long, that in the ground | Of mine to thee, ingrateful Eve, exprefs'd 
The bended twigs take root, and daughters grow Immutable when thou wert loft, not I, 
About the mother tree, a pillar’d thade Who might have liv’d and joy’d immortal blifs, 
High overarch’d, and echoing walks between 5 Yet willingly chofe rather death with thee ? 
"Vhere oft the Indian herdfman fhunning heat And am I now upbraided as the caufe 
Shelters in cool, and tends his pafturing herds Of thy tranfgrefling ? not enough fevere, 
At loopholes cut through thickeit fhade : thofe | It feems, in thy reftraint : what could 1 more ? 
leaves } warn’d thee, I admonifh’d thee, foretold 
‘They gathcr’d, broad as Amazonian targe, ‘The danger, and the lurking enemy 
‘And with what ‘kill they had, together fow’d, “Vhat lay in wait ; beyond this had been force, 
‘Lo gird their wafte, vain covering if to hide And force upon free will hath here no place, 
‘Vheir guilt and dreaded fhame ; O how unlike But confidence then bore thee on, fecuee 
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Fither to meet no danger, or to find Him who to worth in women overtrufting 
‘Matter of glorious trial ; and perhaps Lets her willrule : reftraint the will not brook, 
[alfo err’d in overmuch admiring ‘And left to herfelf, if evil thence enfue, 

|What feem’d in thee fo perfect, that I thought he firft his weak indulgence will accufe. 

'No evil durft attempt thee ; but I rue ‘Thus they in mutoal accufation fpent 

that error now, which is become my crime, The fruitlefs hours, but neither felf-condemning, 


And thou th’ accufer. ‘Thus it fhall befal And of their vain conteft appear’d no end. 
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The Argument. 


‘Man's tran(greffion known, the guardian angels forfake Paradife, and return up to Heaven to approve 
their vigilance, and are approv’d, God declaring that the entrance of Satan could not be by them: 
prevented, He fends his Son to judge the tranfgreffors, who defcends and gives fentence according~ 
Ty; then in pity clothes them both, and reafcends. Sin and Death fitting till then at the gates of 
Hell, by wondrous fympathy feeling the fuccefs of Satan in'this new world, and the fin by man there 
committed, refolve to fit no longer confin'd in Hell, but to follow Satan their fire up to the place of 
Man : to make the way eafier from Hell to this world to and fro, they pave a broad high-way or 
‘bridge over Chaos, according to the traét that Satan fitft made; then preparing for Earth, they 
meet him proud of his faccefs returning to Hell; their mutual gratelation. Satan arrives at Pan- 
demonium, in full affembly relates with boafting his fuccefs againft Man; inftead of applaufe, is en~ 
tertained with a general hifs by all his audience, transform’d with himfelf alfo fuddenly into ferpents, 
according to his doom given in Paradife; then dcluded with a shew of the forbidden ‘Tree fpringing 
up before them, they greedily reaching to take the fruit, chew duft and bitter ahes. The proceeds 
ings of Sin and Death ; God foretels the final victory of his Son over them, and the renewing of all 
things ; but for the prefent commands his angels to make feveral alterations in the Heavens and ele- 
sents, Adam more and more perceiving his fall’n condition, heavily bewails, rejects the condole. 
ment of Eve; fhe perfifts, and at length appeafes him : then, to evade the curfe likely to fall or 
their offspring, propofes to Adam violent ways, which he approves not, but conceiving better hope 
puts her in mind of the late promife made them, that her Seed fhould be reveng’d on the ferpent 
and exhorts her with him to feek peace of the offended Deity, by repentance and fupplication. 


~~ 
4 

Mean while the heinous and defpiteful a& The high injunction not to tafte that fruit, 
‘Of Satan done in Paradife, and how ‘Whoever tempted ; which they not obeying, 
He in the Serpent had perverted Eve, Incurr’d (what could they Jefs ?) the penalty, 
Hier hufband fhe, to tafte the fatal fruit, ‘And manifold in fin, deferv’d to fall. 
‘Was known in'Heav'n; for what can’fcape the cye | Up into Heav'n from Paradife in hafte 
Of God all-feeing, or deceive his heart Th’ angelic guards afcended, mute and fad 
Ommifcient ? who in all things wife and juft, For man, for of his fate by this they knew, 
Hinder'd not Satan to attempt the mind  - Much wond’ring how the fubtle Fiend had ftol’n 
Of Man with ftrength entire, and free will arm’d | Entrance unfeen. Soon as the unwelcome news 
Complete to have difcover’d and repulf’d From Earth arriv’d at Heaven gate, difpleas'd 
“Whatever wiles of foe or feeming friend. ‘All were who heard; dim Sadnefs did not Spare 


For ftill they knew, and onght to have ftill re- "That time celeftial vifages, yet mix’d 
member’d With pity violated not their blifs. 73 


Steak X. 
About the new-arriv'’d, in multitudes 
Th’ cthereal people ran, to hcar and know 
How all befel: they tow’rds the throne fupreme 
Accountable made hafte to make appear 
With righteous plea their utmoft vigilance, 
« And eafily approv'd ; when the Mok High 
Eternal Father, from his fecret cloud, 
Amidit in thunder utter’d thus his voice. 
Aflembled Auyels,.and ye powers return’d 
From unfuccelsful charge, be not difmay’d, 
Nor troubled at thefe tidings from the Harth, . 
Which your fincereft care could not prevent, 
Foretold fo lately what would com: to pafs, 
When firft this Tempter crofs'd the gulf from Heil. 
I told ye then he fhould prevail and fpeed 
On his bad errand, man fhould be feduc’d 
And flatter'd out of all, believing lies 
Againft his Maker ; no decree of mine 
Concurring to neceffitate his fall, 
Or touch with lighteft moment of impulfe 
His free will, to her own inclining left 
Ja even feale, But fail'n he is, and now 
What refs, but that the mortal fentence pals 
On his tranfyreftion, death denoanc'd thar day ? 
Which he prefumes already vain and void, 
Tecaufe ngt yet infli¢ted, as he fear’d, 
By fome immediate ftroke s but fon fhall find 
Forbexrance no acquittance eer day end. 
Juftice hall not return as bounty fcorn’d. 
But whom fend I to judge-them? whom but thee 
Vicegerent Son? to thee: Have transferr’d 
All judgment, whether in Heav’a, or Earth or 
Ealy it may be feen that J intend (Hell. 
Mercy collegue with juftice, fending thee 
Man's friend, his nedbater, his defign’d 
Both fanfome and-redeemer voluntary, 
And deftin’d Man himfe}f to judge men fall’n. 
So fpake the Father, and unfolding bright 
‘Toward the right hand his glory, on the Son 
Blaz’d forth unclouded deity ; he full 
Refplendent all his Father manifett 
Exprefs'd; and thus divinely anfwer'd mild. 
Father Eternal, thine is to decree, 
Mine both in Heav’n and Earth to do thy will 
Supreme, that thou in me thy Son belov’d 
May’ft ever reft well pleas’d. J go to judge 
On Earth thefe thy tranfgreffors, but thou know’ ft, 
* Whoever judg’d, the worft on me mutt light, 
‘When time fhaht be, for fo. 1 undertook 
Before thee ; and-not repenting, this obtain 
Of right, that 1 may mitigate their doorir 
On me deris’d, yet I fhall temper fo 
Juftice with mercy, a¢ may illuftrate moft 
"Them fully fatisfy’d, and thee appeafe, 
Attendance none fhail need; nor train, where none 
Are to behold the judgment; but the judg’ a, 
Thofe two ; the third beft abfent is condemn’d, 
t Convidt by ‘Aight, and rebel to all law : 
, Conviction to the ferpent none belongs. 
Thus faying, from his radiant feat he rofe 
Of high collaterial glory : him thrones and powers, 
Princedoms, and deminations miniftrant, 
Accompanied to Heav'n gate, from whence 
Eden and 2il the coat in profpe lay. 
j, Down he defcended ftrait ; the fpeed of gods 
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‘Vimte ‘counts not, though with fwifteli” minutes — 


| Now was the fun in weltern cadence low {wing’d. 


From noon, ané gentle airs due at their hour 
To fan the Earth nowavak'd, and wher in 
‘The ev’ning cool, when he front wrath more cook 
Came the mild judge and interteflor bath 
‘To fentence Man ; the voice of God’they, heard, 
Now walking in the garden, by foft winds, ’. 
Brought to their ears, while day declin’d ; hey 
heard, 
And from his preferice hid thenifelves among’ 
"The thicket trees, both man and wife, till God. 
Approaching, thus to Adam call’d aloud, 
Where art thou Adam, wont with joy to. meet 
My coming feen far off? I mifs thee. here, 
Not pleas’é thus ‘entertain’d-with folitude, _ 
Where obvious duty e’er while appear’d unfought s 
Or come Ielefs confpicuous, or what charge t 
Abfcnts thee, or what chance detains ?.Come fortl 
He came, and with hith E¥ey more tosehyhough 
Grit : 
To offend, difcountenanc’d both, and difeompos' "ds ; 
Love was not in their looks, cither to God 
Or to cach other, but apparént guilt, 
And fhame, and perturbation, and defpaisy y 
Anger, and.obftinacy, and hateyand.gnile,).: 
Whence Adam falt’ring long, thus angwer'd brief. 
T heard thee in the gard’n, and of thy voice (i 
Afraid, being naked, hid mer To bicrg id 
The otis judge without tevile, reply’dj_ 
My vie thou oft haft heard; and bah st boat, 
But ftill rejoic’d + how i 13.it ROW: ead 
So dreadful to thee ? that thon sarees, wile 
Hath told thee ? haft thon eaten’t 
Whereof 1 gave thee charge eon feo not not cat 
"Lo whom thus Adam fore. befet reply’d :' 
O Heav’n ! in evil trait this day 1 aud 
Before my Judge, either to-undergo ‘ 
Myfelf the total crime, ‘or to accufe 
My other felf, the partitt of my life; 1c 
Whofe failing, while ber faith to. me remaiey. 
1 thould conceal, and not expofe to-blame: » *: ¢ 
By my complaint ; but ftriét neceffity “ Bree 
Subdues the, and calamitousconftraint, * 
Left on my head both fin, and punithment, . 
However infupportable, be-all. = 
Devolv'd; theagh fhouldI hold my pene; y thet 
Wouldit eafily dete what’ }! conceal: 
This Woman, whom thou madeft to-be niy beif 
Aud gav’ft me as thy perfect gift, fo good, 
So fit, fo acceptable, fo divine, 
That from her hand I could’ fufpedt Ro. in; 
And shat fhe did, whatever in itfelf, . 
Her doing feem'd to juftify che deeds + 
She re gave me of the Tree, and I did-eat. 
‘To whom the Sov’reign Prefence chusreply’a's 
Was the thy God, that her thou didft obey 
Before his voice, or was fhe made thy guide, 
Superior, or but equal, that to her 
‘Thee -didft refign thy manhood, and the place.* : 
Whercin God fet thee above. her, made of ther, 
And for thee, whofe-perfedtion far excell’d: sh" 
Her’s in all real dignity ?) Adorn’d 
She wae indeed, awd lovely to attract ae: 
"Thy love, not thy fubjection ; and ber gifts. : 2° 
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Were fach as tinder government well feem’d, 
Univemly to bear rule, which was thy part 
And perfon, hadft thou known thylelf aright. 
So having faid, he thus to Eve in few. 
Say, Woman, what is this which thou haft done ? 
To whom fad Eve, with fhame nigh over- 
whehn’'d, 
Confefling foon, yet not before her Judge 
Bold or loquacions, thus abath’d raply’d ; 
The ferpent me beguil’d, and I did cat. 
hich when the Lord God heard, without delay 
‘Vo judgement he proceeded on th’ accus’d 
Serpent though brute, unable to transfer 
‘The guile on him who made him inflrument 
Of mifchief, and pollwted from the end 
Of his creation ; juftly then accurs'd, 
As vitiated in nature : more to know 
Concern’d not man (fince he no further knew) 
Nor aker’d his offence ; yet God at Jatt 
To Satair firft iv fin his doom apply’d, 
Though in myfterious terms, judg’d as ther beft ? 
«\od on the ferpent thts his curfe Jet fall. 
Becanfe thou haft done this, thou art accure’d 
Above.all cattle, each beaft of the field; 
Upon thy belly groveting thou fhalt go, 
And duft fhalt eat all the days of thy life. 
r Between thee and the woman I will put - 
Enmity, and between thine and her feed ; 
Her feed thall bruife thy head, thou bruife his heel. 
So fpake this Oracle, thet verify’d 
‘When Jefus fon of Mary, tecond Eve, 





Saav Satan fall like lightning dows from Heav'n, | 


Prince of the Air ; then rifing from his grave 
Spoil’d principalities and powers, triumph'd 
$e open’ heer and with afcenfion bright 
Captivity Jed captive throegh the air, 
‘The realm itfelf of Satan long ufurp’d, 
‘Whom he shall tread at Iaft under our feet; 
Ev’n he who now foretold his fatal bruife, 
And to the woman thus his fentence turn’d. 
~ Thy forrow I will greatly multiply 
By thy conception; children thow fhail bring 
in ferrow forth; and to thy hvfband’s will 
‘Thine thall fubmit ; he over thee fhail rule. 

On Adam lat thus judgment he pronounc’d. 
Becaufethouhaft hearken’dto th’ voice of thy wife, 
And caten of the tree, concerning which 
‘f charg’d thee, faying, Thou fhalt not eat thereof: 
Curs’d ig tre ground for thy fake ; thou in forrow 
Shalt eat thereof all the days of thy life 5 
Thorns alfo and thiftles #t fhall bring thee forth 
Unbid ; and thou fhalt eat th’ herb of the field, 
In the fweat of thy face fhalt thou eat bread 
‘Till thou return unto the ground ; for thon 
Out of the ground watt taken ; know thy birth, 

2¥or duft thou art, and shalt to duft return. 

So judg'd he Man, both Judge end Savionr fent, 
And th’ inftant ftroke of death denowne’d that 

da 
Removd far off; then pitying how they ftood 
Before him naked to the air, that now 
Mutt fuffer change, difdain’d not to begin 
"Thenceforth the form of fervant to affume, 
As when he wath’d bis fervants feet, fo now 
4s father of his family he clad 
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t Their nakednefs with fkins of beafts, or flain, 
Gr as the fnake with youthful coat repaid 5 
And thought not much to clothe his enemies = 
Nor he their outward only with the fkins 
Of beafts, but inward nakednefs, much more 
| Opprobrious, with his robe of righteoufnefs 
Arraying, cover’é from his Father’s fight. 
‘To him with fwift afcent he up return’d, 
Into his bifSful bofom reaffum'd 
In glory as of old; to hin appeas'd : 
| Ali, though all-knowing, what had pafs'd with mani 
\ Recounted, mixing interceffion, fweet. 
Mean while e’er thus was fian'd and judg’d om 
Earth, 
Within the gates of Hell, fat Sin and Death 
In counterview within the gates, that now 
Stood open wide, belching outrageous fame 
Far into Chaos, fince the Fiend pafs'd through, 
Sin opening, who thus new to Death began : 
© Son, why fit we here each other viewing. 
Idly, while Satan our great author thrives 
In other worlds, and happier feat provides 
For us his offspring dear ? It cannot be 
Bat that fuccels attends him ; if mifhap, 
F'er this he had return’d, with fury driven 
By his avengers, fince ne place like this 
Can fit his punifhment, or their revenge. 
Methinks I feel new ftrength within me rife, 
Wings growing, and dominion giv’r me large 
Beyond this deep ; whatever draws mie on, 
Or fympathy, or fome comuatural force 
Powerful at greateft diftance to unite 
With fecret amity things of like kind 
By fecreteft conveyance.’ Thou my fhade 
Infeperable muft with me along : 
For Death from Sin no power can feparate. 
But Jeft the difficulty of paffing back 
Stay his return pethaps over this gulf 
Impaffuble, impervious, let us try, 
Adventrous work, yet to thy power and mire 
Not unagrecable, to found a path 
Over this main frem Heli to that new world 
Where Satan now prevails, 3 monument 
Of merit high to all th infernal hott, 
Eafing their paffage hence, for intercourfe, 
Or tranfmigration, as their lot fhali lead. 
Nor can I mifs the way, fo ftrengly drawn 
By this new felt attraGion and inftinst. > 
Whom thus the meagre thadov anfwer'd foon ¢ 
Go whither Fate and inclination ftrong 
Leads thee ; 1 fhall not Jag behind, nor err 
‘The way, thou leading, fuch a feent I draw 
Of carnage, prey inmumerable, and tafte 
‘The favor of death from all things there that live : 
Nor fhall I to the work thou enterprifeit 
Be wanting, but afford thee equal aid. 
So faying, with delight he fnuff'd the fmell 
Of mortal change on earth. As whena flock 
Of ravenous fowl, though many a league remote, 
Againft a day of battle, to a field, 
Where armies lie encamp’d, come flying, lur’d 
With feent of living carcafes defign’d 
For death, the following day, in bloody fight ; 
So fcented the grim feature, and uptuia’dy 
His noftril wide into the murky air, 
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Sagacious of his quarry from fo far. 

Then both from out Hell gates into the wafte 

Wide anarchy of Chaos damp and dark 

Flew diverfe, and with power (their ‘power was 
great) 


, Hovering upon the waters, what they met 


Sotid or flimy, as in raging fea 
‘Tot up and down, together crouded drove 


# From cach fide fhoaling tow'rds the mouth of 


Hell: > . 
As when two polar winds, blowing adverfe 
Upon the Coronian fea, together drive 
“Mountains of ice, that op th’ imagin’d way 
Beyoud Petfora caftward, to the rich 
Cathaian coal, ‘The aggregated foil 
Death with his mace petrific, cold and dry, 
As with a trident fmote, and ffx’d as firm 
‘As Delos floating once ; the reft his look 
Bound with Gergonian rigour not to move; 
And with Afphaltic flime, broad as the gate, 
Deep to the roots of Hell the gather’d beach 
"They faften’d, and the mole immenfe wrought on 
Over the foaming deep high arch’, a bridge 
Ot length prodigious, joining to the wall 
Tnmoveable of this now fencelefs world 
Forivit to Death ; from hence a paffage broad, 
Smovih, cafy, inoffenfive, down to Hell: 
So, if great things to Small may be compar'd, 
Xerxes, the liberty of Greece to yoke, 
¥rom Sufa his Memnonian palace high 
Came to the fea, and over Hellefpont 
Bridging his way, Europe with Adia join’d, 
And teourg’d with many a itroke th’ indignant 

waves. 
Now had they brought the work by wond'rous 

rt 
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Pontifical, a ridge of pendent rock, 

Qver the vex’d abyfs, following the track 

Of Satan to the felf fame place where he 

Vie lihted from his wing, and landed fafe 
From cut of Chaos, to the outfide bare 

Of this round world ; with pins of adamant 

And chains they made all faft, too fait they made 

And durable ; and now in little fpace 

‘The confines met of empyrean Heav'n 

and of this world, and on the left hand Hell 
With long reach interpos’d ; three feveral ways 
In fight, to each of thefe three places led. 

and now theit,way to Earth they had defery’d; 

‘Yo Paradife firtt tending, when behold 

Satan in likenefs of an angel bright 

Betwixt the Centaur and the Scorpior fteering 
His zenith, while the fun in Aries rofe 

is’d he came, but thofe his children dear 

‘their parent foon difcern'd, though in difguife. 
He after Eve feduc'd, unminded fiunk 

Into the wood fat by, end changing shape 

To obferve the fequel, faw his guileful ac 

By Eve, though ali unweeting, feconded 

Upon her hufband, faw their fhame that fought 
Vain covertures ; but when he faw defcend 
The Son of God to judge them, terrify'd 

He fled, not hoping to efcape, but fhun 

The prefent, fearing guilty what his wrath 
Might faddenly inflict ; that paft, return’d 
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By night, and lift’ning where the haplefs pair 

Sat in their fad difcourfe, and various plaint, P 
"Thence gather’d his own doom, which underftood 
Not inftant, but of future time, with joy 


“And tidings fraught, to Hell he now return’d, 


And at the brink of Chaos, near the foot 
Of this new wondrous pontifice, uithap’d, 
Met who to meet him came, his offspring dear. 
Great joy was at their meeting, and at fight 
Of that itupendous bridge his joy increas'd. 
Long he admiring ftood, till Sin, his fair 
Inchanting daughtet, thus the filence broke ¢ 

© Parent, thefe are thy magnific deeds, 
Thy trophies, which thou view’ft a8 not thine owns" 
‘Thou art their authot and prime Architeét : 
Yor I no fooner in my heart divin'd, 
My heart, which by a fecret harmony 
Still moves with thine, join’d in conne@tion fweety 
‘That thou on earth hadtt profper'd, which thy looks 
Now alfo evidence, but ftrait I fele, 
‘Though diftant from thee worlds between, yet fele 
That I muft after theé with this thy fon, 
Such fatal confequence unites us three ? 
Hell could no longer hold us in her bounds, 
Nor this unvoyageable gulf obfcure = 
Detain from following thy illuftrious track. 
‘Thon haft achiew’d our liberty, confin’d 
Within Hell gates till now, thou us impower'd = ® 
To fortify thus far, and overlay 
With this portentous bridge the dark aby{s, 
“Thine now is all this world ; thy virtue hath wont 
‘What thy hands builded not, thy wifdom gaih'd 
With odds what war hath loft, tnd fully avéng’d 
Onur foil in Heav'n ; here thou fhalt monarch reigay 
There didft not ; there let him ftill vi@or fway, 
As battle hath adjudg’d, from his new world 4 
Retiring, by his own doom alienated; 
And henceforth monarchy with thee divide 
Of all things parted by th’ empyreal bounds, 
His quadrature, from thy orbicular world, 
Or try thee now more dang’rous to his throne. 

Bean thus the Prince of Darknefs anfwer'& 

lad 3 

Fair daughter, and thou fon and grandchild bothy 
High proof ye now have giv’n to be the race 
OF Satan, (for I glory in the name, 
Antagonift of Heéav’n’s altnighty King) 
Amply have merited of me; of all 
Th’ infernal empire, that fo near Heav’n’s door 
‘Triumphal with triumphal act have met, 
Mine with this glorious work, and made one readin 
Heli and this world, one realm, one continent 
Of eafy thorough-fare. Therefore while I 
Defcend through darknefs, on your road with eal 
To my affociate powers; them to acquaint 
With thefe fucceffes, and with them rejoice, 
You two this way, among thefe nusherous orbs 
All yours, right down to Paradife defcend 5 
There dwell and reign in blifs,thence on the earth 
Dominion exercife, and in the air, 
Chicfly on man, fole lord of all declar’d, 
Him firtt make fare your thrall, and laftly kill, 
My fubftitutes I fend ye, avd create 
Plenipotent on earth, of matchlefs might 
Mfuing from me ; on your joint vigour now 
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My hold of this new kingdom all depends, 
‘Through fin to death expos'd hy my exploit. 
If your joint power prevail, th’ affairs of Hell 
No detriment need fear ; go and be ftreng. 

So faying, he difmiis'd them; they with fpeed 
Their courfe through thickeft conftellations held, 
Spreading their banc ; the blafted ftars look’d wan, 
4nd planets, planet=ftruck, real eclipfe 
"Then faffer’d. The other way Satan went down 
The caufeway to Hell gate ; on esther fide 

* Difparted Chaos over built cxckaim’d, 
And with rebounding furge the bars affail’d 
"That fcorn’d his indignation : through the gate, 
‘Wide open and unguarded, Satan pafs'd, 
And all about found defolate ; for thole 
Appointed to fit there had left their charge, 
Flown to the upper world; the reft were all 
Far to th’ inland retix’d, about the walls 
Gf Pandemonitim, city and proud feat 
©f Lucifer, fo by allufion call’d 
@f that bright ftar ta Satan paragon’d. 
‘There kept thejr watch the legions, while the 

> Grand 
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Thi couneil fat, felicitous what chance 
Might datercept their cnp'ror feut ; fo he 
Departing gave command, and they. obferv'd,. 
As when the Tartar from his Ruffian foe 
* By Aftracan over'the fhowy plains 
Retires, or Bactrian Sophi from the horns 
Of Torkifh. crefcent, leaves all wafte beyond’ 
"The realm of Aladule, in his retreat 
"To Tauris or Calbcen : So thefe the late 
Heav’n-banith’d holt left defert urmott Hell 
Many a dark league, reduc’d in careful watch- 
Round their metropolis, and now expecting 
» Each hour their great-adventurer from the search 
Of forcign worlds: he through the midft un- 
in fhew plebian angel militant (mark’d, 
Of loweft order, pafs'd ; and from the door 
Of that Plutonian hall, invifible 
Afcended his high throne, which under ftate 
OLrichelt texture fpread, at the upper end 
‘Was plac’d in regal fuftre, Down a while 
We fat, and round about him faw uniecn : 
At laf as from a cloud his fulgent head 
And fhape ftar-bright appear’d, or brighter, clad 
‘With what permiflive glory fince his fall 
‘Was left him, or falfe glitter: all amaz'd 
At that fo fadden blaze the Stygian throng 
Bent their afpeét, and whom they wifh’d beheld, 
‘Their mighty Chief return’d: loud was the ac- 
claim : 
Forth ruth’d in hafte the great confulting peers, 
Rais'd freva their dark divan, and with like joy 
Congratulant approach’d him, whe with hand 
Silence, and with thefe werds attention won. 
‘Throncs, Dominaticus, Princedoms, Virtucs, 
Powers, 
For in poffeffion fuch, not only of right, 
Teall ye and declare ye now, return’d 
Succefsful beyond hope, to lead ye forth 
Triumphant out of this infernal pit 
Abominable, accurs’d, the houfe of woe, 
And dungeon of cur Tyrant: now poffcfs, 
As lords, a fpacious world, to our native Heav’n 
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With peril great achiev'd. Long were to tell 
What I have done, what fuffer’d, with what pain 
Voyag'd th’ unreal, vaft, unbounded deep 

OF horrible confufien, over which 

Death a broad way now is pav’d 
‘To expedite your glorious march ; but 1 é 
“Yoii'd out my uncouth paffage, fore’d to ride 
Tl’ untra@uble abyfs, plung’d in the womb 
Of unoriginal Night and Chaos wild; 

"That jealous of their fecrcts fiercely oppos’d 
My journey firange, with clamorous uproar 
Protefting fate fupreme ; thence how I fcund 
The new-created world, which fame in Heav’a 
Luong had foretold, a fabsic wonderful, 

OF abfolute perfection, therein Man 

Vlac’d in a Paradift, by our exile 

Made heppy : him by fraud I have feduct 
From his Creator, and the more to inereafe 
Your wonder, with an apple; he thereat 
Offended, worth your laughter, hath giv'n up 
Both his beloved man and all his world 

To Sin and Death a prey, and fo to us, 
Without our hazard, labour, or alarm, 

To range in, and to dwell, and over man 

‘Yo rule, as over all he fhould have rul’d. 

Tsuc is, me alfo he hath judg’d, or rather 

Me not, but the brute ferpent in whofe fhape 
Man I deceiv’d : that which to me belongs 








“Is enmity, which he will put between 


Me and mankind ; I am to brvife his heel ; 

His feed, when is not fet, fhall bruife my head : 
AA world who would not purchafe with a bruife, 
Or much more grievous pain ? Ye have th’ account. 
Of my: performance : what remains, ye Gods, 

But up and enter now into full blifs? 

faid,a while he ftood, expecting 

{al fhout and high appiaufe 

‘Yo fill his car, when contrary he hears 

On all fides, from innimerable tangucs, 

A dismal univerfal hifs, the found 

Of public feorn ; he wonder’d, but not long 

Had leifure, wond’ring at himfelf now n 
His vifage drawn he felt to fharp and fpare, 
His arms chung to his ribs, his Jegs intwining 
Each other, till fupplanted down he fell 

‘A tonftrous ferpent on his belly prone, 
Reluctant, but in vain, a greater Power 
Now rui'd him, punifh'd in the fhgpe he finn'd’ 
According to his dcom : he would have-{poke, 
But hifs tor hifs return’d with: forked tongue 

To forked tongue, for now were all transform’é 
Alike to ferpents, all as accefsories 

"Yo his bold riot ; dreadful was the din 

Of hiffing through the hall, thick {warming nove 
With complicated monfter’s head and tail, 
Scorpion, and afp, and amphifbana dire, 

Cerites horn’d, Hydrus, and Elops drear; 

And Dipfas (not fo thick fwarm’d once the fup 
Bedropt with blood of Gorgon, or the ifle 
Ophiufa) but fill greateft he in the midit, 

Now Dragon grown, larger than whom the fur 
ingender’d in the Pythian vale on flime, 

Huge Python, and his power no lefs he feem’dh- 














“Above the reft Mill to retain; they all 
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Hin: follow’d iffuing forth to th" open ficld, 

Where all yet Jeft of that revolted rout 

Heav’n-fall’n, in ftation ftood or juit array, 

Sublime with expectation when to fee 

In triumph iffuing forth their glorious Chief ; 

“They faw, but other fight inftead, a croud 

Of ugly ferpents; horror on them fell, 

And Borrid fympathy ; for what they few, 

‘They felt themfelves now changing ; down their 
arms, [fatt, 

Down fell both fpear and fhicld, down they as 

And the dire hifs renew’d, and the dire form 

Catch’d by contagion, like in punifhment, 

Asin their crime. ‘Thus was th’ applaufe they 
meant 

Turn'd to exploding hifs, triumph to fhame 

Cal on themfelves from their own mouths, There 
ftood 7 

A grove hard by, fprung up with this their changt, 

His will who reigns ubove, to aggravate 

‘Their penance, laden with fair fruit, like that 

Which grew in Paradife, the bait of Eve 

Us'd by the Tempter : on that profpect ftrange 

‘heir carneft eyes they fix’d, imagining 

For one forbidden tree a multitude 

Now ris'n, to work them further woe or fhame+ 

Yet parch’d with fealding thirft and hunger fierce, 

Tho’ to delude them fent, could not abftain, 

But on they roll’d in heaps, and up the trees 

Climbing, fat thicker than the fhaky locks 

hat curl'd Megzra : “greedily they pluck'd 

‘The fruitage fair to fight, like that which grew 

Near that bituminous lake, where Sodom flam’d ; 

‘Vhis more delufive, not the touch, but tafte, 

Deceiv’d; they fondly thinking to allay 

‘Their appetite with guit, inftead of fruit, 

Chew'd bitter afhes, which th’ offended tafte 

With fpattering noife reje@ted : oft they’ affay'd, 

Hunger and thirft conftraining, drug’d as oft, 

With hatcfulleft difrelith writh’d their jaws 

With foot and cinders fill’d; fo oft they fell 

Into the fame illufion, not as man 

Whom they triumph’d once laps'd. Thus were 
they plagu’d ° 

And worn with famine, long and ceafelefs hifs, 

‘Till their loft fhape, permitted, they refum’d, 

Yearly injoin’d, fome fay, to undergo 

‘vhis arfiual humbling certain number’d days, 

‘Yo dafh their pride, and joy for man feduc’d, 

However, fome tradition they difpers'd 

Among the Heathen of their purchafe got, 

And fabled how the ferpent, whom they call’d 

Gphion with Eurynome, the wide 

Encroaching Eve perhaps, had firlt the rule 

OF high Olympus, thence by Saturn driven 

And Ops, e’er yet Dictzan Jove was bora. 

Meanwhile in Paradife the hellith pair 

‘Too foon arriv’d, Sin there in powcr before, 

Once, aétual, now in body, and to dwell 

Habitual habitant; behind her Death 

Clofe following, pace for pace, not mounted yet 

Ou his pale horfe : te whom Sin thus began : 

Second of Satan fprung, all conqu’ring Death, 

What think? thou of ous umpire now, though 

garn’d 
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With travel difficult, not better far 
‘Than ftill at Hell’s dark threfhold to’ have fat. 
watch ‘ 
Unnam’d, undreaded, and thyfelf half ftarv’d ? 
Whom thus the fin-born monfer antwer’d foon, 
‘T'o me, who with eternal famine pine, 
Alike is Hell, or Paradife, or Heav’n, 
‘There bett, where moft with ravin | may meet 
Which here, though plenteous, ail too little feems, 
‘To fluff this maw, this vait unhide-bound ‘corps.’ 
‘To whom th’ inceftuous mother thus reply’d 
‘Thou therefore on thefe herbs, and fruits, and: 
flowers 
Feed firft, on each beaft next, and fifh and fowl, 
No homely morfels; and whatever thing : 
The fithe of time mows down, devour unfpar’d ; 
‘rill Lin Man refiding through the race, 
His thoughts, his looks, words, actions, afl iafea,’ 
And feafon him thy laft and {weetett. prey. 
This faid, they both betook them feveral wayry- 
Both to deftroy, or unimmortal make 
All kinds, and for deftruction to mature 
Sooner or later; which th” Almighty fecing, 
From his tranfeendent feat the faints among, 
To.thofe Bright orders utter’d thus his voite: > 
See with what heat thcie dogs of Hell advangg, 
"To wafte and havac yonder world, which 1 
So fair and good created, and had ftill 
Kept in that ftate, had not the folly’ of man 
Let in thefe wafteful furies, who impute . 
Folly to me ; fo doth the Prince of Helk. © 
And his adherents, that with fo mich aif. 
I fuffer them to enter and poffefa. © °° 
A place fo heav’nly, and conniving feem 
‘To gratify my fcornful enemies, 
‘Vhat laugh, as if tranfported with fome fit 
Of paffion, to them had quitted all, 
At random yielded up their mifrule ; 
And know not that I call’d, and drew them thither 
My hell-hounds, to lick up the.draff and filth _ 
Which man’s polluting fin with taint hath thed gy 
On what was pare, till cranun’d and gorg’d, nigh 
burit 
With fuck’d and glutted offal, at one fling 
Of thy viGerious arm, well-pleafing Son, 
Both Sin and Death, and yawning Grave at laft, 
Thro’ Chaos‘hurl’d, obftrué the mouth of Hell 
For ever, and ftal up his ravenous jaws. 
‘Phen Heav’n aad Earth renew'd shall be madepure 
“Yo fanétity that fhall receive no ftain : 
‘Till then the eurfe pronounc’d on both precedes, 
He ended ; and the Heay’nly audience joud 
Sung halleluiah, as the found of feas, : 
‘Through multitude that fang-; Juft are thy. ways, 
Righteous are thy decrees on all thy works; 
Who can extenuate thee? Next, to the Son, 
Deftin’d Reftorer of mankind, by whom 
New Heay’n and Earth shall to the ages rife, 
Or down from Heaw’ndefcend, Such was their fong 
While the Creator calling forth by name. 
His mighty Angels, gave them feveral chavge 
‘As forted bef with prefent things, ‘The fun 
Had firft his precept fo to move, fo thine, 
As might affect the n with cold and heat 
Scarce tolerable, and frum the north to call 
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Decrepit winter, fram the fouth to bring And in a troubled fea of paffion toft, 
Solftitaal fummer’s heat. To the blanc moon ‘Thus to difburden fought with fad complaint, 
Her office they preferib’d, to th’ other five O miferable of happy ! is this the end 
.« Their planetary motions and afpedts Of this new glorious warld, and me fo late 

«”, Jp fextile, {quare, and trine, and oppofite ‘The glory of that glory, who now become 
Of noxious efficacy, and when to join Accurs’d of bleffed, hide me from the face | 
In fynod unbenign; and taught the fix’d Of God, whom to behold was then my height 
‘Their influence malignant when to fhower, Of happinefs ! yet well, if here would end f 


‘Which of them rifing with the fpn, or falling, The mifery ; I deferv'd it, and would bear 
Should prove tempeftuous : to the winds they fet | My own defervings ; but this will not ferve 5 


“Their corners, when with blufter to confound All that I eat or drink, or thall beget, 
§ea, air, and fhore, the thander when to roll Is propagated curfe. O voice once heard 
‘With terror through the dark aercal hall. Delightful, Zncreafe and multiply, 
Some fay he bid his angels turn afcanfe Now death to hear! for what can I increafe 
‘The poles of earth twice ten degrecs and more Or multiply, but curfes on my head? 
From the fun's axle, they with labour pufh’d Who of all ages tq fucceed, but feeling 
Oblique the centric globe ; forme fay the fun ‘The evil on him brought by me, will curfe 
"Was bid turn reins from th’ equinodtial road My head ? Ill fare our anceftor impure, 
Like diftant breadth to Taurus with the feven Por this we may thank Adam ; but his thanks 
Atlantic Sifters, and the Spartan Twins Shall be the execration ; {0 befides 
ip to the."F'ropie Crab; thence down amain Mine own that bide upon me, all from me 
By Leo, and the Virgin, and the Scales, Shall with a fierce reflux on me rcdound, 
As deep as Capricorn, to bring in change On me as on their natural centre light 
of Geatons to each clime; elfe had the {pring * | Heavy, though in their place, O fleeting joys 
Perpe(Zal fmil'd on earth with verdant flowers, Of Paradife, dear bought with lafting woes ! 
Aqual in days and nights, except to thofe Did I requeft thee, Maker, from my clay 
Beyond the polar circles; to them day ‘To mould me man, did I folicit thee 
- Had unbenighted thone, while the low fun From darknefs to promote me, or here place 
‘To recompence his diftance, in their fight In this deticious garden ? As my will 
‘Had rounded {till th’ horizon, and not known Concurr'd not to my being, it were but right 
Or eat or weft, which had forbid the fnow And equal to reduce me to my duit, 
From cold Eftotiland, and fouth as far Defirous to refign and render back 
Beneath Magellan. . At that tafted fruit Alll recciv'd, unable to perform 
‘The fan, as from Thyéftean banquet turn'd "hy terms too hard, by which 1 was to hold 
His courfe intended ; elfe how had the world ‘The good I fought not.. To the Jofs of that, 
Inhabited, tho’ finlefs, more than now, Sufficient penalty, why haft thou added 
Avoided pinching cold, and fcorching heat ? The funfe of endlefs woes ? inexplicable 
‘"Thefe changes in the Heav'ns, though flow, pro- | ‘Thy juitice feems ; yet to fay truth, too late 
duc'd I thus conteft ; then fhould have been refus'd 
Like change on fea and-Iund, fideral blast, ‘Thole terns whatever, when they were propos'd : 
Vapour, and mift, and exhalation hot, ‘Thou didft accept them : wilt thou enjoy the good 
Gorrupt and peftilent : now from the north ‘Then cavil the conditions? and though God 
Of Norumbega, and the Samoéd hore, Made thee without thy leave, what if thy fon 
Burfting their brazen dungeon, arm’d with ica Prove difobedicnt, and reprov'd, retort, 
And fnow, and hajl, and ftormy guft, and flaw, Wherefore didft thou beget me ? I fought it not : 
Boreas and Cecias and Argeftes loud Wouldft thou admit for his contempt of thee 


And Thraciag rend.the woods, and feas upturn ; ‘That proud excufe? yet him not thy election, 
“With adverfe blaft upturns them from the fouth | But matural neceflity begot. 


Notus and Afer black with thundrous clouds God made thee of choice his owt} and of his own 

From Serraliona ; thwart of thefe as fierce ‘To ferve him; thy reward was of his grace, 

Forth tuh the Levant and the Ponent winds Thy punifhment then juftly is at his will. 

Eurus and Zephyr with their lateral noife, Be it fo, for I fubmit; his doom is fair, 

Sirrocco, and Libecchio. ‘Thus hegan ‘That duft Iam, and fhall to duft return 

Qutrage from lifelefs things; but Difcord firtt O welcome hour whenever! why delays 

Daughter of Sin, among the irrational, His hand to execute what his decree 

Death introduc’d through fierce antipathy : Fix'd on this day? why do I overlive, , 

Beat now with beait tan war, and fowl with Ww hy am I mock'd with death, and lengthen’d out 
fowl, © ° ae beara Pain ? how sadly would I meet 

And fith with fith-s to graze the herb all leavi: ortality my fentence, ¢ eart! 

Devour'd each other ; ie ftood much in awe tet Infenfible, how glad would lay me down 


OF man, but fled him, or with count’nance grim | 4% in my mother’s lap ? there I should reft 
Glar’d on him paling. ‘Thefe were from wistioat And fleep fecure ; his dreadful voice no more 


‘The growing miferies which Adam faw Would thunder in my ears, no fear of worfe 
Already in part, tho’ hid in gloomie fhade, ‘To me and to my offspring would torrent me 


‘Fo forraw’ abandon’d, but worle fele within, With crucl expectation. Yet one doubt : 
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Purfues me Mill, left all f cannot die, : 
Left that pure breath of life, the fp'rit of man 
Which God infpir'd, cannot together perifh 
‘With this corporeal clod ; then in the grave, 
Or iv fame other difmal place, who knows 
aBut | thall die a living death ? O thought 
Horrid, if true! yet why ? it was but breath 
y Of life that finn’d; what dies but what had life 
And fin ? the body properly hath neither. 
All of me then fhall dies let this appeafe 
"The doubt, fince human reach no fucther knows. 
For though the Lord of all be infinite, 
Js his wrath alfo? be it; man is not fo, 
But mortal doom’d. How can he exercife 
Wrath without end on man whom death muft end? 
Can he make deathicfs death? that were to make 
Strange contradi@ion, which to God himfelf 
Impolflible is held, as argument 
Of weaknefs, not of power. Will he draw out, 
For anger’s fake, finite to infinite 
In punifh’d man, to fatisfy his rigor 
Satisfy’d never ? that were to extend 
His fentence beyond duft and Nature’s law, 
By which all caufes elfe according {till 
'To the reception of their matcer act, 
Not to th’ extent of their own fphere, But fay 
‘That death be not one ftroke, as I fuppos'd 
Bereaving fenfe, but endlefs mifery 
From this day onward, which I feel begun 
Both in me,-and without me, and fo daft 
‘To perpetuity : Ay me, that fear 
Comes thund’ring back with dreadful revolution 
Gn my defencelefs head ; both death and I 
Am found eternal, and incorporate both, 
Nor I in my part fingle, in me all 
Poftcrity ftands curs’d + fair patrimony 
‘That I matt leave ye, Sons ;-O were I able 
‘To waite it all myfelf, and leave ye none ! 
$0 difinherited, how would you blifs 
Me now your curfe! Ah, why should all mankind 
For one man’s fault thus guiltlefs be condemn’d, 
If guiltlefs? but from me what can proceed, 
But all corrupt, both mind and will deprav’d, 
Not to do only, but to will the fame 
With me ? how can they then acquitted ftaad 
In fight of God? him after all difputes 
Forc’d 4 abfolve : all my evations vain, 
And féafonings, though through mazes, lead me 
But to my owAconviction : firlt and Jaft [till 
On me, ine only, as the fource and {pring 
Of all corruptionpall the blame lights duc ; 
So might the wrath. Fond with! couldit thou 
fupport 
‘That burden heavier than the earth to bear, 
"Than all the world much heavier, though divided 
With that bad woman ? thus what thou defir'it 
And what thou fear'ft, alike deftroys all hope 
Of refuge, and concludes thee miferable 
; Beyond al] paft example and future, 
| ‘To Satan only like both crime and doom. 
! O confcience, into what abyfs of fears 
| And horrors haft thou driven me; out of which 
4 I find no way, from deep to deeper plung’d! —- 
: ‘Thus Adam to himfelf lamented loud 
‘Through the ftill night, not now, as’er man fell 
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Whdlefome and cool, and mild, but wich black 
arr > 
Accompanied, with damps and dreadful gloom, ~ 
Which to his evil confcience reprefented 
All things with double terror: on the ground 
‘Outftretch’d he lay, on the cold ground, and oft 
Cure'd his creation, Death as oft accus’d 
Of tardy execution, jince deuounc’d Ripe suet 2 
The day of his offence, Why comes not Desth, 
Said he, with one thrice acceptable ftroke 
‘Yo end me? fhall Truth fail to keep her word, 
Juftice divine not haften to be jut? 
But Death comes not a call; fuftice divine 
Mends not her floweft pace fer pray’rs or cries. 
O woods, O fountains, hillocks, dales and bowers, 
With other echo late I taught your fhades 
To anfwer and refound far other fong. 
Whom thus affli&ted when fad Eve bebeldy 
Defolate where the fat, approaching nigh, 
Soft words to his fierce paffion the affay'dt 
But her with ftern regard he thus repell’d, é 
Ont of my fight, thou ferpent ; that name bef 
Befits thee with him lcagu’d, thyfelf as falfe 
And hateful; nothing wants, but that thy fhape, 
Like his, and colour ferpentine may thew*. 
Thy inward fraud, te warn all creatures from thes. 
Henceforth 5 left that too heav’nly form, pretended 
"Fo hellith falfehood, fnare them. But for thee 
I had perfifted happy, had not thy pride 
And wand’ring vanity, when leaft was fafey 
Rejected my forewarning, and difdain’d -. 
Not to he trufted, longing to be feem::: a 
Though by the Devil himfelf, him éverweening 
‘To over-reach, but with the ferpent meeting 
Foo]’d and beguil’d, by him thou, I by thees 
To traft thee from my fide, imagin'd wife, 
Conftant, mature, proof againft all affaules, 
And underftood not all was but a thew 
Rather than folid virtue, all but a rib 
Crooked by Nature, bent, as now appears, 
More to the part finifter, from me drawn, 
Well if thrown out, as fupernurwrary 
‘To my juft number found. O why did God, 
Creator wife that peopled higheft Heav'n 
With fpirits mafculine, create at lat 
This novelty onearth, this fair defect 
Of Nature, and not fill the world at once 
With men as angels without feminine, 
Or find fome other way to generate 
Mankind ? this mifchief had not then befall’n, 
And more that fhall befal, innumerable 
Difturbances on earth through female {nares, 
And ftrait conjun@tion with this fex ; for either 
He never fhall find out fit mate, but fach 
As fome misfortune brings him, or miftake; 
Or whom he wifhes mof fhall feldom gain : 
‘Through her perverfenefs, but fhall fee her gain’d 
By a far worfe, or if the love, withheld] 
By parents ; or his happieft choice too late 
Shall meet already link'’d and wedlock-bound 
To a fell adverfary, his hate or fhame : 
Which infinite calamity fhall caufe 
To human life, and how.ehold peace confound, 
He added not, and from her turn'd; but Eve 
Not fo repuls’d, with tears that ccas'd not dowing, 
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And treffes ali diforder’d, at his feet ¢ 

Fell hanibie, and embracing them, befought 

His peace, and thus proceeded in her plaint : 
Forfake me not thus, Adam ; witnefs Heav’n 

‘What love finccre, and reverence in my heart 

1 bear thee, and unweeting have offended, 

Unhappily deceiv'd; thy splices 

J beg, and clafp thy knecs ; bercave me not, 

‘Whereon I live, thy gentle looks, thy aid, * 

‘Thy counfel in this uttermoft diftrefs, 

My only ftrength and ftay, forlorn of thee, 
Whither hall [ betake me, where fubfiit ? 
‘While yet we live, {carce one fhort hour perhaps, 
Between us two let there be peace, both joining, 
As join’d in injuries, one enmity 

Aguinit a foe by doom exprefs'd affigned us, 
That crucl ferpeyt ; on me exereife not 

‘Thy hatred for tiis mifery befall’n, 

On me already JoR, me than thyfelf 

More miferable ; both have fiun’d, but thou 
Againft God only, I againft God and thec, 

And to the place of judgment wil! return, 
‘There with my cries importune Eleav'n, that all 
"The fentence from thy head remov'd may liglit 
On mey“ole caufe to thee pf all this woe, 

Me, me only, jult object of his ire. 

., She ended weeping ; and her lowly plizht, 

“Immoveable till peace obtain’d from fault 
Acknowledg’d and deplor’d, in Adam wrought 
Commiferation ; foon his heart relented 
Tow’rds her, his lite fo fate and fole delight, 
Now at his feet fubmillive in diftrefs, 

Creature fo fair his reconcilement fecking, 

His counfel, whom the had difpleas’d, his aid ; 

As one difarm’d, his anger all he loft, 

And thus with peaceful words uprais’d her foon, 
Unwary, and too defirous, as before, 

So now of what thou know’ft not, who defir’ft 

‘The punifhment all on thyfclf; alas, 

Bear thine own firft, ill able to inftain 

His full wrath, whofe thou fecl’ft as yet leaft part, 

vind my difpleafure bear’ft fo ill’ If prayers 
Could alter high deerees, to that place 
Would {peed before thee, and be louder heard, 
‘That on my head all might be vifited, 

Thy frailty and infirmer fex forgiven, 
‘To me committed and by me expos’d. 

+ But rife ; let us no more contend, nor blame 
Each other, blam’d cnough elfewhere, but itrive 
In offices of love how we may lighten 
Each other's burden in our thare of woe ; 

Since this day’s death denounc’d, if ought I fee, 
‘Will prove no fudden, but a flow-pac’d evil, 
<A tong day's dying to augment our pain, 
And to our feed (O hapteis feed !) deriv’d. 

To whom thus Eve, recovering heart, reply’d : 
Adam, by fad experiment 1 know 
How litde weight my words with thee can find, 
Found fo erroneous, thence by juft cvent : 
Found fo unfortunate ; neverthelefs, 
Reftor’d by thee, vile as I am, to place 
Of new acceptznce, hopeful to regain 
Thy love, the fole contentment of my heart 
Living or dying, from thee I will not hide 
¥ hat thoughts in my unquict breatt are rifen, 
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Tending to fome relief of our extremes, 
Or end, though fliarp and fad, yet tolerable, 
As in our evils, and of eafier choice, 
If care of our defcent perplex us moit, 
Which muft be born to certain woe, devour’d 
By Death at laft ; and miferable it is 
‘Yo be to others cauie of mifery, 
Our own begotten, and of our loins to bring 
Into this curled world a woeful race, 
‘That after wretched Jife muft be at lft, 
Food for fo foul a manfter; in thy power” 
It lies, yet e’er conception to prevent 
‘Lhe race unbleft, to being yet unbegot. 
Childlefs thou art, childlefs remain : fo Death 
fhali be deceiv'd his glut, and with us two 
Be forc’d to fatisfy his ravenous maw. 
But if thou judge it hard and difficult, 
Converting, looking, loving, to abitain 
From Love’s due rites, nuptial embraces {weet, 
And with defire to languith without hope, 
Before the prefent objed tanguithing 
With like defire, which would be mifery 
And torment lefs than none of what we dread ; 
‘Then both ourfelves and feed at once to free 
¥rom what we fear for both, let us make thost, 
Let us {eek Death, or he not found, fupply 
With our own hands his office on ourfelves : 
Why ftand we longer shivering under fears, 
‘That thew no end but death, and have the power, 
Of many ways to dic the fhorteft choofing, 
Dettruction with deftruction to deftroy ? 
She ended here, or vehement defpair 
Broke off the reft ; fo ‘much of death her thoughts 
Had entertain’d, as dy’d her cheeks with pale. 
But Adam with fuch counfel nothing fway’d, 
‘To better hopes his more attentive mind 
ab’ring had rais'd, and thus to Eve reply’d: 
Evé, thy contempt of life and pleafure feems 
To arguc in thee fomething more fublime 
And excelient than what thy mind contemns ; 
But felf deftru@tion therefore fought, refutes 
‘That excellence thought in thee, and implies, 
Not thy contempt, but anguifh and regret 
For lols of life and pleafure overlov’d. 
Or if thou covet death, as utmoft end 
Of mifery, fo thinking to invade 
‘The penalty pronounc’d, doubt not but God_ 
Hath wifelier arm’d his vengeful ire thai ‘10 ~ 
To be foreftali'd; much more I feg~ set death 
So fnatch’d will not exempt us frq.n the pain 
We are by doom to pay ; rather each adts 
Of contumacy will provoke the Higheft 
To make death in us lives then let us feek 
Some fafer refolution, which methinks 
I have in view, calling to mind with heed 
Part of our fentence, that thy feed fhall bruife 
‘The ferpent’s head ; piteous amends, unlefs 
Be meant, whom i conjecture our grand foe 
Satan, who in the ferpent hath contriv'’d, 
Againft us this deceit : to crufh his head 
Would be, revenge indeed ; which will be lof 
By death brought on ourfelves, or childlefs days 
Refolv’d as thou propofeft ; fo our foc J 
Shall ’{cape his punifhment ordain’d, and-we 
Joftead thal! double ours upon our heads. 
: aa “y 
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No more be mention’d then of violence 

Againit ourfelves, and wilful barrennefs. 

‘That cuts us off from hope, and favors only 
Rancour and pride, impatience and defpite, 
Reluctance againft God and his juft yoke 

Faid on our necks. Remember with what mild 
And’ gracious temper he bot heard and judg’d 
Prithout wrath or reviling ; we expected 
Immediate diffolution, which we thought 

‘Was meant by death that day, when lo, to-thee 
Pains only in child-bearing were foretold, 

And bringing forth, foon recompens’d with joy, 
Fruit of thy womb: on me the curfe aflope 
Glane'd on the ground; with labour I muft earn 
My bread ; what harm ? Idlenefs had been worfe 
My labour will fuftain me ; and left cold 

Or heat fhould injure us, his timely care 

Hath unbefought provided, and his hands 

Cloth’d ua unworthy, pitying while he judg’d ; 
How much more, if we pray him, will his ear 

Be open, and his heart to pity incline, 

And teach us further by what means to hun 
The inclement feafons,-rain, ice, hail, and fnow ? 
Which now the fky with various face begins 

To fhew us in this mountain, while the winds 
Blow moitt and keen, fhattering the graceful locks 
Of thefe fair fpreading trees; which bids us feck 
Some better fhroud, fome better warmth to cherifh 
Our lips benumm’d, e’er this diurnal ftar 

Leave cold the night, how we his gather’d beams 
Reflected, may with matter fere foment, 

Or by collifion of two bodies grind 

he air attrite to fire, as late the clouds 
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Juftling or pufh’d with winds rude in their fhock 
Tine the flant lightning, whofe thwart fame 
driven down . 

Kindles the gummy bark of fir or pine, 
And fends a comfortable heat from far, 
Which might fupply the fun: fuch fireto ufe, 
And what may elfe be remedy or cure 7 
‘Te evils which out own mifdeeds have wrought, 
He will inftrn@ us praying, and of grace 
Befecching him, fo as we need not fear 
To pafs commodioufly this life fuftain’d 
By him with many comforts, till we end 
In duft, our final reft and native home. 
What better can we do, than to the place 
Repairing where he judg’d us, proftrate fall 
Before him reverent, and there confefs 
Humbly our faults, and pardon beg, with tears 
Watering the ground, and with our fighs the air. - 
Frequenting, fent from hearts contrite, in fign 
Of forrow, unfeign’d, and humiliation meek 2 
Undoubtedly he will relent and turn 
From his difpleafure ; in whofe look ference, 
When angry moft he feem’d and moft fevere, 
What elfe but favour, grace, and mercy fhone ? 

So fpake our Father penitent, nor Eve 
Felt lefs remorfe : they forthwith to thé place 
Repairing where he judg’d them, proftrate fell 
Before him reverent, and both confefs'd 
Humbly their faults, and pardon begg’d with tears 
Watering the ground, and with their fighs the ai 
Frequenting, fent from hearts contrite, in figg ~~ 
Of forrow unfeign’d, and humiliatiow tiedhy. 
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BOOK XL 


The Argument. 


‘The Son of God prefents to his Father the prayers of our Firft Parents now repenting, and interceder 
for them: God accepts them, but declares that they muft no longer abide in Paradife; fends Mi- 
chael with a band of Cherubim to difpoffefs them; but firft to reveal to Adam future things: Mi- 
chael’s coming down, Adam thews to Eve certain ominousfigns ; he difcerns Michael's approach ;, 


_Yoes out to meet him; the Angel denounces their departure. Eve's lamentation. Adam _pleads;! 
“but fubmits : the Angel leads them up to a high hill fets before him in vifion whet fhall happen! 


till the flood, 


Thus they in lowliett plight repentant ftood 
Praying ; for from the mercy-feat above 
Prevenient grace defcending had remov'd 
‘The ftony from their hearts, and made new fleth 
Regenerate grow inftead, that fighs now breath’d 
Unutterable, which the fp’rit of prayer 

~ Infpir’d, and wing'd for Heav'n with f{peedier flight 
"Phan Joudeft oratory ; yet the port 
Not of mean fuiters, nor important lefs 
Seem’d thcir petition, than when th’ ancient pair 
‘In fables old, tefs ancient yet than thefe, 
Deucalien and chafte Pyrtha, to reftore 
‘The race of mankind drown’d, before the thrine 
OF Thennis ftood devout. To Heav’n their pray’rs 
Flew up, nor mifs'd the way by envious winds 
Blown vagabond, or fruftate : in they pafs'd 
Dimenfionlefs thro’ heav’nly doors; then clad 
With incenfe, where the golden altar fym'd, 
By their great tnterceffor, came in fight 
Before the Father’s throne : them the glad Son 
Prefenting, thus to intercede begian : 

See, Father, what firft fruits on carth are fprung 
From thy implanted grace in man, thefe fighs 
And pray’rs, which in this golden cenfer, mix’d 
‘With incenfe, I thy Pricih before thee bring, 
Fruits of more pleafing favour from thy feed 
Sown with contrition in his heart, than thofe 
‘Which his own hand, manuring all the trees 
Of Paradife, could have produc’d, e’er fall’n 
From innocence. Now therefore bend thine ear 


To fupplication, hear his fighs, tho’ mute ; 

Unskilful with what words to pray, let me 

Interpret for him, me his advacate 

And propitiation ; all his works on me, 

Good or not good, ingraft, my merit thofe 

Shall perfect, and for thefe my death shall pay. 

Accept me, and in me from thefe receive 

‘The {mell of peace tow’rd mankind ; let him liv 

Before thee reconcii’d, at leaft his days 

Number’d, though fad, tll death, his doom 

(which I 

To mitigate thus plead, not to reverfe) 

Te better life fhall yield him, where with me 

All my redeem’d may dwell in joy.ar® butk, 

‘Made one with me, as I with “¢ am one. 
To whom the Father, withort cloud, ferene, 

All thy requeft for man, accer%d Son, 

Obtain ; all thy requeit was fry decree ; 

But longer in that Paradife to dwell, 

‘The law 1 gave to Nature him forbids : 

‘TKofe pure immortal elements that know 

No grofs, no inharmonious mixture foul, 

Eject him tainted now, and purge him off 

Asa diftemper, grofs to air as grofs, 

And mortal food, as may difpofe him beft 

For diffolution wrought by fin, that firft 






| Diftemper'd all things, and of incorrupt 


Corrupted. 1 at firfl with two fair gitts 
Created him endow’d, with happinefs 
And immortality : that fondly loft, 
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‘This other ferv'd but to enternize woe, 
‘Till L provided death ; fo death becomes 
His final remedy, and after life 
‘Try’d in fharp tribulation, and cefin’d 
By faith and faithful works, to fecond lifc, 
Walk'd in the renovatiorf of the juft, 
Refigns him up with Heav’n and Earth renew’d. 
Sut let us call to fynod all the bieft 
Through Heav'n’s wide bounds; from. them 1 
wili not hide 
My judgments, how with mankind I proceed, 
As how with peccant angels late they faw, 
And in their {tate, though firm, ftood more con- 
firm’d. 
He ended; and the Son gave fignal high 
To the bright minifter that watch'd; he blew 
His trumpet, heard in Oreb fince perhaps 
When God defcended, and perhaps once more 
‘To found at general doom. Th’ angelic blait 
Fill'd all the regions : from their blifsful bowers 
Of amarantine fhade, fountain, or {pring, 
By the waters of life, where’er they fat 
In fellowships of joy, the fons of Light 
Hated, reforting to the fummons high, 
And took their feats ; till from his throne fupreme 
Th’ Almighty thus pronounc’d his fov’reign will. 
O Sons, like one of us Man is become 
To know both good and evil, fince his tafte 
Of that defended fruit; but let him boaft 
His knowledge of good loft and cvil got ¥ 
Happigy, had it fuffic’d him to have known 
Good by itfelf, and evil not at all. 
He forrows now, repents, and prays contrite, 
My motions in him ; longer than they move, 
His lieart 1 know, how variable and vain 
Self-left. Left herefore his now bolder hand 
Reach alfo of the tree of life, and eat, 
And live for ever, dream at leaft to live 
For ever, to remove him I decree, 
And fend him from the garden forth to till 
‘The ground whence he was taken, fitter foil, 
Michael, chis my beheft have thou in charge, 
‘Take to thee from among the Cherubim 
‘Thy choice of faming warriors, left the Fiend, 
Or in behalf of man. or to invade 
Vacant ‘poffeffion, fome new trouble raife : 
Malte thee, and from the Paradife of God, 
Withdt=qorle, drive out the finful pair, 
From halow Pound th’ unholy, and denounce 
‘To them and tu "heir progeny from thence 
Perpetual banifhris wt. Yet, eft they faint 
alt the fad fentence”rigoroudly urg’d ; 
For I behold them foften’d, and with tears 
Bewathing their excefs, all terror hide, 
if patiently thy bidding they obey, 
Difnrifs them not difconfolate; reveal 
‘To Adam what ihall come in future days, 
As I fhall thee enlighten ; intermix 
My covenant in the Woman's feed renew'd; 
So fend them forth, tho’ forrewing, yet in peace: 
And on the eaft fide of the garden place, 
‘Where entrance up from Eden eafieft climbs, 
Cherubic watch, and of a {word the flame 
‘Wide-wating, all approach far off to fright, 
And guard all paflage to the Tree of Life 3 
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or 

Left Paradife a receptacle prove 

To fpirits foul, and all my trees their prey, 

With whofe ftol’n fruit Man once more to des’ 
Tude. 

He ceas’d; and th’ arch-angelic Pow’r prepar’d 
For {wift defcent, with him the cohort bright 
Of watchful Cherubim ; four faces each 
Had like a double Janus, all their thape 
Spangled with eyes more numerous than thofe 
Of Argus, and more wakeful than to droufe, 
Charm’d with Arcadian pipe, the paft’ral reed 
Of Hermes, or his optate rod. Meanwhile 
To refalute the world with facred light 
Leucothea wak’d, and with frefh dews imbalm’d 
The earth, when Adam, and firft matron Eve 
Had ended now their orifons, and found 
Strength added from above, new hope to fpring 
Out of defpair, joy, but with fear yet link’d ; 
Which thus to Eve bis welcome words renew'd 

Eve, eafily may faith admit, that all 
‘The good which we enjoy from Heav’n defcends; 
But that from us ought fhould afcend to Heaven 
So prevalent as to concern the mind 
Of God high-bleft, or to incline his will, 

Hard to belief may feem ; yet this will pra7zr, 
Or one fhort figh of human breath, upborne 

Ev'n to the feat of God. For fince I fought 

By pray’r th’ offended Deity to’ appeafe, 

Knecl’d and before him humbl’d all my heart, 
Methought I faw him placable and mild, 
Bending his ear; perfuafion in me grew 

‘That I was heard with favour; peace return’d 
Home to my breaft, and to my memory : 
His promife, that thy feed fhall bruife our foe; 
Which then not minded in difmay, yet now 
Affures me that the bitternefs of death 

Is paft, and we fhalljive. Whence bai to thee, 
Eve rightly call’d Mother of all Mankind, 
Mother of all things living, fince by thee 

Man is to live, and all things live for man. 

To whom thus Eve with fad demeahor meck, __ 
Ill worthy I fuch title fhould belong ‘ 
To me tranfgreffor, who for thee ordain’d 
A help, became thy fnare; to me reproach 
Rather belongs, diftruft and all difpraife + 
But infinite in pardon was my Judge, ‘ 
That t who firit brought death on all, am grac’d 
‘The fource of life; next favourable thou, 

Who highly thust’ entitle me vouchfaf'ft, 

Far other name deferving. But the field 

‘Te labour calls us now with fweat impos'd, 

Tho’ after fleeplefs night ; for fee the morn, 

All unconcern’d with our unreft, begins 

Her rofy progrefs fmiling ; let us forth, 

I never from thy fide henceforth to ftray, 

Where’er our day’s work lies, though now ine 
join’d 

Laborious, till day droop; while here we dwell, 

‘What can be toilfome in thefe pleafant walks ? 

Here fet us live, tho’ in fall’n ftate, content. 

So fpake, fo with'd much humbled Eve, but 

Fate 

Subfcrib’d not; Nature firft gave figns, imprefs'd 

On bird, beaft, air, air fuddenly eclips'd 

After fhort bluth of Morn; nigh in her fight 
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‘ 

‘The bird of Jove ftoop’d from his airy tour, 

‘Two birds of gayeft plume before him drove ; 

Down from a hill the beaft that reigns in woods, 

Firft huater then, porfu'd a gentle brace, 

Goodlie& of all the forcft, hart and hind; 

Direct to th’ eaftern gate was bent their flight. 

Adam obferv’d, and with his cyes the chace 

Purfuing, not unmov'd, to Eve thus {pake : 

© Eve, fome further change awaits us nigh, 

Which Heav’a by thefe mute figns in Nature 
fhews, 

Forerunners of his purpofe, or te warn 

Us haply too fecure of our difcharge 

From penalty becaufe from death releas’d 

Some days; how long, and what till then our life, 

Who knows, or more than this, that we are duft, 

And thither muit return, and be no mote? 

Why elfe this double obje@ in our fight 

Of flight purfu’d in th’ air, and o'er the ground, 

‘One way the felf-fame hour? why in the eaft 

Darknefs e’er day’s mid-courfe, and morning-light 

Mare orient in yon weftern cloud that draws 

O’er the blue firmament a radiant white, 

And flow defcends, with fomething heav'nly 
Sraneht? 

He err'd hot ; for by this the heav’nly bands 

Down from a tky of jafper lighted yow 

In Paradife, and on a hill made halt, 

A glorious apparition, had not doubt 

And carnal fear that day dimm’d Adam’s eye: 

Not that more glorious, when the Angels met 

Jacob in Mahanaim, where he faw 


“The field pavilion’d with his guardians bright ; 


Nor that which on the flaming mount appear’d 

In Dothan, cover’d with a camp of fire, 

Againit the Syrian king, who, to furprife 

One man, affaffin-like had levied war, 

‘War unproclaim’d. ‘The princely Hierarch 

Yn their bright ftand there lett his pow’rs co feize 

Poffeffion ot the garden; he alone, 

Lo find where Adam fhelter’d took his way, 

‘Not unperceiv'd of Adam, who to Eve, 

While the great vifitant appreach’d, thus fpake : 
Eve, now expeét great tidings, which perhaps 

Of us will foon determine, or impofe 

New lawa to be obferv’d; for I defery 

- From yonder blazing cloud that veils the hill, 

One of the heav'nly hoft, and by his gait 

None of the meaneft, fome great potentate 

Or of the thrones above, fuch majefty 

Invefts him coming; yet not terrible, 

‘That I fhould fear, not fociably mild, 

As Raphael, that I fhould much confide, 

But folemn and fublime, whom not t’ offend, 

‘With reverence 1 muft mcet, and thou retire. 
He ended; and th’ Arch-angel foon drow nigh, 

Not in bis fhape celeftial, but as man 

Clad to mect man ; over his lucid arms 

A military veft of purple flow’d 

Livelier than Melibaan, or the grain 

Of Sarra, worn by kings and heroes old 

In time of truce: Iris had dipt the woof, 

Hisftarry helm unbuckled fhew’d him prime 

In manhood, where youth ended; by his fide 

As in a glift’ring zodiac, hung the {word, 
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Satan’s dire dread, and in his hand the {pear. 
Adam bow'd low ; he kingly from his ftate 
Inclin’d not; but his coming thus declar d: 
Adam, Heav’n’s high beheft no preface needs : 
Sufficient that thy pray’rs are heard, and Death, 
Then due by fontence when thou didft tranfyretse 


‘Defeated of his {eizure many days 


Giv'n thee of grace, wherein thou may'® repent 
Aud one bad aét with many deeds well done 
May’tt cover ; well may then thy Lord appeas'd 


j Redeem thee quite from Death’s rapacious clame ; 


But longer in this Paradife to dwell 

Permits not ; to remove thee I am come, 

And fend from the garden forth to till 

"Phe ground whence thou waft tuken, fitter foil, 

He added not, for Adam at the news 
Heart-ftruck with chilling gripe of forrow flood, 
‘That all his fenfes bound ; Eve, who unfeen 
Yet all had heard, with audible Jament 
Difcover’d foon the place of her retire. 

O unexpected: ftroke, worfe than of death! 
Mutt I thus leave thec, Paradife ? thus leave 
‘Thee, native foil, thefe happy walks and fhades, 
Fit haunt.of gods? where I had hope to fpend, 
Quiet though fad, the refpite of that day 
That muft be mortal to us both, © fiowers, 
That never will in other climate grow, 

My early vification, and my laft 

At cven, which J bred up with tender hand 
From the firft opening bud, and give ye names, 
Who now fhall rear ye to the fun, or ranky 
Your tribes, and water from th’ ambrofial fount ? 
Thee laftly, nuptial bow’r, by me adorn'd 

With what to fight or fmell was fweet, from thee 
How fhall I part, and whither wander down 
Into a lower world, to this obfcure 

And wild? how fhall we breathe in other air 
Lefs pure, accuftem'd to immortal fruits ? 

Whem thus the angel interrupted mild, 
Lament not Eve, but patiently refign 
What jufttly then has loft ; ‘hor fet thy heart, 
“Phas over-fond, on that which is not thine ; 
‘Thy going is not lonely ; with thee goes 
‘Thy hufband; him to follow thou art bound 5 
Where he abides, think there thy _uative foil. 

Adam by this from the cold fudden damp 
Recovering, and his fcatter’d f{p’rits return d, 
‘To Michacl thus his humble words adda> 0. 

Celettial, whether among the oe nam'd 
Of them the higheft for fuch of-fhape may. feom 
Prince above princes, gently hg’ thou told 
‘Thy meffage, which might el:¢ in telling wound, 
And in performing end us ; what befides 
Of forrow and dejection and dedpair 
Our frailty can fuftain, thy tidings bring, 
Departure from this happy place, our fweet 
Recefs, and only confolation left 
Familiar to our eyes, all places elfe 
Inhofpitable appear, and defolate, 

Nor knowing us nor known ; and if by pray'r 
{nceffant I could hope to change the will 

Of him who ali things can, 1 would not ceafe 
To weary him with my afliduous cries : 

But pray’r againft his abfolute decree 

No more avails than breath aguinft the wind, 
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Blown ftifing back on him that breathes it forth : 

Yherefore to his great bidding 1 fubmit. 

‘Fhis moft affli@s me, that departing hence, 

«As from his face T fhall be hid, depriv’d 

His bleifed count’nances here I could frequent 

With worfhip place by place where he veuchfaf'd 

Prefeace divine, and to my fons relate, 

Qe this mount he appear’d, under this tree 
aStood vifible, amang thefe pines his voice 
'Lheard, here wéth him at ehis fountain talk'd + 

8o many gratcful altars I would rear 

Of graffy turf, and pile up every ftone 

Of iullre from the brook, in memory, 

Or monument to ages, and thereon 

Offer fweet-fmelling gums, and fruits, and lowers + 

Jn yonder nether world where thall { feek * 

His bright appearances, or footiteps trace ? 

For though I fled him angry, yet recall'd 

‘Yo life prolong'd and promis’d race, I now 

Gladly behold though but his utmoft fkirts 

Of glory, and far off his fteps adore : 

To whom thus Michael, with regard benign, 
Adam, thou know’ft Heav’n his, and all the carth, 
Not this rock only ; his omniprefence fills 
Jiand, fea, and air, and every kind that lives, 
Fomented by his virtual pow’r, and warm'd : 

Ail th’ earth he gave thee to poffefs and rule, 

No defpicable gift; furmife not then 

Vlis prefence tu thefe narrow bounds confin'd 

Of Paradife or Eden: this had been 

Peibaps thy capital feat, from whence had fpread 

All genérations, and had hither come 

From ail the ends of th’ earth, to celebrate 

And reverence thee, their great Progenitor. 

Eut this preeminence thou haft loft, brought 

down 

‘Co dwell on even ground now with thy fons : 

Yet doubt not but in valley and in plaia 
3 here, and will be found alike 
, and of his prefence many a fign 
Still following thee, (til compafling thee round 
With goodnels and paternal love, his face 
Exprels, and of his fteps the track divine. 

Which that thou may’ft believe, and be confirm'd 

1’cr thou from hence depart, know J ani fent 

To thew thee what fhali come in future days 

‘Ts thee and to thy offspring; good with bad: 

Expedt tabgar, fupernal grace contendir 

With firtuliStef man ; “Thereby to lane 

‘Truc patience, anysto temper joy with fear 

And pious forrow, tequally inur'd 

By moderation eitheb, {tate to hear, 

Profperous or adverfe : fo fhalt thou lead: 

Safeit thy life, and beft prepar’d endure 

Thy mortal paflage when it comes, Afcend 

This hill; let Eve (for T have drench’d er eyes) 

Herc ficcp below, while theu to forefight wak’it; 

As once thou iteprit, while the to life was form’d. 
To whom thus Adam gratefuliy reply’d. 

Alcend, 1 follow thee, fale guide, the path 

‘Thou lead’it me, and to the hand of Heay'n fubmit, 

However chaning, to the evil turn 

My obvious breaft, arming to overcome 

By {uffering. and earn reft from labour won, 

KE fo Lmay attain. So both afcerad 
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Of Paradife the higheft, from whofe top 

The hemifphere of, earth in cleareft ken 

Seretch’d out to th’ ampleft reach of profped lay. 
Not high’er that hill, nor wider looking round, 
Whereon for different caufe the Tempter fet 


. Our fecond Adam ia the wildernels, « 


‘Vo thew him all Eacth’s kingdoms and their glory. 

His eye might there command wherever ftood. 

City of old or modern fame, the feat 

Of mightieft empire. from the deftin'd walls- 

Of Cambalu, feat of Cathaian Can, 

And Samarchand by Oxus, 'Temir’s throne, 

To Paquin of Sinwan kings; and thence 

‘To Agra and Luhor of great Mogul 

Down to the golden Cherfonefe, or where 

‘The Perfian in Ecbatan fat, or fince 

Jn Hifpahan, or where the Ruffian Kéar 

In Mofco, or the Sultan in Bizance, 

‘Turcheftan-born ; nor could his eye not kem 

Th’ empire of Negus to his utmott port 

Ercoco, and the lefs maratim kings 

Mombaza, and Quiloa, and Melind, 

And Sofala thought Ophir, to the realm 

Of Congo, and Angola fartheft fouth; 

Or thence from Niger flood to Atlas mount 

The kingdoms of Almanfor, Fez, and Sus, _ 

Morocco and Algiers, and ‘I'remifen ; 7 

On Europe thence, and where Rome was to {way 

The world: in fp’rit perhaps he alfo faw 

Rich Mexico, the feat of -Montezume, 

And Cutco, in Peru, the richer feat, .’ 

Of Atabalipa, and yet unfpoil’d 

Guiana, whofe great city Geryon’ foris 

Call E] Dorado: but to nobler fights 

Michacl from Adam's cyes the film remov’d, 

Which that fatfe fruit that promis’d clearer fight 

Had bred; then purg'd with euphrafy and rue 

‘The vifual nerve, for he had much to fee ; 

And from the well of life three drops inftill'd, 

Se deep the power of thefe ingredients pierc'dy 

Even to th’ inmoft feat of mental fight, 

That Adam now enforc’d to clofe his eyes, 

Sunk down, and ail his fp’rits became intranc’d’s, 

But him the gentle angel by the hand 

Soon rais'd, and his attention thus recall’d. 
Adam, now ope thine eyes, and firft behold 

‘Th’ effeéts which thy origi‘nal crime hathy 

wrought 

In fome to {pring from thee, who never touch’d 

TH’ excepted tree, nor with the fnake confpir’d, 

Nor finn‘d thy fin, yet from that fin derive 

Corruption to bring forth, more violent deeda, 
His eyes he open’d, and beheld a field, 

Part arable and tilth, whereon were theaves 

New reap’d, the other part fheep-walks and folds =. 

I’ ch’ midit an altar as the land-mark flood, 

Ruftic, of graffy ford; thither anon 

A fiweaty reaper from his tifage brought 

Firft fruits, the green ear, and the yellow theaf, 

Uncuil’d, as came to hand; a fhepherd trext 

More meek cime with the firftlings of his flock 

Choiceft and beft; then facrificing, laid 

‘The inwards and their fat, wich incenfe ftrow'd, 

QGacthe flfesaiell saad all die riteenathion al. 
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His offering foon propitious fire from Heav’n 
Confum'd with nimble glance, and grateful fream ; 
‘The other's not, for his was not fincere ; 
‘Whereat he only rag’d, and as they talk'd, 

Sinote him into the midriff with a ftonc 

‘That beat out life ; he fell, and deadly pale 
Groan’d out his foul with guthing blood effus'd. 
Much at that fight was Adam in his heart 
Difmay’d, and thus in hafte to th’ angel cry’d : 

O Teacher, fome great mifchief hath befall'n 
To that meek man, who well had facrific’d ; 

Js piety thus and pure devotion paid ? 

T’ whom Michael thus, he alfo mov’d, reply’d. 
Thefe two are brethren, Adam, and to come 
Out of thy loins; th’ unjuit the juft had flain, 
For envy that bis brother’s offering found 
From Heav'n acceptance ; but the bloody fa& 
‘Will be aveng’d, and th’ other's faith approv’d 
Lofe no reward, tho’ here thou fee him die, 
Rolling ih duft and gore. To which our Sire, 

Alas, both for the deed and for the caufe! 
But have I now fcen death ? is this the way 
I muft return to native duft? O fight 
Of terror, foul and ugly to behold, 

Horrid to think, how horrible to feel! 

To whom thus Michael. Death thou haft feen 
In his firft fhape or man ; ‘But many fhapes 

» Of death, and many are the ways that lead 

1 To his grim cave, all difmal ; yet to fenfe 
More terrible at th’ entrance than within. 

Some, as thou faw’ft, by violent ftroke fhall die, 

By fire, flood, famine, by intemp’rance more 

In be and drinks, which on the earth fhall 
: rin, 

‘ Difeafes dire, of which a monftrous crew 
Before thee fhall appear ; that thon may’ft know 
What mifery th’ inabftinence of Eve, 

Shall bring on men, Immediately a place 
Before his eyes appear’d, fad, noifome, dark, 
A lazar-houle it feem’d, wherein were laid 
Numbers of all difcas'd, all maladies 3 

Of ghaftly {patm, or racking torture, qualms 
Of heart-fick agony, all feverous kinds, 
Convulfions, epilepfies, fierce catarrhs, 
Inteftine Stone and ulcer, colic pangs, 
Demoniac phrenzy, moaping melancholy, 
And moon-ftruck madnefs, pining atrophy, 
Marafmus, and wide-wafting peftilence, 
Dropfies, and afthmas, and joint racking rheums. 
Dire was the tofling, deep the groans; Defpair 
Tended the fick bufieft from couch to couch ; 
And over them triumphant Death his dart 
Shook, but delay’d to ftrike, though oft invok'’d 
‘With vows, as their chief good, and final hope. 
Sight fo deform, what heart of rock could long 
Dry-ey’d behold ? Adam could not, but wept, 
Though not of woman born; compaffion quell’d 
His beft of man, and gave him up to tears 
A fpace, till firmer thoughts reftrain’d excefs ; 
And fearce recovering words his plaint renew'd. 
OQ miferable Mankind, to what fail 
Degraded, to what wretched fate referv'’d! 
Better end here unborn. Why is life given 
To be thus wrefted from us? rather why 
Obtruded on us thua? who if he knew 
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‘What we receive, would either not accept 
Life offer’d, or foon beg to lay it down, 

Glad to be fo difmifs'd in peace. Can thus 
Th’ image of God in man created once 

So goodly and ere, though faulty fince, 

To fuch unfightly fufferings be debas'd . 
Under inhuman pains? Why fhould not mar, 
Retaining ftill divine fimilitude > 
In part, from fuch deformities be free, N 
And for his Maker’s image fake exempt? 

Their Maker’s image, anfwered Michael, thert 
Forfook them, when themfelves they vilify’d. 

‘To ferve ungovern’d appetite, and tegk 
His image whom they ferv’d, a bratih vice, 
Inductive mainly to the fin of Eve. 
Therefore fo abje@ is their punifhment, 
Disfiguring not God’s likenefs, but their own, 
Or if his likenefs by themfelves defac'd, 
While they pervert pure Nature's healthful rules 
‘To loathfome ficknefs, worthily, fince they 
God’s image did not reverence in them{clves, 

I yield it juft, &id Adam, and fubmit. 
But is there yet no other way, befides 
Thefe painful paffages, how we may come 
‘To death, and mix with our connatural duft? 

There is, faid Michael, if thou well obferve 
The rule of not too much, by temp'rance taught, 
In what thou eat’ft and drink’tt, fecking trom 

thence 
Due nourifhment, not gluttonnous delight, 
Till many years over thy head return; 
So may’ft thou live, till like ripe fruit you drop 
Into thy mother’s lap, or be with cafe 
Gather'd, not harfhly pluck’d, for death mature + 
‘Yhis is old age ; but then thou mutt outlive 
Thy youth, thy ftrength, thy beauty, which will 
change 
‘To wither’d weak, and grey; thy fenfe then 
Obtufe, all tafte of pleafure muft forego 
To what thou haft; and for the air of youth, 
Hopeful and cheerful, in thy blood will reign 
A melancholy damp of cold and dry 
To weigh thy fpirits down, and Jaft confime 
The balm of Life. ‘To whom our Anceftor. 

Henceforth I fly not death, nor would prolong 
Life much, bent rather how I may be quit 
Faireft and eafieft of this cumbrous charge, 

Which I muft keep till my appointe: 
Of rend'ring up, and patiently 
My diffolution. Michael rep#"d.  - 

Nor love thy life, nor hate s/but what thou liv’ 
Live well, how long or thor*permit to Heav'n + 
And now pi thee for another fight. 

He look’d, and faw a {pacious plain, whereon 
Were tents of various hue ; by fome were herds 
Of cattle grazing ; others, whence the found 
Of inftruments that made melodious chime 
Was heard, of harp and organ; and who mov’d 
Their ftops and chords, was feen ; his volont touch 
Inftinét through all proportion flow and high 
Filed and purfu’d tranfverfe the refonant fugue. 

In other part food one, who at the forge 
Lab’ring, two maffy clods of ir’n and brafs 

Had melted, (whether found where cafual fire. 
Had wafted weods in mountain or invale, 












Down to the veins of ¢arth, thence gliding hot 
To forme cave’s mouth, or whether wafh'dby ftream 
From underground) the liquid ore he drain’d 
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nto fit moulds prepar'd; from which he form’d 
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O pity’ and fhame, that they who to live well 
Enter’d fo fair, fhould turn afide to tread 


- Paths indireG, or in the mid way faint ! 


But {till I fee the tenor of man’s woe 


Firft his own tools; then, what might elfe be « Holds on the fame, from woman to begin, 


sue wrought 
’ Full ‘or grav'n in metal. After thefe, 
Don the hither fide, a different fort 
irom the high neighb’ring hills, which was their 
Down to the pliin defcended ; by their guife 

juft men they fecm’d, and all their ftudy bent 
iro worthip God aright, and know his works 


From man’s effeminate flacknefs it begins, 
Said th’ Angel, who fhould better hold his place * 


[feat, | By wifdom and fuperior gifts receiv’d : 
, But now prepare thee for another fcene. 


. He look’d, and faw wide territory fpread 
Before him, towns, and rural works between, 
Cities of men, with lofty gates and towers, 


‘Not hid, nor thofe things laft which might pre- , Concourfe in arms, fierce faces threat’ning war, . 


ferve 
Freedom and peace to men : they on the plain 


Long had not walk’d, when from the tents behold. 


A bevy of fair women, richly gay 
In gen¥s and wanton drefs; to th’ harp they fung 
Soft amorous ditties, and in dance came on = 





Giants of mighty bone, and bold emprife; 
Part wield their arms,part curb the foaming fteed, 
Single or in array of battle rang’d ‘ 
Both horfe and foot, nor idly muft’ring flood; 

One way a band fele@ from forage drives 


{ A herd of beeves, fair oxen and fair kine’ 


‘Lhe men, though grave, ey’d them, and lect their | From a fat meadow ground ; or ficecy flock, 
Rove without rein, till in the amorous net {eyes | Ewes and their bleating lambs over the plain, 
Faft caught, they lik’d,and each his liking chofe ; | Their booty ; fearce with life the thepherds fy, 


And now of love they treat, till th’ evening ftar, 
Love's harbinger, appear'd; then all in heat 
They light the nuptial torch, and bid invoke 
Hymen, then firft to marriage rites invok’d : 
With feaft and mutic all the tents refound. 

Such happy interview and fair event 


But call in aid, which makes a bloody fray ; 

With cruel tourneament the fquadrons join; 
Where cattle paftur'’d late, now fcatter'd lier 
With carcafes and arms th’ infanguin’d field 
Deferted : others to a city trong 

Lay fiege, incamp’d; by battery, fcale, and mine, 


Of love and youth not loft, fongs, garlands, flowers, | Affaulting; others from the wall defend 


And charming fymphonies attach’d the heart 
Of Adam, foon inclin’d t” admit delight, 
The bent-of Nature; which he thus exprefe’d : 
True opener of mine eyes, prime Angel bleft, 
Much better fcems this vifion, and more hope 
Of peaceful days portends than thofe two paft ; 
: Thofe were of hate and death, or pain much 


worfe, 
Here Nature feems fulfill’d in all her ends, 
‘To whom thus Michael. + Judge not what is 


With dart and javeline, ftones and fulphurous fires 
On each hand flaughter and gigantic deeds. 

In other parts the {cepter’d heralds cali 

To council in the city gates: anon ~ 
Grey-headed men, and grave, with warriors mix'é 
Affemble, and harangues are heard, but foon 

In factious oppofition, till at laft 

Of middle age one rifing, eminent 

In wife rt, fpake much of right and wi 

Of piteeprs religion, truth, snd peste, sone 


By pleafure, though to nature feeming meet, [beft | And judgment from above : him old and young: 


Created, as thou art, to nobler end, 

Holy and pure, conformity divine. 

Thofe tents thou faw’ft fo pleafant, were the tents 
Of Wickednefs, wherein fhall dwell his race 

Who flew his brother ; ftudious they appear 

Of arts that polith life, inventors rare, 

Unmindful of their Maker, though his fpirit 


Exploded, and had feis'd with violent hands, 
Had not a cloud defcending fnatch'd him thence 
Unfcen amid the throng : fo violence : 
Proceeded, and oppreffion, and {worn-law 
Thro’ all the plain, and refuge none was found, 
Adam was all in tears, and to his guide 
Lamenting, turn’d full fad: O what are thefe, 


‘Yaught gy but they his gifts acknowledg’d | Death’s minifters, not men, who thus deal death 
none. 


‘Yet they a eauter”1s offspring fhall beget ; 


Inhumanly to men, and multiply 
Ten thoufandfold the fin of him who flew 


i For that fair female troop thou faw’ft, that feem’d | His brother: for of whom fuch maffacre 


| @f goddeffes, fo blitus, fo fmooth, fo gay, 

| Yet empty of all good, wherein confifts 

' Woman's domeftic honour and chief praife ; 

! Bred only and completed to the tafte 
Of luftful appetence, ta fing, to dance, 
To drefs, and troll the tongue, and roll the eye, 
To thefe that fober race of men, whofe lives 
Religions titled them the fons of God, 
Shall yield up all their virtue, all their fame 
ignobly, to the trams and to the {miles 
Of thefe fair Atheifts, and now {wim in joy, 


Make they but of their brethren, men of men? 

But who was that juft man, whom had not 
Heav’n 

Refcued, had in his righteoufnefs been loft ? 

‘Fo whom thus Michael. Thefe are the produét 

OF thofe ill-mated marriages thou faw’ ft; 

Where good with bad were match’d, who, of 
themf{elves 

Abhor to join; and by imprudence mix’d, 

Produce prodigious birghs of bedy’ or mind, 

Such were thefe giants, men of high renown; 


Ber long to fwim at large ; and laugh, tor which | For in thofe days might only shall b’ admir’d, 


‘The world-e'er long a world of tears muft weep. 
To whom thus Adam, of fhort joy bereft. 


And valour and heroic virtue call’d ; 
Te overcome in battle, and fubdue 
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Natians, and bring home fpoils wich infinite 

Man-flaughter, fhall be held the higheft pitch 

Of human glory, and for glory done 

Of triumph, to be fiil’d greater conquerors, 

Patrons of mankind, gods, and fons of gods, 

Deftroyers rightlier call’d, and plagues of men. 

‘Thus fame fhall be achiev'd, renown on «arth, 

And what moft merits fame in filence hid. 

But he the fev’nth from thee, whom thon beheld 

‘The only righteous in a world perverie, 

And therefore hated, therefore fo befer 

With foes for daring fingle to be juft, 

And utter odious truth, that God would come 

'To judge them with his faints; him the moft 
High 

Rapt in a balmy cloud, with winged fteeds 

Did, as thou faw'tt, receive, to walk with God 

High in falvation and the climes of blifs, 

Exempt fram death; to fhew thee what reward 

Awaits the good, the reft what puniihment ; 

‘Which now direct thine eyes, and foon behold. 

He look’d, and faw the face of things quite 

chang’d ; . 

‘The brazen throat of war had ceas’d to roar; 

All n7w was turn’d to jolliry and game, 

‘To luxury 4nd riot, feaft and dance, 

Marrying or proftituting, as befel, 

Rape or adultery, where pafling fair 

Allur’d them ; thence from cups to civil broils. 

At length a reverend fire among them came, 

And of their doicgs great diflike declar’d, 

And teftify’d againft their ways 5 he oft 

Frequented their aflemblics, whercfo met, 

‘Triumphs of feftivals, and to them preach’d 

Converfion and Tepentance, as to fouls 

In prifon under juélgments imminent : 

But all in vain, which when he faw, he ceas’d 

Contending, and remov’d his tents far off ; 

‘Then from the mountain hewing timber tall, 

Began to build a veffel of huge bulk, 

Meafur’d by cubit, length, and breadth, and 

a1 height, 

Smear’d round with pitch, and in the fide a door 

Contriv’d, and of provifions laid in large - 

For man and beaft: when lo a wonder itrange! 

‘Of every beaft, and bird, and infect {mall 

Came fev'ns, and pairs, and enter’d in, as taught 

‘Their order : laft the fire, and his three fons 

‘With their four wives; and God made faft the 
door. 

‘Meanwhile the fouth wind rofe, and with black 
wings : : 

‘Wide hovering all the clouds together drove 

From under Heav'n; the hills to their fupply 

Vapour and exhalation, dufk and moitt, 

Sent up amain ; and now the thicken’d tky 

Like a dark cieling ftood ; down rufh’d the rain 

Impetuous, and continued till the earth 

No more was feen; the flosting veffel fwum 

Uplifted, and fecure with beaked prow 

Rode tilting o'er the wavy ; all dwellings clic 

Fload.overwhelm’d, and them with all their pomp 

Deep under water roll’d, fea cover’d fea, 

Sea without shore ; and in their palaces 
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{ And ftabled ; of mankind, fo numerous late, 
All left, in one finalt bottom {wam imbark’d. 
How didft thoa grieve then, Adam, to behold 
‘The end of all thy offspring, end {0 fad, 
Depopulation ? thee another flood, 
OF tears and forrow’ a flood thee alfe drown'd, - 
And funk thee as thy fons; till gently rear'w 
| By the Angel, on thy fect thou ftood’it at laft, ™ 
Tho’ comfortlefs, as when a father mourns 
His children, all in view deftroy’d?at once 5 
And fearce to th’ Angel utter’dit thus thy plaine. 
O vifions il forefeen! better had 1 
Liv’d ignorant of future, fo had borne 
My part of evil only, each day's lot 
Enough to bear; thofe now, that were difpens'd 
‘The burd’n of many ages, on me 
At once, by my forckuowledge gaining birth 
Abortive, to torment me e’er their being, 
With thought that they muft be. Let no maw 
feek 
Henceforth to be forctold what 
Him or his children; evil he may 
Which neither his foreknowing can prevent, 
And he the future evil fhall no lefs 
In apprehenfiou than in fubftance feel 
srievous to bear : but that care now is paft, 
snot whom to warn: thofe few efcap'd 
: and unyuifh will at laft confume 
Wand’ring that wat’ry defert : I had hope 
When violence was ceas’d, and war on earth, 
All would have then gone well, peace wouid have 
crown'd 
With length of happy days the race of man ; 
But I was far deceiv’d , for now J fee 
Peace to cofrupt no lefs than war to wafte. 
How comes it thus? unfold, celeftial Guide, 
And whetlter here the race of man will end. 
To whom thus Michael. Thofe whom laft thou 
faw’ 
In triumph and luxurious wealth, are they 
Firft feen in adts of prowels eminent 
And great exploits, but ef true virtue void ; 
Who having {gilt much blood, and done much 
watte, 
Snbduing nafions, and achiev'd thereby 
Fame in the world, high titles, and rich prey, 
Shall change their courfe to pleafurc, cafe, and 
Surfeit, and luft, till wantonnefs an, [floth, 
Raife out of friendfhip hoftile peace. 
"The conquer’d alfo, and inflav4d by war 
Shall with their freedom loft :41 virtue lofe 
And fear of God, from wh#h their piety feign’d 
In fharp conteft of battle found no aid 
Againft invaders ; therefore cool’d in zeal 
Thenceforth fhall practife how to live fecure, 
Worldly or diffolute, on what their lords 
Shall leave them to enjoy; for th’ earth fhall bear 
More than enough, that temp’rance may be try’d: 
So all fhall turn degenerate, all deprav’d, 
Juftice and temp’tance, truth and faith forgot 
One man escept, the only Son of Light 
Ina dark age, againft example good, 
Againfi alluremeat, cuftem, and a world 
Offended ; fearlefs of reproach and fccrn, 
















Where luxury late reign’d, fea-monfters whelp’d | Ox violence, he of their wicked ways 
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Shall them admonifh, and before them fet 
The paths of righteoufnefs, how much more fafe 
And full of peace, denouncing wrath to come 
On their impenitence ; and fhall return 
OF them derided, but of God obferv’d 
The one juft man alive; by his command 
Shall build a wondrous ark, as thou beheldft, 
‘To fave himfelf and houfehold from amidft 
A’ world devote to univerfal wrack. 
No fooner he with them of miaut and beaft 

} Sele@ for life fhall in the ark be lodg’d, 
And fhelter’d round, but all the cataracts 
Of Heav’n fet open on the earth fhall pour / 

* Rain day and night; all fountains of the deep 
Broke up, fhall heave the occan to ufurp 
Beyond all bounds, till inundation rife 
Above the higheft hills; then fhall this mount ' 
Of Paradife by might of waves be mov’d 
Out of ‘his place, pufh’d by the horned flood, 
With all his verdure fpoil’d, and trecs adrift, 
Down the great river to the op’ning gulf, 
And there take foot an ifland falt and bare, 
‘The haunt of feals, and orcs, and fca-mews clang: 
To teach thee that God attributes to place 
No fandtity, if none be thither brought 
By men who there frequent, or thercin dwell. 
i And now what further fhall enfue, behold. 

He look’d, and faw the ark hull on the flood, 
Which now abated ; for ithe clouds were fled, 
Driv’n by a keen north-wind, that blowing dy 
Wrinkled the face of Deluge, as decay’d ; 

And the clear fun on his wide wat’ry glafs 

Gaz’d hot, and of the frefh wave largely drew, 
As after thirft, which made their flowing Shrink 
From ftanding Jake to tripping ebb, that ftole 
With foft foot tow’rds the Deep, who now had 


His fluices, as the Heav’n his windows fhut. 
The ark no-more now floats, but feems on ground 
Faft on the top of fome high mountain fix’d. 
jand now the tops of hills as rocks appear ; 

\With clamour thence the rapid currents drive 
‘Tow’rds the retreating fea their furious tide. 

‘orthwith from out the ark a raven flies, 

id after him, the furcr meffenger, 
[A dove fent forth once and again to fpy 
reen tree or ground whercon his foot may light ; 


PARADISE LOST. 


The fecond time returning, in his bill 

An olive leaf he brings, pacific fign : 

Anon dry ground appears, and from his ark 

‘The ancient fire defcends with all his train ; 

‘Then with uplifted hands, and eyes devout, 

Grateful to Heav’n, o’er his head belolds 

A dewy cloud, and in the cloud a bow 

Confpicuous with three lifted colours gay, 

Betokening peace from God, and covenant new, 

Whereat the heart of Adam, erft fo fad, 

Greatly rejoic’d ; and thus his. joy broke forth. 

© thou who future things can reprefent. 

As prefent, heav'nly Inftruétor, I revive 

At this laft fight, affur’d that man fhall live 

With all the creatures, and thei feed ‘preferve: 

Far lefs E now lament for one whole world 

Of wicked fons deftroy’d, than I Fejoice 

For one ian found fo, perfect and fo just, 

That God vouchfafes to raife another world 

From him, and all his anger to forget. 

But fay, what mean thofe colour'd ftreaks at 
» Heav’n 

Diftended as the brow of God appeas'd, 

Or ferve they as a flow’ry verge to bind 

The fluid fkirts of that fame watry cloud, 

Left it again diffolve and fhow’r the earth ? 

‘To whom the archangel. Dext'roufly thow 

aim’ft ; 

So willingly doth God remit his ire, 

‘Though late repenting him of man deprav’dy . 

Griev’d at his heart, when looking down he faw 

whe whole earth fill'd with violence, and all ‘fleth’ 

Corrupting each their way ; yet thofe remov'd, 

Such grace fhall one juft man find in his fight, 

That he relents, not to blot out mankind, 

And makes a covenant never to deftroy 

‘The Earth again by. flood, nor let the fea 

Surpafs his bounds, nor rain to drown the world; 

With man therein or beaft ; tbut when he brings 

Over the Earth a cloud, will thercin fet 

His triple-colour’d bow, whereon to look, 

And call to mind his covenant : day and night; 

Sced-time and harveft, heat and hoary froft 

Shall hold their courfe, till fire purge all things 
new, 

Both Heav’n and Earth, wherein the. juft thalf 
dwell, 
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BOOK XiL 


The Argument. 


The ange! Michael continnes from the Flood to relate what fhall fucceed; then, in the mention of 
Abraham, comes by degrees to explain, who that Seed of the Woman fhall be, which was promi- 
fed Adam: and Eve in the fall; his incarnation, death, refurredtion, and afcenfion ; the fate of the 
Church till his fecond coming. Adam, greatly fatisfied and recomforted by thefe relations and pro- 
mifes, defcends the hill with Michael; wakens Eve, who all this while had flept, but with gentle 
dreams compos'd to quietnefs of mind and fubmiffion, Michael, in cither hand, leads them out of 
Paradife, the fiery Sword waving behind them, and the cherubim taking their flations to guard the 


place 


As one who'in his journey bates at noon, 
‘Though bent on fpeed; fo here th’ arch-angel 
aus'd : 

Betwixt the world deftroy’d and world reftor'd, 

If Adam ought perhaps might interpofe ; 

Then with tranfition {weet new fpeech refumes. 
"Thus thou haft feen one world begin and cnd ; 

And man as from a fecond ftock proceed. 

Much thou haft yet to fee, but } perceive 

‘Thy mortal fight to fail ; objects divine 

Mutt needs impair and weary human fenfe ; 

Henceforth what is to come I will relate; 

Thou therefore give’ due audience, and attend. 

This Second fource of men, while yet but few, 

And while the dread of judgment paft-rcmains 

Frefh in. their minds, fearing the Deity, 

‘With fome regard to what is juit and right 

Shall lead their lives, and multiply apace, 

Lab’ring the foil, and reaping plenteous crop, 

€orn, wine, and oil; and from the herd or flock 

Oft facrificing bullock, lamb, or kid, 

‘With large wine-offerings pour'd, and facred feaft, 

Shall fpend their days in joy unblam’d, and dwell 

Long time in peace by families and tribes 

DOnder paternal rule ; till one fhail rife 

©f proud ambitious heart, who not content, 

‘With fair equality, fraternal ftate, 

‘Will arrogate dominion undeferv’d 

Over his brethren, and quite difpoffefs 

Concord and law of nature from the earth, 

Hunting (and men, not beafts thall be his game) 

‘With war and hoftile fnare, fuch as refufe 

Snbjection to his empire tyrannous ; 


A mighty Hunter thence he fhall be ftil’d 

Before the Lord, as in defpight of Heav’n, 

Or from Heav’n claiming fecond fov'reignty 5 

And from rebellion fhall derive his name, 

‘Though of rebellion others he accufes. 

He with a crew, whom like ambition joins 

With him, or under him to tyrannize, 

Marching from Eden tow’rds the woft, shall find 

‘Yhe plain, wherein a black bituminous gurge 

Boi}s out frem under ground, the mouth of Hell; 

Of brick, and of that ftuff they cait to build 

A city’ and tower, whofe top may reach ta 

Heav’n 3 o 

And get themfelves a name, left far difpers’d. 

In foreign lands theit memory be loft, 

Regardlefs whether good or evil 

But God, who oft defcends te. en 

Unfeen, and through their b¥Sitatiqns walks 

To mark their doings, ther ‘beholding foon, 

Comes down to fee their ¢“y, eer the tower 

Obftruct Heav’n-tow’rs, A in derifion fets 

Upon their tongues a various fp’rit to rafe 

Quite out their native language, and inftead 

‘To fow a jangling noife of words unknown ; 

Forthwith a hideous gabble rifes loud 

Among the builders ; each to other calls 

Not underftood, till hoarfe, and all in rage, 

As mock’d they ftorm; great laughter was in 

Heav’n, 

And looking down, to fee the hubbub ftrange, 

And hear the din ; thus was the building left 

Ridiculous, and the work Confufion nam’d. 
‘Whereto thus Adam, fatherly, difpleas’ds 
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© execrable fon, fo to’afpire 
Ahove bis brethren, to himfif affuming 
Authority ufurp’d, from God not giv'n : 
He gave us only over beaft, fith, fowl, 
Donsinion abfolute ; that right we hold 
By his donation; but man over meh 
Hr*+ made not lord; fuch title to himfelf 
Akeferving, human tett from human free. 
But this ufurper his encroachment prond 
Stays not onan ; to God his tow’r intends 
Siege and defiance ; wretched man! what food 
Will he convey up thither to fuain 
Jfimfelf and his rath army, where thin air 
Above the elonds will pine his entrails erofs, 
And famith him of breath, if not of bread ? 
‘Vo whom thus Michael. Juflly thou al:horr’ft 
Vhat fon, who on the quiet itate of nen 
Such trouble brought, aflesting to fubdue 
Rational liberty ; yet know withal, 
Since thy origi’nal lapfe true liberty 
1s loft, which always with right rcafon dwell’s 
“Ywino’d, and from Ler hath no dividual being : 
Reafon in man obfeur'd, or nat obey’d, 
Inmediately inordinate defires 
And upitart paftions catch the government 
Vrom resfun, and to fervitude reduce 
Man till then free, ‘Iherefore, fince he permits 
Within himfelt unworthy powers to reign 
Over free reafon, God in judgment juft 
Subjects him from without to violent lords ; 
Who oft as undefervedly inthrall 
His outward freedom ; tyranny muft be, 
‘Vhough to the tyrant thereby no exenfe, 
Yct fometimes nations will decliné fo low 
Yrom virtue which is reafon, that no wrong, 
But juftice, and fome fatal curfe annex’d, 
Deprives them af their outward liberty, 
‘Pheir inward loft: witnefs th’ irreverent fon 
Of him who built the ark, who for the fhame 
Done to his father, heard this heavy curfe, 
Servant of forvants, on his vicious race. 
‘Thus will this latter, as the former world,’ 
Still tend from bad to worte, t:ll God at Jaf 
Wearied with their iniquities, withdraw 
His prefence irom among them, and avert 
His holy eyes; refolving from thenceforth 
To leave them to their own polluted ways ; 
And one»-cubiar nation to fcle& 
From all the™=&, uf whom to be invok’d, 
A nation from on faithful man to {pring : 
Him cn this fide E sphrates yet refiding, 
Bred up in idol-worstip ; O that man 
(Canft thou believe ?) thould be fo fupid giown, 
While yet the Patriarch liv'’d, who feap’d the 
flood, 
Asto forfake the living God, and fall 
‘To worthip their own work in wood and ftone 
Yor Gods! yct him God the moft High vouch- 
fafes 
To call by vifion from his father’s houfe, 
His kindred and falfe gods, intoa land 
Which he will thew him, and from him will raife 
A mighty nation, and upon him fhower 
iis benedidtion fo, that in his feed 
All nations thal be bleft 3 he frait obeys, 
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Not knowing to what land, yet firm believes; 

I fec him, but thou canit not, with what faith 

He leaves his godg, his friends, and native foil 

Ur of Chaldea, paffing now the ford 

To Haran, after him a enmbrous train z 

Of herds and flocks, and numerots fervitude ; 

Not wand’ring poor, bur trufting all his wealth 

With Ged, who call'd him, in a land onknown, 

Canaan he now attains; I {ve his tents 

Piteh'd abent Sechem, and the ncighb’ring plain 

Of Morch ; there by promife hc receives 

Gitt to his progeny of all that land, 

From Hamath northward to the defert fouth, 

(Things by. their names I call, though yet un« 
nam’d) 

From Hermon eaft to the great weftern fea ; 

Mount Hermon, yonder fea; each place behold 

In profpedt, as I point them; on the fhore 

Mount Carmel; here the double-founted ftream, 

Jordan, true limit caftward ; but his fons 

Shall dwell to Senir, that long ridge of hills. 

‘This ponder, that all nations of the carth 

Shail in his feed be bleffed ; by that feed 

Is meant thy great deliverer, who thall bruife 

‘The ferpent’s head ; whereof to thee anon> 

Plainlier hall be reveal’d. This patriarch blefty 

Whom faithful Abraham due time fhall call, 

A fon, and of his fon a grand-child leaves, 

Like him in faith, in wifdom, and renown; 

The grand-child with twelve fone increas’d departs 

From Canaan, to a land hereafter call’d 

Egypt, divided by the river Nile; - . : 

Sce where it flows, difgorging at feven mouths © 

Into the fea : to fojourn in that land | 

He comes, invited by a younger fon 

In time of dearth, a fon whofe worthy decds 

Raite him to be the fecond in that realm 

Of Pharoah: there he dies, and leaves his race 

Growing into a nation, and now grown 

Sufpected to a fequent king, who feeks 

‘Yo ftop their overgrowth, as inmate guefts 

‘Too numerous ; whence of guefts he makes themt 
flaves 

Inhofpitably’, and kills their infant males ; 

Till by two brethren (thofe two brethren call 

Mofes and Aaron) fent from God to claim 

His people from inthralment, they return _ 

With glory’ and fpoil buck to their promis’d land, 

But firit the lawlets tyrant, who denies 

‘To know their God, or meflage to regard, 

Mutt be compell'd, by figns and judgments dire 3 

‘To blood unfhed the rivers muft be turn’d 5 

Frogs, lice, and flies, muft all his palace fll 

With loath’d intrufion, and fill all the land; 

His cattle muft of rot and murren die } 

Botches and blains muft aij his flefh imbofs, 

And all his people ; thunder mix’d with hail, 

Hail mix’d with fire, muft rend th’ Egyptian tky, 

And wheel on th’earth, devouring where it rolls; 

What it devours not, herb, or fruit, or grain, 

A darkfome cloud of locuits fwarming down 

Muft eat, and on the ground Icave nothing green; 

Darknefs muft overfhadow all his bounds, 

Palpable darknef:, and blot out three days ; 

Lait with ene midnigh ftroke all the firft-bora 
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Of Egypt mutt Jie dead. Thus with ten wounds | 
‘The river-dragon tam’d at length fubmits i 
"To det his fojourners depart, and oft 
Hambles his ftubborn-heart, but ftill as ice 
en’d after thaw, till in his rage 
whom he late difmils’d, the fea 
Swallows him with his hof, but them lets pafs 
As on dry land, between two cryftal walls, 
‘Aw’ci by the rod of Mofes fo to fand 
Divided, till his refeucd gain their fhore : 
wondrous power God to his faint will lend, 
‘Though prefent in his angel, who thall go 
Before them in a cloud, and pillar of fire, 
By day a cloud, by night a pill’ar of fire, 
"Yo guide them in their journey, and remove 
Behind them, while th’ obdurate king purfues : 
‘All night he will purfue, bue his approach 
cfs defends between till morning watch ; 
‘hen through the fiery pillar and the cloud 
God lcoking forth will trouble all bis hoi, 
And craze their chariot wheels : when, by com- 
mand, 
Mofes once more his potent rod extends 
Over the fea; the fea his rod obeys; 
On ther cmbartl’d ranks the waves return, 
And overwhelm their war; the race elect 
Safe towards Canaan from the fhore advance 
"Through the wild defert, not the readieft way, 
Left entering on the Canaanite alarm’d, 
‘War terrify them inexpert, and fear 
Return them back to Egypt, choofing rater 
Tugtorious life with fervitude ; for life 
‘fo noble and ignoble is more {weet 
Untrain’d in arms, where rafhnefs leads not on. 
‘This alfo fhall they gain by their delay 
In the wide wildernefs ; there they thall found 
‘Their government, and their fenate choofc 
‘Through the twelve ‘'ribes, to rule by laws or- 
dain’d: 
God from the mount of Sinai, whofe grey top 
_-Shall tremble, he defcending, will himfelf 
“tn thunder, lightning, and Joud trumpet’s found, 
Ordain them Jaws ; part fuch as appertain 
‘Tocivil juttice, part religious rites 
Of facrifice, informing them, by types 
And fhadows, of that deftin’d feed to bruife 
The Serpent, by what means he fhall achieve 
Mankind’s deliverance. But the voice of God 
‘To mortal ear is dreadful; they befeech 
"That Motes might report to them his will, 
And terror ceafe ; he grants what they befought, 
Inftrugted that to God is no accefs 
Without Mediator, whofe high office now 
Mofes in figure bears, to introduce 
One greater, of whofe day he fhall foretel, 
And all the Prophets in their age the times 
Of great Meffi'h thal fing, ‘Fhus laws and rites 
Eftablith’d, fuch delight hath God in men 
Obedient to his will, that he vouchfafes 
Among them to fet up his tabernacle, 
‘The Holy One with mortal men to dwell: 
By his prefcript a fau@uary is fram’d 
> Of cedar, overlaid with gold, therein 
Anark, and in the ark his teltimony, 
‘The records of his covenant, over thefe 
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Through the world’s wildernefs 
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Meanwhile they in their earthly Cansan plac’d, 
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A mercy-feat of gold between the wings 

Of two bright cherubim ; before him burn 

Sev'n lamps, as in a zodiac, reprefenting 

The heav'nly fires; over the tent a cloud 

Shall reft by day, a fiery gleam by night, 

Save when they journey, and at length they come 

Conduéted by his Angels, to the land - 

Promis’d to Abraham and his feed: the reft 

Were long to tell, how many battles fought, 

How many kings deftroy’d, and kingdoms wong 

Or how the fan hall in mid Heav’n ftand ftill 

A day entire, and night’s due courfe adjourn, 

Man’s voice commanding, fun in Gibeon ftand, 

And thou Moon in the vale of Aialon, 

‘Yi! Hracl overcome ; fo’call the third 

From Abraham, fon of Haac, and from him 

Tis whole defcent} who thus fhall Canaan win, 
Here Adam interpos’'d, © fent from Heav’n, 

Inlightener of my darknefs, gracious things 

"Chou hat reveal’d, thofe chiefly which concern 

Ju Abraham and his feed: now firft I find 

Mine eyes true opening, and my heart much eas'd 

E’erwhile perplex’d with thoughts what would 

become 

Of me and al} mankind ; but now I fee 

His day, in whom all nations fhall be bleft, 

Favour unmerited by me, who fought 

Forbidden knowledge by forbidden means. 

This yct I apprehend not, why to thofe ~ 

Among whom God will deign to dwell on earth 

So many and fo various laws are given 

So many laws argue fo many fins 

Among them ; how can God with fuch refide ? 
To whom'thus Michael. Doubt not but that 

Sin 

Will rcign among them, as of thee begot; 

And therefore was law giv’n them to evince 

“Their natural pravity, by ftirring up 

Sin againgt law to fight : that when they fee 

Law can difcover fin, but not remove, 

Save by thofe thadowy expiations weak, 

‘Lhe blood of bulls and goats, they may conclude 

Some blood more precious muft be paid for man, 

Juit for unjuft, that in fuch rightcoufnefs 

/o them by faith imputed, they may find 

Jultification towards God, and peace 

Of confcience, which the law by ceremonies 

Cannot appeafe, nor man the moral t 

Perform, and not performing cape“ uve. 

So law appears imperfect, and Hut given 

With purpofe to refign them jf full time 

Up to a better covenant, di Aiplin’d a 

From fhadowy types to truth, from fiefh to fpirit, 

From impofition of ftri@t laws to free 

Acceptance of large grace, from fervile fear 

To filial, works of law to'works of faith 5 

And therefore thail not Mofes, though of God 

Highly belov’d, being but the minifter 

Of law, his people into Canaan lead ; 

But Jofhua, whom the Gentiles Jefus call, 

His name and office bearing, who fhall quell 

‘The adverfary ferpent, and bring back 

Jong wander’d 

[man 





Safe to eternal paradife of reft. 
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Long time fhall dwell and profper ; bat when fins 
National interrupt their public peace, : ¥ 
Provoking God to raife them enemies : 

, From whom as oft he faves them penitent 
By judges firft, then under kings; of whom 

“The fecond, both for piety renown'd 
And puiffant deeds, a promife thal receive 
Irrevocatxe, that his regal throne 
For ever fhall endure; the like thall fing 
All prophefy, that of the royal flock 
Of David (fo ¥ name this king) fhall rife 
A fon, the woman's feed to thee foretold, 
Foretold to Abraham, as in whom fhall truft 
All nations, and to kings foretold, of kings 
The laft, for of. his reign fhall be no end. 
But firft a long fucceflion mutt enfue, 
And his next fon, for wealth and wifdem fam'd, 
The clouded ark of God, till then in tents 
‘Wand’ring, thal in a glorious temple’ infhrine. 
Such follow him as thall be regifter’d 
Part good, part bad, of bad the longer feroil, 
Whofe foul idolatries, and other faults 
Heap’d to the popular fum, will fo inccnfe 
God, as to leave them, and expofe their lund, 
Their city’, his temple, and kis holy ark, 
‘With all his facred things, a fcorn atid prey 
‘To that proud city, whofe high swalls thou faw’ft 
Left in confufion, Babylon thence call’d. 
Vhere in captivity he lets them dweil 
The fpace of fev'nty years, then brings them 
back, 

Remembering mercy, and his covenant fworn 
‘To David, ftablifh’d as the days of Heav'n. 
Return d from Babylon by leave of kings 
‘Their lords, whom God difpos'd, the houfe of 


They firft re-edify, and for a while 
In mican eftate live moderate, till grown 
Tn wealth and multitude, factious they grow ; 
But firft among the priefts difvntion fprings, 
Men who attend the altar, and thould mott 
Endeavour peace ; their ftrife polution brings 
Upon the temple ithelf : at lat they feize 
‘The fceptre, and repara not David's fons, 
‘Then lofe it to a ftranger, that the true 
A dointed king Mefliah might be bora, 
Barr’d of his right ; yet at his birth a ftar 
Unfeen been. in Heav’n, proclaims him come, 
Aud guides the caltern sages, who inquire 
His place, ta offer incenie, myrrh, and gold; 
Mis place of birth a folemn angel tells 
‘Yo fimple thepherds, keeping watch by n'ght; 
‘They gladly thither hafte, and by a quire 
OF fquacron'd angels hear his carol fung. 
in is his mother, but his fire 
ic power of the nioft High ; he fhall afcend 
‘Ihe throne hereditary, and bound his reign 
With carth’s wide bounds, his glory with the 
Tleavins, 4 : 
Ti: ccas'd, difcerning Adam with fach joy 
Surchargd, as had like grief been dew’d ip’ tears, 
Mithout the veut of words, which thefe be 
a breath’d. 
O Propliee of glad tidings,. finifher 
2 OF utaiest hope} now clear [ underitand 
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ror 
¢ 
What oft my fteadiett thonghts have fearch’d dai. 


vain ; s : 
Why our great expectation fitulé be call’d 
The Seed of ‘Worn i Virgin - Mother, hail, 
High in the love of Heav'n, yct frort miy loins, 
‘Thon fhate proceed, and from thy womb th 
Of God moft High; fo God with man ui 
Needs mutt the ferpent now his capital bruife 
Expect with mortal pain: fay where and when 
‘Their fight, what ftrokes fhall bruife the vidtor’s 
heel. : 
To whom thus Michael, 
fight 
As of a duel, or the local wounds ‘ 
Of head or heel: not therefore joins the Son, 
Manhood to Ged-head, with more ftrenyth to foil 
Th; enemy ; nor fo is overcame ~ 7 4, Fe 
Satan, whofe fall from Heav’n, a deadlier- bruifs, 
Difabled not to give thee thy death’s wound’ : 
Which he, who comes thy Saviour, ‘fhail re-cure, 
Not by deftroying Satan, but his works 
In thee and in thy feed; nor can this be 
But by fulfilling that which thou didi want, 
Obedience to the law of God, impos'd © 
On penalty of death, and fuffering .!cath, 
‘Vhe penalty to thy tranfgreffion duc, 
And due to theirs which out of thine will grow 
So only can high juttice refe appaid. © 
The law of God exa@ he hall fulfill : 
Both by obedience apd.bytoye, theughotove 
Alene fullill the law 5 thy padithhent : > F 
He shali endure, by coming.igitie fleth 
“‘o a reproachful life and curled death, 
Proclaiming life to all who fhall believe 
{n his redemption, and that his obedience 
Imputed becomes theies by faith, his merits 
To fave them, not their own, though legal. 
works, 7 
For this he fall live hated, be Llafphem’d,.~.. 
Seisd on by force, judg'd, and to death cons 
denn'd a as 
A fhameful and accursed, naif'd to the crofs 
By his own nation, flsin for bringing life ; 
i to the crofy jie nails thy enemies, 
“Lhe law that is againft thee, and the fins 
all mankind, with him there cruafy'd, 
ver to hurt them more who rightly truft 
hit this his fatisfaction ; fo he dies, 
Evt foon revives; Death over him no power 
Shail long ufurp; e’er the third dawning light 
Return, the ftars of morn thall fee him rife 
of his grave, freflyas the dawning light, 
hy ranfom paid, which man from death redeems, 








Dream not of their.- 



















His death for man, as many as offer'd. life 
Negle@ not, and the benefit embrace 

By faith not void of works: this God-tike a@ 
Annuis thy déom, the death thon thould’ft have 
In fin for ever loft from life ; this a& {dy'd, 
Shall bruife the head of Satan, eruth his ftrength; 
Defeating fin-and death, his two maig atms, —* 
And fix far deeper in hig head their ftings. 

‘Than temp’ral death fhall bruife the viet or’s heel, 
Or theirs whom he redeems, a death like fleep, 
A gentle wafting to immortal life. ao 
Nor after refugrection fhall he ftay 
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Longer on earth than ccrtain times to’ appear 
To his difciples, men whovin his life 

», Still follow'd him; to them fhall- leave in charge 

i To teach all nations what of him they carn’, 
‘And his falvation, them who fhall belicve_ 

* Baptizing in the profluent flream, the fign 

i Of grathing them from guile of fin to life 

|: Pure, and in mind prepar‘d, if fo befal, 

) For death, like that which the Redeemer dy'd. 
All nations they fhalf teach; for from that day 
Not only to the fons of Abraham's loins 

+. Salvation fhall be preach'd, but to the fons 

. Of Abraham's faith wherever through the world ; 

” Go in his feed all nations fhall be bicit. 

: Then to the Heav’n of Heav’n’s he hail afeend 

., With viory, triumphing through the air 

i, Over his foes and thine ; there shall furprife 

* ‘The Serpent, prince of air, and drag in chains 

* ‘Through all hisrealm,and thereconfounded leave 
‘Then enter into glory, and refume 
His feat at God’s right hand, exalted high 
Above all names in Heav’n ; and thence fhall 

come,’ 
‘When this world’s diffolution fhall be ripe, 
With glory’ and power to judge both quick and 


g dead, . 
“To judge th’ unfaithfal dead, but to reward 
+, His faithful, and reccive them into blifs, 
Whether in Heav'n or Earth, for then the Earth 
Shall all be Paradife, far happice place 


~» ‘Than, this of Eden, and far happier days. 


So fpake th’ arch-angel Michacl, then paus’d, 
As at the world’s great period; and our fire, 
‘Replete with joy and wonder thus reply‘d : 
¢ O Goodnels infinite, Geodnefyinimente ! 

‘That all this good of evil thal! produce, 

And evil tury to good ; more wonderiul 
"Than that which by creation firft brought forth 
© Light out of darknefs! full of doubt-T ftand, 

- Whether I fhould repent me now of fin 

#3y me donc and occafion’d, or rejoice 

Much morc, that much moré good thereof fhall 

fpring, 

“To God more glory, more good will to men 

From God, and over wrath grace fhall abound. 

But fay, if our Deliverer up to Heav’n 

Muft reafcend, what will betide the few 

His faithful, left among th’ unfaithful herd, + 

"The enemics of truth? who then shail guide 

His people, who deterid? will they rot deal 

Worfe with his followers than. with him they 

dealt? 
Be fure they will, feid th’ angel; but from 

He to his own a comforter will fend, {Rava 

‘The promife cf the Yather, who fhall dwell 

His Spirit within chem, and the law of faith 

‘Working through Jove, upon thcir hearts thall 

‘To guide them in all truth, and alfe arm = [write, 

‘With fpiritual armour, able to refift 

Satan’s affaujgs, and quench his fiery darts, 

. ‘What man can do againft them, not afraid, 

“Fhough to the death, againft fuch cruclties 

With inward confolations recompens’d, 

And oft fapported fo as fhell amaze 

’ Their proudcht perfecuters ; for the § 
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Pour'd firit on his Apofties, whom he fends 
To’ evangelize the nations, then on all 
Baptiz'd, fhall then with wondrous gifts indue 
To fpeak all tongues, and do all miracles, 
As did their Lord before them, ‘I‘hus they win 
Great numbers of each nation to receive [length “ 
With joy the tidings brought from Heav’n? at_ 
Their minittry perform’'d, and race well*un, a 
‘Vheir dodtrine and their ftory writtep Teft, 
hey die; but in their room, as they forewarn, 
Wolves fhall fucceed for teachers, grievous wolves, 
Who all the facred myfterics of Heav’n 
‘To their own vile advantages fhall turn 
Of lucre and ambition, and the truth 
With fuperflitions and traditious, taint, 
Left only in thofe awritten records pure, 
‘Though not but by the Spirit underftood. 
Then hall they feek to avail themfelves of names, 
Places, and titles, and with thefe to join 
Secular power ; though feigning ftill to act 
By {pirieual, to themiclves appropriating 
‘Yhe Spirit of God, promis'd alike and given 
To all believers; and from that pretence, 
Spiritual laws by carnal power fhall force 
On every confcience ; laws which none fhall find 
Lefe them inroll’d, or what the Spirit within 
Shall on the heart ingrave, What will they then 
But force the Spirit of Grace itfelf, and bind 
His confort Liberty ? what, but unbuild 
His living temples, built by faith to ftand, 
Their own faith not another’s? for on carth 
Who againft faith and confcience cau be heard 
Infailible ; yet many will prefume ; 
Whence heavy perfecution fhall arife 
Gn all who in the worhhip perfevere 
Of Spirit and truth; the reft, far greater part, 
Will deem in outward rites and {pacious forms 
Religion fattsfy'd; ‘Fruth hail retire 
Bettuck with dand'rous darts, and works of faith 
Rarely be found; fo fhall the world go on, 
‘To good malignant, to bad men benign, 
Under her own weight groaning, till the duy 
Appear of refpiration to the juft, 
And vengeance to the avicked, at return 
Of him fo lately promis'd to thy aid, 
‘The Woman’s Secd, obfcurcly then forctold, 
Now amplier known thy Saviour and thy Lord, 
Laft in the clouds from Heav'n to beeeal’d 
in glory of the Father, to diffolvg 
Satan with his perverted world then raife 
From the conflagrant mafs, purg’d and refin’d, 
New Heav’ns, new Earth, ages of endlufs date 
Founded in righteoufnefs and peace, and love, 
‘To bring forth fruits, joy and eternal biifs, 

He ended ; and thus Adam laft reply’d : 
How foon hath thy predi@tion, Seer bleft, 
Meafur'd this tranfient world, the race of time, 
‘Till time fund fix’d? beyond is all abyfs, 
Eternity, whole end no eye can reach. 
Greatly initructed I fhall hepce depart, 
Greatly, in peace of thought, aid Lave ply fill 
Of knowledge, what this veflel can contain ; 
Beyond which was my folly to afpire. 
Heiiceforth I learn, that to obey is beft, 
And love with fear the only God, to walk 
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As in his prefence, ever to obferve 

His providence, and on him fole depend, 
Merciful over ail his works, with good 

Still overcoming evil, and by fmall 
Accomplifhing great things, by things deem’d weak 
Subverting worldly ftrong, and worldly wife 
By fimply meek : that fuffering for truth’s fake 
Is fortitud®to highck vi€tory, 

snd to the fsthful death the gate of life ; 
‘Taught this by his example whom I now 
Acknowledge my Redeemer ever bleft. 

‘To whom thus alfo th’ angel laft reply’d : 
‘Thus having learn’d, thou haft attain'd the fum 
Of wifdom ; hope no higher, though all the ftars 
‘Thou knew'lt by name, and all th’ ethereal powers, 
All fecrets of the deep, all Naturs’s works, 

Or works of God in Heav’n, air, carth, or fea, 

And all the riches of this world enjoy’dft, 

And all the rule, one empire; only add 

Deeds to thy knowledge anfwerable, add faith, 

Add virtue, patience, temperance, add love, 

By name to come call’{t Charity, the foul 

Of all the reft; then wilt thou not be loath 

‘To leave this Paradife, but thalt poffefs 

A Paradife within thec, happier far. 

Let us defcend now therefore from this top 

Of fpeculution ; for the hour preoife 

Exadts our parting hence; and fee the guards, 

By me incamp'd on yonder hill, expect 

"heir motion, at whofe front a flaming fword, 

Tn fignal of remove, waves fiercely round ; 

We may no longer flay : go, waken Eve 5 

Her alfo 1 with gentle dreams have calm'd 

Portendiag good, and all her fpirits compos’d 

‘To meek fubmiffion : thou at feafon fit 

Let her with thee partake what thou haft heard, 

Chictly what may concern her faith to know, 

The y rance by her feed te come 

(For hy the women’s feed) on all mankind : 

"Phat ye may live, which will be many days, 

Yoth in one Taith unanimous though fad, 

With caute, for evils paft, yet mach more cheer’d 

With meditation on the happy end. . 
He ended 5 and they both defcend the hill: 
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Defcended, Adam to the bower where Eve 
Lay feeping ran before, but found her wak’d; 
And thus with words not fad the him receiv’d, 
Whence thou return’ft, and whither went’Ri 
know; = 
For God isallo in fleep, and dreams advife, : 
Which he hath fent propitious, fome great good. 
Prefaging, fince with forrow and heart’s diftrefs .~ 
Wearied 1 fell aileep : but now lead on, i 
In me is no delay; with thee to. go, 
Is to ftay here; without thee herc to fray, 
Is to ga hence unwilling ; thou to me 
Art all things under Heav’n, all places thou, 
Who for my wilful crime art banifh’d hence. 
‘This further confolation yet fecure 
I carry hence; though all by me is lofty 
Such favour I unworthy am vouchfaf’d, 
By me the promis’d Seed fhall all reftore. _ 
£0 fpake our mother Eve, and Adanf heard 
‘Well pleas’d, but anfwer'd not; for now too nigh 
‘Th’ arch-angel Rood, and from the other hill 
To their fix’d ftation, all in bright array 
‘The cherubim defcended; on the ground 
Gliding meteorous, as evening mift 
Ris’n from a fiver o’er the marifh glides, ~ 
And gathers ground faft at the lab’rer’s heel 
Homeward returning, High in¥ront advanc’d, 
The brandith’d fword of God before them blaz’d 
Fierce as a comet; which with torrid heat, : 
And vapour as the Lybian air aduft, . 
Began to parch that temp'rate clime ; whereat 
In either hand the haft’ning ‘caught 
Our ling’ring Parents, and to the eaftern gate 
Led them dire&, and down the as fi 
"Lo the fubjeted plain ; then difappear’d. 
‘They looking back, all th’ eaftern fide beheld 
Of Paradife, fo late their happy feat, 
Wav'd over by that flaming brand, the gate 
‘With dreadful faces throng’d and ficry arms; 
Somenatural tears they dropt, but waged them foon; 
"The world was all before them, where to choofe ~ 
‘Their place of reft, and Providence their guide + 
‘They hand in hand, with wand’sifig fteps and flow, 
Through Eden took their folitary way. 
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J wno c’er while the happy Garden fung, 
By one Man’s difobedience loft, now fing 
Recover’d Paradife to all mankind, 
By one Man’s firm obedience fully try’d 
Through all temptation, and the Tempter foil'd 
In all his wiles, defeated and repuls’d, 
And Eden rais'd in the wafte wildernefs. 
Thou Spirit who ledft this glorious eremite 
Into the defert, his victorious ficld, 
Againtt the Spiritual foe, and brought’ft him thence 
By proof th’ undoubted Son of God, infpirc, 
As thou art wont, my prompted fong elfe mute, 
And bear thro’ height'or depth of Nature’s bounds 
With profp'rous wing full fumm/d, to tell of decds 
Above hercic, though in fecret done, . 
And unrecorded left through many an age, 
Worthy t’ have not remain’d fo Jong unfung. 
Now had the great Proclaimer, with a voice 
’ More awful than the found of trumpet, cry’d 
~ Repentance, and Heav'n’s kingdom nigh at hand 
‘To all baptis’d ; to his great baptifm flock’d 
‘With awe the regions round, and with them came 
From Nazareth the fon of Jofeph deem’d 
To the flood Jordan came, as then obfcure, 
‘Unmark’d, unknown ; but him the Baptift foon 
Defery’d, divinely warn’d, and witnefs bore 
As to his worthier, and would have refign’d 
To him his heav'nly officc, nor was long 
His witneis unconfirm'd : on him baptis'd 
Heav’n open’d, and in likenefs of a dove 
The Spirit defcended, while the Father's voice 
From Heav’n pronounce’d him his beloved Son. 
That heard the Adverfary, who roving ftill 
About the world, at that affembly fam’d 
Would not be laft, and with the voice divine 
Night thunder-ftrack, th’ exalted Man to whom 
Such high atteft was giv’n, a while furvey'd 
With wonder, then with envy fraught and rage 
Flies to his place, nor refts, but in mid air- 
To counfel fummons all his mighty peers, 
Within thick clouds and dark ten-fold involv’d, 
A gloomy confiftory ; and them amidft 
‘With look- aghait and fad he thus befpake : 
Q ancignt Pow’rs of Air and this wide world, 9 


For much more willingly I mention Air, 

This our old conqueft, than remember Hell, 

Our hated habitation ; well ye know 

How many ages, as the years of men, es 

‘This univerfe we havegoileff’d, and tul’d 

In manner at our will fh’ affairs of Earth, 

Since Adam and his facile confort Eve : 

Loft Paradife deceiv’d by me, though fince 

With dread attending when that fatal wound: 

Shall be infli@ed by. the feed of Eve a 

Upon my head :-long the decrees of Heaw’a 

Delay, for longeft time to him is fhart;. 

And now too foon for us the cffefing’ 

This dreaded time have compate’ 

Mutt bide the ftrokisof that long threaten’d wound, 

At leaft if fo we can, atid bythe head 

Broken be not intended all our power 

To be infring'd, our freedom and our being, 

In this fair empire won of Earth and Air3: . 

For this ill news I bring, the woman’s feodt 

Deftin'd to this, is late of woman born. + 

His birth to our juft fear gave no final caufe, 

But his growth now to youth’s full flower, dif- 
playing ¢ e 

All virtue, grace, and wifdom to achieve 

Things higheit, greateft multiplies my fear, 

Before him a great prophet to proclaim. 

His coming, is fent harbinger, who all 

Invites, and in the confecrated ftream 

Pretends to wath. off fin, and fit them fo 

Purified to receive him pure, or rather 

To do him honour as their king ; all come, 

And he himfelf among them was baptiz’d, 

Not thence to be more pure, but to receive 

The teftimony of Heav'n, that who he is 4 

henceforth the nations may not doubt ; I faw 

“The prophet do him reverence, on him rifing 

Out of the water, Heav’n above the clouds 

Unfold here cryftal doors, thence on hie head 

A perfect dove defcend, whate’er it meant, 

And out of Heav’n,the Sovreign voice 1 heard, 

This is my Son belov’d, in him am pleas’d. 

His mother then is mortal, but his Sire 

He who obtains the monarchy of Heav’n, 
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And what will he not do to advance his Son? 
His firft-beget we know, and fore have felt, 
When his fierce thunder drove us to the Deep; 
Who this is we muft learn, for man he fecms 
in all his lineaments, though in his face 
"he glimples of his Father's glory thine. 
Ye fee our danger on the utmoft edge 
Of hazard, whick admits no long debate, 
But moft with fomething’fudden be oppos’d, 
Not force, but well-couch’d fraud, well woven 
F’er in the head of nations he appear (fares, 
‘Their king, their leader, and fupreme on Earth. 
1, when no other durft, fole undertook 
‘The difmal expedition to find out 
And ruin Adam, and th’ exploit perform’d 
Succefsfully ; a calmer voyage now 
‘Will waft me ; and the way found profp’rous once 
Induces beft to hope of like fuccefs. 
He ended; and his words impreflion left 
Of much amazement to the infernal crew, 
Diftradted and furpris'd with deep difmay 
At thefe fad tidings; but no time was then 
For Jong indulgence to their fears or grief + 
Unanimous they all commit the care 
And management of this main enterprize 
To him their great didtatér, whofe attempt 
At firk againft marikind fo well had thriv’d 
Ya Adam's overthrow, and led their march 
From Heil’s deep vatlted den to dwell in light, 
Regents and potentates, and kings, yea gods 
Of many a pleafant realm and province wide. 
So to the coaft of Jordan he directs 
His eafy tteps, girded with fnaky wiles, 
Where he might likelieft find this new-declar’d, 
‘This Man of Men, attefted Son of God, 
‘Temptation and all guile on him to try ; 
Sa to fubvert whom he fufpe&ted rais’d 
‘Yo end his rcign on Earth fo long enjoy’d : 
But contrary unweeting he fulfill’d 
‘The purpos’d counfel pre-ordain’d and fix’d 
OF the Moft High, who in full frequence bright 
Of angels, thus to Gabriel filing fpake : 
Gabriel, this day by proof thou thalt bebold, 
‘Thou and all angels converfant on Earth 
‘With man or men’s affairs, how 1 begin 
‘t'o verify that folemn meffage late, 
On which I fent thee to the Virgin pure 
In Galilee, that the fhould bear a fon 
Great in renown, and call'd the Son of God; 
Then toldft her doubting how thefe things could be 
‘Yo her a virgin, that on her fhould come 
‘The Holy Ghoft, and the power of the Highef 
O’er-fhadow her: this Man born and now up- 
‘Yo thew bim worthy of hisbirth divine [grown, 
And high prediction, henceforth Uexpofe 
‘Yo Satan; let him tempt and now affay 
His utmoft fubtigty, becaafe he boafts 
And vaunts of his great cunning to the throng 
Of his apoftacy ; he might have learnt 
Lefs overwcening fince he fail’d in Job, 
‘Whofe conftant perfeverance overcame 
+ ‘Whate'er his cruel malice could invent. 
‘He now fhall know I can produce a Man 
Of female feed, far abler to refit 
Alltel 
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All his vait force, and drive him back to Hell, 
‘Winning by conqueft what the firft man loft 
By fallacy furpris'd. But firft I mean 

To exercife him in the wildernefs, 

There he fhall firtt lay down the rudiments 
Of his great warfare, e’er I fend him forth 

‘To conquer Sin and Death, the two grand foes, 
By humiliation and ftrong fufferance .~ 

His weaknefs fhall o’ercome Satanic’.trength, 
And all the world, and mafs of finfui fleth ; 
‘That ail the angels and ethereal powers, 

They now, and men hereafter may difcern, 
From what confammate virtue I have chofe 
‘This perfeé Man, by merit call'd my Son, 

‘Yo earn falvation for the fons of men. 

So fpake th’ eternal Father, and all Heav'’n 
Admiring ftood a fpace, then into hymns 
Burft forth, and in celeftial meafures mov'd, 
Circling the throne and finging, while the hand 
Sung with the voice, and-this the argument. 

Victory and triumph to the Sen of Gad 
Now ent’ring his greal duel, net of arms, 

But to vanquifh by wifdom hellith wiles, 

‘The Father knows the Son ; therefore fecure 
Ventures his filial virtue, though untry’d, 
Agent whate'er may tempt, whate'er feduce, 
Allure, or terrify, or undermine, 

Be fruftrate all ye ftratagems of Hell, 

And devilifh machinations come to nought. 

So they in Heav'n their odes and vigils tun'd : 
Meanwhile the Son of God, whe vet jome days 
Lodg’d in Bethzbara where John haptiz’d 
Mufing and much revolving in hi 
How beft the mighty work he mig 
Of Saviour to mankind, and whieh 
Publifh his God-like office now m 
One day forth walk’d alone, the Spiri: 
And his deep thoughts, the better to converle 
With folitude, till far from track f men, 
Thought following thought, and ftep by ftep led 
He enter’d now the bord’ring defert wild, fon, 
And with dark fhades and rocks environ’d round, 
His holy meditations thus purfu'd. 

O what a multitude of thoughts at once 
Awaken’d in me fwarm, while { confider 
What from within J feel myfelf, and hear 
What from without comes often to my ears, 

I! forting with my prefent ftate compar’d ! 
When I was yet a child, no childifh play 

To me was pleafing ; all my mind was fet 
Serious to learn and know, and thence 10 do 
What might be public good ; myfelf t thought 
Born to that end, born to promote all truth, 
Albvighteous things: therefore above my years, 
The law of God £ read, and found it fweet, 
Made it my whole delight, and in it grew 

To fuch perfection, that c’er yet my age 

Had meafur’d twice fix years, at our great feaft 
I went into the temple, there to hear 

‘The teachers of our law, and to propofe 

What might improve my knowledge or their own ; 
And was admir’d by all; yet this not all 

‘To which my {pirit afpir’d ; vitorious deeds 
Flam’d in my heart, herojc acts, one while 
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‘Phen to fubdue and quell o’er all the earth 
\Brote violence and proud tyraunic power, 
Till truth were freed, and cquity reftor’d : 
Ket held it more humane, more heav'nly firft 
y winning words to conquer willing hearts, 
Aadgneke perfuafion do the work of Fear; 
At@€att to try, and teach the erring foul 
Not wilfullpynis-doing, but unware 
Milled ; the figpborn only to fubdue. 
These growing thoughts my mother foon perceiving 
By words at times caft forth, inly rejoic’d, 
}And {aid to me apart, High are thy thoughts, 
O Son ; but nourifh them, and let them foar 
'To what height facred virtue and true worth 
Cau raife them, though above example high 5 
| By matchiefs deeds exprefs thy matchlefs Sire. 
| For know, thou art no fon of mortal man ; 
| Though men eftecm thee low of parentage, 
Thy Father is th’ eternal King who rufes 
All Heav’n and Earth, angels and fons of men; 
A meffenger from God foretold thy birth 
Conceiv'd in me a virgin, he foretold 
Thou fhould’#t be great, and fit on David's throne, 
And of thy kingdom there should be no end. 
At thy nativity 4 glorious quire 
Of angels in the fields of Bethlehem fung 
‘Yo fhepherds watching at their folds by night, 
And told them the Meffiah now was born, 
Where they might ice him, and to thee they came, 
Direéted to the manger where thou lay’ft, 
For in the inn was left no better room ¢ 
A tar, not feen before, in Heav'n appearin; 
Guided the Wife Men thither from the Eaft, 
‘Yo honour thee with icenfe, myrrh, and gold, 
Ly whofe bright courfe lec. on they found the place, 
Atlirming it thy ftar new grav’n in Heaven, 
By which they knew the King of Irael born. 
Jul Simcon and prophetic Anna, warn'd 
By vifion, found thee in the temple, and fpake 
Before the altar and the vetted priett, 
Like things of thee to all that prefent ftood. 
This having heard, firait I again I revolv’d 
The Law and Prophets, fearching what was writ 
Concerning the Mcilixh, to our feribes 
Known partly, and {oon found of whom they fpake 
Jam : this chiefly, that my way mutt ke 
Through many a hard affay ev’n to the death, 
Fer I the promis’d kingdom can.attain, 
Or work redemption for mankind, whofe fins 
Full weight muft be tranfere’d upon my bead. 
Yet neither thus dishearten’d or difmmay'd, 
‘The time prefix'd 1 waited, when behold 
The Baptilt (of whofe birth 1 oft had heard, 
Not'knew by fight) now come, who was to come 
Before Mefliah, and his way prepare. 
12s all others to his baptifm came, 
Which I beliew’d was from above ; but he 
Strait knew m:, and with loudeft voice proclaim’d 
Me him (for it was fhewn him fo from Heaven) 
Me him whete harbinger he was; and frit 
Refus’d on nie his baptifm to confer, 
" As ouch b x, and was hardly won: 
of the laving fircam, 
her etertal doors, from whence 
ended on me like a dove, 
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And Jaft the fum of all, my Father's voice, 
Audibly heard from Heav’n, pronoune’d me his, 
Me his beloved Son, in whom alone . 
He was well pleas’d; by which I knew the time. 
Now full, that I no more thould live obfcure, 

But openly begin, as beft becomes 


‘Ph? authority which I deriv’d from Heav'i. 7 


And now by fome ftrong motion I am lef’ *." 
Into this wildernefs, to what intent : 
T learn not yet, perhaps I need not know; 
For what concerns my knowledge’ God reveals. 
So fpake our Morning Star, then in his rife, 
And looking round on every fide beheld 
A pathlefs defert, dufk with horrid thades; 
‘The way he came net having mark’d, return 
Was difficult, by human fteps untrod 5 
‘And he ftill on was led, but with {uch thoughts 
Accompanied of things paft and to come 
Lodg’d in his breaft, as well might recommend 
Such folitude before choiceft foctety. 
Full forty days he pafs’d, whether on hill 
Sometimes, anon in fhady vale, each night 
‘Under the covert of fome ancient oak, 
Or cedar, to defend him from the dew, 
Or harbour’d in lone cave, is not reveal’d; * 
Nor tafted human food, nor hunger felt 
Till thofe days ended, hunger then at laft 
Among wild beafts: they at his fight grew mild, 
Nor fleeping him nor waking harm’d, his walk. 
‘The fiery ferpent fted, and noxious worm, 
The lion and fierce tiger glar’d aloof, 
But now an aged man in raral 9 a 
Following as feem’d, the quelt of fome fray ewe, 
Or wither'd fticks to gather, which might ferve 
Againft a winter’s day when winds blow keen, 
To warm him wet return’d from field at eve, 
He faw approach, who firft with curious eye 
Perus'd him, then with words thus utter’d fpake : 
Sir, what ill chance hath brought thee to this 
So far from path or road of men, who pals [place 
In troop or caravan ? for fingle none. By 
Durtt ever, who return’d, and drapt not here 
His carcafs, pin’d with hunger and with drouth, 
1 atk the rather, and the more admire, 
For that to me thou feem’ft the Man whom late 
Our new baptizing Prophet at the ford 
Of Jordan honour'd fo, and call’d thee Son 
Of God ; I faw and heard, for we fometimes 
Who dwell this wild, conftrain’d by want, come 
forth 
To town or village nigh (nigheft is far) 
Where ought we hear, and curious are to hear, 
What happens new ; fame alfo finds us out. 
‘To whom the fon of God. Who brought me 
hither, 
Will bring me hence; no other guide I feck. 
By miracle he may, reply’d the fwain ; 
What other way I fee not, for we here 
Live on tough roots, and ftubs; to thirft inur’d 
More than the camel, and to drink go far, ~ 
Men to much mifery and hardfhip boxn ; 
But if thou be the Son of God, command 
"That out of thefe hard {tones be made thee bread, 
So fhalt thou fave thyfelf and us relieve an 
With food, whereof we wretched feldom tafte. 
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He '‘gnded; and the Son of God reply’d : 
thou fuch force in bread? Is it not 
written 
(For 1 difcern thee other than thou feem’ft) 
‘Man lives not by bread only, but each word 
Proceeding from the mouth of God, who fed 
Our fathers here with manna? in the mount 
Mofes was forty days, nor ate nor drank ; 
And forty days Elijah without food © | 
‘Wander'd this barren waite; the fame I now: 
‘Why doft thou then fuggeit to me diftruft, 
Knowitig who Iam, as I know who thou art ? 
‘Whom thus anfwer’d th’ Arch-fiend now un- 
difguis'd: 
*Tis true, I am that Spirit unfortunate, 
‘Who leagn'd with millions more in rafh revolt 
Kept not my happy fration, but was driven 
‘With them from blifs to the bottomle&s deep, 
Yet to that hideous place not fo confin’d 
By rigour unconniving, but that oft 
Leaving my dolorous prifon I enjoy 
Large liberty to round this globe of earth, 
Or range: in th’ amr, nor from the Heaven of 
leav'’ns 
. Hath he excluded my refort fometimcs. 
J came among the fons of God, when he 
Gave up into my hands Uzzean jee 
To prove him, and illuftrate his high worth; 
And when to all his angels he propos’d 
‘To draw the proud king Ahab into fraud 
‘That he might fall in Ramoth, they demurring, 
T undertook that office, and the tongues 
Of all his flattering prophets glibb’d with lies 
To his deftrustion, as I had in charge; 
For what he bids I do ; though I have oft 
Much luftre of my native brightnefs, loft 
‘To be belov'd of God, I have not loft 
To love, at leaft contemplate and admire 
‘What I fee-excellent in good, or fair, 
Or virtuous; I fhtould fo have loft all fenfe. 
* What can be then lefs in me than defire 
To fee thee and approach thee, whom | know 
Declar’d the Son of God, to hear attent 
Thy ‘wifdom, sind behold thy Godlike deeds ? 
Men generally think me much a foe 
To aifmankiod :- why fhould I? they to me 
Never did wrong or violence ; by them 
1 loft not what:T loft; rather by them 
I gain’d what I have gain’d, and with them dwell 
Copartner in thefe regions of the world, 
Tf not difpofer ; lend them oft my aid, 
Oft my advice by prefages and figns, 
And anfwers, oracles, portents and dreams, 
‘Whereby they may dire@ their future life. 
Envy they fay excites me, thus to gain 
Companions of my mifery and woc. 
At firi it may be; but long fince with woe 
-Néarer acquainted; now I fcel by proof, 
. That fellowthip in pain divides not {mart, 
Nor lightens ought each man’s peculiar load. 
Small confolation’ then, were man adjoin’d 
‘Yhis wounds me moik (what can it lefs?) that 
man, 
Man falfn, fhalf be refor’d, I never more. 
‘Fe whom our Saviour ftenily thus reply’d 
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Defervedly thou griev’ft, compos‘d of lies a 


From the beginning, and in lies.wilt end 5 

Who boaft’ft releafe from Hell, and leave to ‘come 
Into the Heav’n of Heav’ns : thou com’ft indéed,, 
Asa poor miferable captive thrall 

Comes to the place where he before had fat 
Among the primc in fplendor, now depos’d, 
Ejected, emptied, gaz’d, unpitied, hyan'd, 

A fpectacle of ruin or of fcorn 4 

To all the hoft of Heav’n: the happy place 
Imparts to thee no happinefs, no joy, 

Rather inflames thy torment, reprefenting 

Loft blifs, to thee no mare communicable, 

So never more in Hell than when in Heav'n. 

But thou art ferviceable to Heav’n’s King. 

Wilt thou impute to obedience what thy fear 
Extorts, or pleafure to do ill excites? 

What but thy malice mov’d thee to mifdeem 

Of righteous Job, then cruelly to affié him 
With all infli@ions? but his patience won. 

The other fervice was thy chofen tafk, 

To be a liar in four hundred months; 

For lying is thy fuftenance, thy food. 

Yet thou pretend’ft to truth ; all oracles 

By thee are giv’n, and what confefs'd more true 
Among the nations? that hath been thy craft, 
By mixing fomewhat true to vent more lics, 

But what have been thy anfwers? what But dark, 
Ambiguous, and with double fenfe deluding, 
Which they who afk’d have feldom underflood, 
And not well underftood as good not known ? 
Whoever by confulting at thy fhrine 

Return’d the wifer, or the more inftrud 

To fly or follow what concern’d him mott, 

And run not fooner to his fatal {nare ? 

For God hath juftly giv'n the nations’ up 

To thy delufions; juftly fince they fell 

Idolatrous > but when his purpofe is 

Among them to declare his providence 

‘To thee not known, whence ‘haft thou then thy 
But from hin or his angels prefittent (truth, 
In every province? who theméelves difdaining® 
To approach thy temples, give thee in command 
What to the fmalicf tittle thou fhalt fay 

‘To thy adorers; thou with trembling fear, 

Or like a fawning parafite obey'ft ; 

‘Then to thyfelf afcrib’ft the truth foretold. 

But this thy glory fhall be fon retrench’d 5 

No more fhalt thon by oracling abufe 

‘The Gentiles ; henceforth oracles are ceas'd, 
And thou no more with pomp and facrifice 

Shalt be inguir’d at Delphos or elfewhere, 

At leaft in vain, for they fhali find thee mute, 
God hath now fent his Living Oracle 

Into the world to teach his final will, 

And fends his Spirit of Truth henceforth to dwell 
In pious hearts, an inward oracle 

"Yo all truth requifite for men to know. 

So fpake our Saviour; but the fubtle Fiend, 
Though inly ftung with anger and difdain 
Diffembied, and this anfwer fmooth returt[§ + 

Sharply thou haft infifted on rebuke, 

And urg’d me hard with doings, whicb not will 
But mifery hath wrefted from me : Where 
ly canit thou find one miferabic, 
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“Aad not enforc’d oft-times to part from truth; 
Ifit may ftand him more in-ftead to lie, 
Say and unfay, feign, flatter, or abjure ? 
But thou art plac’d above me, thou art Lord; 
From thee I can and muft fubmifs endure 
Check or reproof, and glad to "cape fo quit. 
fare the ways of Truth, and rough to walk, 
Srfooth on the tongue difcours’d, pleafing to th’ 
And tuneaB sas fylvan pipe or fong 5 [ear, 
‘What wonder hen if I delight to hear 
if Her dictates from thy mouth? moft men admire 
Virtue, who follow not her lore : permit me 
! To hear thee when I come (fince no man comes) 
And talk at leaft, though I defpair to attain, 
‘Thy Father, who is holy, wife and pure, 
Suffers the hypocrite or atheous pricit 
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To tread his {acred courts, and minifter 
About his altar, handling holy things, 
Praying or vowing, and vouchfaf’d his voice 
‘To Balaam reprobate, 2 prophet yet 

Infpir’d ; difdain not fuch accefs to me, 

To whom our Saviour with unalter’d brow, 
Thy coming hither, though I know thy fcope, 
I bid not or forbid; do as thou find’ft 
Permiffion from above ; thou canft not more. 

He added not ; and Satan bowing low 
His gray diffimulation, difappear'd 
Into thin air diffuf'd : for now began 
Night with her fullen wings tv double-fhade 
‘The defert ; fouls in their clay nefts were couch’d; 
And now wild beafts came forth the woods to roam. 


, 


————— 
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Meanwan.e the new-babtiz'd, who yet remain’d 
At Jordan with the Baptift, and had fen 
Him whom they heard fo late exprefsly call'd 
Jefus Meffiah fon of God declar’d, 
Andeon that high authority had believ'd, 
And with him talk’d, and with him lodg'd, I 
mean 
Andrew and Simon, famous after known, 
‘With others, though in Holy Writ not nam’d, 
Now miffing him their joy fo lately found, 
So lately found, and fo abruptly gone, 
Began to doubt, and doubted many days, 
And as the days increas’d, increas’d their doubt : 
Sometinies they thought he might be only fhewn, 
And for a time caught up to God, as once 
Mofes was in the mount, and miffing long ; 
And the great Thitbite, who on fiery wheels 
Rode up to Heav’n, yet once again to come. 
‘Therefore, as thofe young prophets then with care 
Sought loft Elijah, fo in each place thefe 
Nigh to Bethabra; in Jericho 
The city of Palms, Anon, and Selem old, 
Macherus, and each town or city wail'd 
‘On this fide the broad Jake Genezaret, 
Or in Peza; but return’d in vain. 
‘Then on the bank of Jordan, by a creek, 
ere winds with reeds and oziers whifp’ring 
lay, 

Plain shernen, Ro greater mien them call, 
Clofe in a cottage low together got, 
‘Their unexpeéted Jofs and plaints out breath’d. 

Alas, from what high hope to what relapfe 
Unlook’d for are we fall’n! our eyes beheld 
Mefliah certainly now comé, fo long 
Expeded of our futhers; we have heard 
His words, his wifdom full of grace and truth; 
How, now, for fure deliverance is at hand, 
The kingdom fhall to Ifrael be reftor’d ; 
‘Thus we rejoic’d, but foon our joy is turn’d 
Into perplexity and new amaze : 
For whither is he gone, what accident 
Hath wrapt him from us? will he now retire 
After appearance, and thus prolon; 
Our expectation ? God of Ifrael, 





Send thy Meffiah forth, the time is come ; 

Behold the kings of th’ Earth how thcy opprefs 

Thy chofen, to what height their power unjutt 

They have exalted, and behind them cait 

All fear of thee ; arife and vindicate 

Thy glory, free thy people from their yoke, 

But Jet us wait; thus far he hath perform’d, 

Sent his Anointed, and to us reveal’d him, 

By his great Prophet, pointed at and fhewn 

In public, and with him we have convers’d ; 

Let us be glad of this, and all our fears 

Lay on his Providence; he will not fail, 

Nor will withdraw him now, nor will recal, 

Mock us with his bleft fight, then Match hing 
hence ; 

Soon we fhall fee our Hope, our Joy return. 

‘Thus they out of their pluints new hope refume, 

To find whom at the firft they found unfought : 

But to his mother Mary, when fhe faw 

Others return’d from baptifm, not her fon, 

Nor left at Jordan tidings of him none, 

Within her breaft, tho’ calm, her breaft, though 
pure, : 

Motherly cares and fears got head, and rais’d 

Some troubled thoughts, which fhe in fighs 
thus clad. 

O what avails me now that honour high 

To have conceiv’d of God, or that falute 

Bail highly favour’d, among women bleft! 

While I to forrows am no lefs advanc’d, 

And fears as eminent, above the lot 

Of other women, by the birth I bore, 

In fuch a feafon more, whien farce a fhed 

Could be obtain’d to fhelter him or me 

From the bleak air; a ftable was our warmth, 

A manger his; yet foon etfore’d to fly 

Thence into Egypt, till the murd’rous king 

Were dead, who fought his life, and milling fil'é 

With infant blood the firects of Bethelem ; 

From Egypt home return d, in Nazareth 

Hath been our dwelling many years; Kis life 

Private, unadtive, calm, contemplative, 

Little fufpicious to any king ; but now 

Ball ctcarn to res date citar <del > 


-Each of his 
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” - John the Babtift, and in public fhewn, 

m own’d from Fleaven by his Father’s voices 
1 look’d for fome great change ; to honour ? no, 
Butrtronble, as old Simeon plain foretold, 
"That to the fall and rifing he fhould be 
Qf many in Ifrae), and toa fign 
Es} n againft, that through my very foul 
ord thall pierce ; this is my faveur'd lot, 
My cxaltfgn to afflictions high ; 
Aificted Inty be, it feems, and bleft ; 






. 1 will not argue that, nor will repine’: 


But where delays be now? fome great intent 

Conceals him: when twelve years he fcarce had 

feen, 

1 lof him, but fo found, as well I faw 

Fic could not lofe himfelf; but went about 

His Father’s bufinefs ; what he meant I mus’d, 

Since underftand; much more his abfence now 

Thus long to fome great purpofe he obfcures, 

But I to wait with patience am inur'd ; 

My heart hath been a ftore-houfe long of things 
fay’ngs laid up, portending ftrange events, 
us Mary, pond’ring oft, and oft to mind 

Recalling whut remarkably had pals'd 

Since firft her falutation heard, with thoughts 

Mecekly compos'd awaited the fulfilling ; 

"The while her Son tracing the defert wild, 

Sole but with holieft meditations fed, 

Into himfelf defcended, and at once 

All his great work to come before him fet; 

How to begin, how to accomplith beft 

Mis end of being on carth, and miffion high : 

Yor Satan, with fly preface to return, 

Had left him vacant, and with {peed was gone 

Up to the middle region of thick air, 

Where all his potentates in council fat ; 

There, without fign of boaft, or fign of joy, 

Solicitous and blank, he thus began. 

inces, Heav’n’s ancient Sons, ethereal Thrones, 

spirits now, from th’ element 

ign allotted, rightlier call’d 

Powers of Fire, Air, Water, and Earth beneath, 

So may we hold our place, and thefe mild feats, 

Without new trouble ; fuch an enemy 

ts vifen to invade us, who no lefs 

‘hreatens than our cxpulfion down to Hell; 

I, as I undertook, and with the vote 

Confentin gin full frequence, was empower’d, 

Have found him, view’d him tafted him, but find 

Far other labour to be undergone 

‘Than when 1 dealt with Adam, firft of men, 

‘Tho’ Adam, by his wife’s allurement, fell, 

However, to this Man inferior far, 

lf he be man by mother's fide at leaft, 

With more than human gifts from Heav'n adorn'd, 

Perfections abfolute, graces divine, 

And amplitude of mind to greateit deeds z 

‘Therefore | am return’d, left confidence 

Of my fuccefs with Eve in Paradile 

Deccive ye to perfuafion over-fure 

Of like fucceeding here ; 1 fammon all 

Rather to be in readinefs, with hand 

Or counfel, to affift ; left I who erft 

Thought none my equal, now be over-match’d. 

So fpake th’ old Serpent doubting, and from all 
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‘Wath clamour was affur’d their utmoft aid 

At his command ; when from amidit them rofe 
Belial, the diffoluteft fp’rit that fell, 

‘The fenfualeRt, and after Afmadai 

The fiefhlieft incubus, and thus advis’d. 

Set women in his cye, and in his walk, 
Among daughters af men the faireft found ; 
Many arc in each region paffing fair 
As the noon iky; more like to goddeffes 
‘Than mortal creatures, graceful and difcreeg,, 
Expert in amorous arts, inchanting tongues 
Perfuafive, wirgin majefty with mild 
And {weet allay'd, yet terrible t’ approach, 
Skill’d to retire, and in retiring draw 
Hearts after them, tangled in amorous nets. 
Such obje@ hath the power to foft’n and tame 
Severeft temper, {mooth the rugged’ ft brow, 
Enerve, and with voluptuous hope diffolve, 
Draw out with credulous defire, and lead 
At will the manlieft, refoluteft breaft, 

As the magnetic hardeft iron draws. 

Women, when nothing elfe, beguil’d the heart 
OF wifef Solomon, and made him build, 

And made him bow to the gods of his wives. 

‘To whom quick anfwer Satan thus returp’d = 
Belial, in much uneven feale thou weigh’ 

All others by thyfelf ; becaufe of old 
Thou thyfelf doat’ft on woman kind, admiring 
‘Their fhape, their colour, and attractive grace, 
None are, thou think’ft, but taken with fuch toya- 
Before the flood thou with thy lufty crew, 
Falfe titled fons of God, roaming the earth, 
Caft wanton eyes on the daughters of men, 
And coupled with them, and begot a race. 
Have we not feen, or by relation heard, 
In courts and regal chambers how thou lurk’ft, 
In wood or grove, by moffy fountain fide, 
In valley or green meadow, to way-lay 
Some beauty rare, Califto, Clymene, 
Daphne, or Semele, Antiopa, 
Or Amymome, Syrinx, many more : 
‘Too long, then lay’ft thy fcapes on names adar’é> 
Apolio, Neptune, Jupiter, or Pan, 
Satir, or Faun, or Sylvan? But thefe haunts 
Delight not all; among the fons of men, 
How many have with a {mile made {mall account 
Of beauty and her lures, eafily fcorn’d 
All her affauits, on worthicr things intent ? 
Remember that Pallean conqueror, 
A youth, how all the beauties of the Eaft 
He flightly view’d, and flightly overpafs’d; 
How he furnam'd of Africa difmifa’d 
In his prime youth the fair Iberian maid, 
For Solomon, he liv’d at eafe, and full 
Of honour wealth, high fare, aim’d not beyond 
Higher defign than te enjoy his ftate ; 
‘Thence to the bait of women lay expos’d : 
But he whom we attempt is wifer far 
‘Than Solomon, of more exalted mind, 
Made and fet wholly on th’ accomplifhment 
OF greateft things; what woman will you find, 
Tho’ of this age the wonder and the fame, 
On whom hisleifure will vouchfafe an eye 

| OF foul defire ? or thould fhe confident, 
As fitting queen ader’d on Beauty’s throne, 
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Defcend: with all her winning charms begirt 
‘T’ enamour, 2s the zone of Venus once 
Wrought that effect on Jove, fo fables tell ; 
‘How would one jook from his majeftic brow 
’ Seated as on the top of Virtue’s hill, 
*. Difcount’nance her defpis'd, and put to rout 
_ Sil her array ; her female pride deject, 
” Or turn to reverent awe; for Beauty ftands 
In th’ admiration only of weak minds 
Led captive ;ceafe to’ admire, and all her plumes 
Fall flat-andfhrink into.a trivial toy, 
At every fudden flighting quite abath’d : 
‘Theréfore with manlier objects we mutt try 
Hig conftancy, with fuch as have more fhew 
Of worth, of honour, glory’, and popular praife ; 
Rocks whercon greateft men have ofteft wreck’d; 
Or that which only feems to fatisfy 
Lawful defires of nature, not beyond ; 
And now I know he hungers where no food 
Ts to be found, in the wide wildernefs ; 
‘The reft commit to me; I fhall let pats 
No’ advantage, and his ftrength as oft affay. 
He ceas'd, and heard their grant in loud acclaim; 
‘Then forthwith to him takes a chofen band 
Of fpingts likeft to himfelf in guile 
‘To be at hand, and at his beck appear, 
f caufe were to unfold fome active feenc 
Of various perfons, each to know his part ; 
‘Then to the defert takes with thefe his flight ; 
Where ftill from fhade to fhade the fon of God 
After forty days fafting had remain’d, 
Now hung’ring firft, and to himfelf thus faid, 

Where will this end ? four times ten days I’ve 

pafs’d 
‘Wand’ ring this woody maze, and human food 
Nor tafted, nor had appetite ; that faft 
To virtue I impute not, or count part 
Of what I fuffer here; if Nature need not, 
Or God fupport Nature without repaft 
‘Though needing ; what praife is it to endare? 
But now I feel, I hunger, which declares 
“Nature hath need of what fhe aks; yet God 
‘Can fatisfy that need fome other way, 
‘Though hunger ftill remain : fo it remain 
‘Without this: body’s wafting, I content me, 
And ftom the fling of famine fear. no harm, 
Nor mind it, fed with better thoughts, that feed 
‘Me hung’ring more to do my Father’s will. 

It was the hour of night, when thus the Son 
Commut'd in filent, walk, then laid him down 
Under the hofpitable cover nigh 
Of trees thick interwoven ; there he flept, 

And dream’d, as Appetite is wont to dream, 

Of meats and drinks, Nature's refrefhment fweet ; 

Vim thonght, he by the brook of Cherith ftood, 

And faw the ravens, with their horny beaks, 

Food to Elijah bringing even und morn, 

‘Though ravenous, taught t’ abfain from what 
they brought ; 

He faw the Prophet alfo how he fled 

Inte the defert, and how there he flept 

Undeer a juniper; then how awak’d 

He found his tupper on the coals prepar’d, 

And by the Angel was bid rife and eat, 

And cat the fecond time after repofe, 
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The ftrength whereof fuffic’d him forty daya; 
Sometimes that with Elijah he partook, 
Or asa gueft with Daniel at his pulfe. 
Thus wore out night, and now the herald lark 
Left his ground-neft, high tow’ring to defery 
‘Fhe Morn’s approach, and grect her with his 
fong : 
As lightly from his graffy couch up rofe 
Our Saviour, and found all was but a gecam, 
Fafting he went to fleep, and priya 7 
Up to a hill anon his fteps he rear’d, - 
From whofe high top to ken the profpect round, 
If cottage were in view, fheep-cote or herd ; 
But cottage, herd; or fheep-cote, none he faw; 
Only’ ina bottom faw a pleafant grove, 
With chaunt of tuneful birds refounding ioud ; 
Thither he bent his way, determin’d there 
To reft at noon, and enter’d foon the fhade 
High rooft, and walks beneath, and alleys brown, 
‘That open’d in the midft a woody fcene 5 
Nature’s own work it feem’d (Nature taught Art) 
And to a fuperftitious eye the haunt 
Of wood-gods and wood-nymphs; he view Se 
round, 
When fuddenly a man before him ftood, 
Not ruftic as before, but feemlier clad, 
As one in city’, or court, or palace bred, 
And with fair {peech thefe words to him addrefs'd. 
With granted leave officious I return, 
But much more wonder that the Son of God 
In this wild folitude fo long fhould bide 
Of all things deftitute, and well I know, 
Not without hunger. Others of fome note, 
As ftory tells, have trod this wildernefs ; 
The fugitive bond-woman with her fon 
Out-cak Nabaioth, yet found here relic 
By a providing angel; all the race 
Of Ifrael here had famifh’d, had not God 
Rain’d from Heav’n manna; and that Prophet 
bold, 
Native of Thebez, wand’ring here, was fed 
Twice by a voice inviting him to eat : 
Of thee thefe forty daysnone hath regard, 
Forty znd more deferted here indeed. _ [hence ? 
To whom thus Jefus. What conclud’ft thou 
They afl had need, as {, thou feeft, have none. 
How haft thou hunger then ? Satan reply’d : 
Teli me, if food were now before thee fet, 
Would'tt thou not eat? Thereafter as I like 
‘The giver, anfwer'd Jefus, Why should that 
Caufe thy refufal? faid the fubtile Fiend. 
Hait thou not right to all created things? 
Owe not all creatures by juft right to thee 
Duty and fervice, not to ftay till bid, 
But tender all their power? nor mention F 
Meats by the law unclean, or offer’d firft’ 
To idols; thofe young Daniel could refufe ; 
Nor proffer’d by an cnemy, tho” who 
Would feruple that, with want opprefs'd? Behold 
Nature afham’d, or better to exprefs, 
‘Troubled that thou fhould’ft hunger, hath purvey’d 
From all the elements her choicett ftore 
"Po treat thee as befeems, and as her Lord 
With honour; only deign to fit and eat. 
He fpake no dream ; for as his wortis had end, 
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‘Pur Saviour, lifting up his eyes, beheld 
: Raample fpace, under the broadeft fhade, . 
| A table richly fpread, in regal mode, - 
“With dithes pil’d, and meats of nobleft fort 
} And favour, beafts of chace, or fowl of gamé, 
in Paltry built, or from the fpit, or boil’d, 
Origgamber fteam'd ; ail fifh from fea or fhore, 
Frfihet, or purling brook, of fheli or fin,. 
And exquiftelt name, for which was drain'd 
' Pontas, and L”tcrine bay, and Afric coatt. 
Alas, how fimple, to thefe cates compar'd, 
, Was that crude apple that diverted Eve! 
? And at a ftately fide-board, by the wine, 
‘That fragrant {mell diffus'd in order ftood 
“Tall ftripling youths rich clad, of fairer hue- 
‘Than Ganymed or Hylas; diftant more 
Under the trees now tripp'd, now folemn ftood 
Nymphs of Diana’s train, and Naiads 
With fruits and flow’rs from A malthea’s horn, 
And ladies of th’ Hefperides, that feem'd 
Fairer than feign’d of old, or fabled fince 
Of fairy damfels met in foreft wide 
By knights of Logres, or of Lyones, 
Lancelot, of Pelleas, or Pelienore : 
And all the while harmonious airs were heard 
Of chiming ftrings, or charming pipes and winds 
, Of gentleft gele Arabian odours fann'd 
' From their foft wings, and Flora’s carlieft {mells. 
; Such was the fplendor, and the ‘Tempter now 
: His invitation earneftly renew'd, 
! What doubts the Son of God to fit and eat ? 
* Thefe are not fruits forbidden ; no interdict 
Defends the touching of thefe viands pure ; 
- Their tafte no knowledge works at Icait of evil, 
But life preferves, deftroys life’s enemy, 
Hunger, with fwect refiorative delight, 
All thefe are fp’rits of air, and woods, and {prings, 
‘Thy yentle minifters, who come to pay 
Thee homage, and acknowledge thee their Lord : 
What doudt’it thou Son of God? fit down and eat. 
. To whom thus fefus temp’rately reply’d : 
Baid'ft thow not that to all things I had right? 
And who with-holds my power that right to ufe? 
Shall I receive by gift what of my own, 
| When and where likes me beft, I can command ? 
| Yean at will, doubt not, as foon as thou, 
Command a table in this wildernefs, 
And call fwift flights of Angels miniftrant 
. Atray'd in glory on my cup t’ attend : 
‘Why thouldft thou then obtrude this diligence, 
; In vain, where no acceptance it can find ? 
And with my hunger what haft thou todo? 
, Thy pompous delicacies I contemn, 
And count thy fpacious gifts, no gifts, but guiles, 
To whom thus anfwer’d Satan malecontent : 
| ‘That Ihave alfo power to give, thou feeft ; 
{If of that power I bring thee voluntary 
‘What I might have beftow’d on whom I pleas’d, 
And rather opportunely in this place 
Chofe to impart to thy apparent need, 
Why shouldit thou not accept it? but I fee 
‘What ¥ can do or offer is fufpe® ; 
Of thefe things others quickly will difpofe, 
Vhofe Pins have ecarn’d the far fet fpoil, . With 
that + 
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Both table and provifion vanith’d quite : 

With found of Harpies’ wings, and talons heard; 

Only th’ importune Tempter ftill*remain’d, 

And with thefe words his temptation purfu’d s 
By hunger, that each other creature tames, 

‘Thou art not to be barm’d; therefore not ntov’d; 

‘Thy temperance invincible befides, Ws 

For. no allurement yields to appetite, 

And all thy heart is fet on high defigns, 

High a@ions ; but wherewith tebe achiew’d’? 

Great acts require great means of enterprife; 

Thou art unknown, unfriended, low of birth, 

A carpenter thy -father known, thyfelf 

Bred up in poverty and ftraits at home, 

Loft in a defert here, and hungér-bit ; 

Which way, or from what hope doft thou afpire 

To greatnefs; whence authority deriv’ft ? 

What followers, what retinue canft thou gain, 

Or at thy heels the dizzy multitude, 

Longer than thou canft feed them on thy coft? 

Moncy brings honour, friends, conqueft, and 

realms : 

What rais'd Antipater the Edomite, 

And his fon Herod plac’d on Judah's throne, 

(Thy throne) but gold, that got him puiffant- 

‘friends? 

Therefore, if at great things thou wouldft arrive, « 

Get riches firft, get wealth, and treafure heap, 

Not difficult, if thou hearken to me; 

Riches are mine; Fortune is in my hand; 

‘They whom I favour thrive in wealth amain, 

While Virtue, Valour, Wifdom fit in want. ‘. 

To whom thus Jefus patiently reply'd 

Yet weaith, without thefe three, is impotent 

To gain dominion, or to keep it gain’d. 

Witnefs thofe ancient empires of the carth, 

In height of all their Rowing wealth diffolv’d : 

Bat men endued with thefe have oft attain’d 

In loweft poverty to higheft deeds ; 

Gideon and Jephtha, andthe thepherd lad, 

Whofe offspring onthe throne of, Judah fat 

So many ages, and fhall yet regain . 

‘That feat, and reign in Hrael without eftd., 

Among the Heathen (for thoughout the world 

‘To mess not unknown what hath been done 

Worthy’ of memorial), canft thou not remember 

Quintivs, Fabricius, Curins Regulus? 

For I efteem thofe names of men fo poor 

Who could do mighty things, and could contemn 

Richestho' offer'd from the hand of kings. 

Ard what in me feems wanting, but that I 

May alfo in this poverty as foon 

Accomplith what they did, perhaps, and more? 

Extol not riches then, the toil of fools, 

‘The wife man’s cambrance, if not fnare, more apt 

‘To flacken Virtue, and abate her edge, 

‘Than prompt her to do aught may merit praife. . 

What if, with like averfion, ¥ reject 

Riches and realms; yet not for that a crown, 

Golden in thew, is but a wreath of thorns, 

Brings dangers, troubies, cares, and fleepleis nights 

To him who wears thé regal diadem, 

When on his fhoulders each man's burthen lies; 

For therein ftands the office of a king, 

His honour, virtue, merit, and chief praife, 
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That for the public all his weight he bears. 

Yet he who reigns within himfelf; and rules 
~Paffions, defires, and fears, is more a king ; 

‘Which every wife and virtuous man attains; 

And who attains not, ill afpires to rule ' 

Cities of men, or headftrong multitudes, 

Subje& himfelf to anarchy within, 

‘Or Jaw lefs paffionsin him, which he ferves. 

But to guide nationsin the way of truth 

By faving doctrine, and from error lead’ 

‘To: know, and knowing worfhip God aright, 
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Is yet more kingly ; this attradts the foul, 
Governs the inner man, the nobler part 5 a 
"That other o’er the body only reigns, J 
And oft by‘force, which toa generous mind < 
So reigning can be no fincere delight. e 
Befides, to give a kingdom hath been thought” 
Greater and nobler done, andtolaydown = ._ < 
For more magnanimovs, than toaffume. — - 
Riches are needlefs then, both for themfetves, 
And for thy reafon why they fhould Ye fought, 
To gain a feeptre, oftelt better miff’d. 
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So fpake the Son of God ; and Satan ftood 
A while as mute, confounded what to fay 
‘What to reply, confuted, and convine’d 
Of his weak arguing, and fallacious drift ; 
At length, collecting all his ferpent wiles, 
With foothing words renew’d, him thus accofts : 
1 fee thou know’ft what is of ufe to know 
What bett to fay canft fay, to do can’ft do; 
‘Thy ations to thy words accord ; thy words 
‘Yo thy large heart give-utterance due ; thy heart 
Contains oF good, wife, juft, the perfect thape. 
Should kings and nations from thy mouth confult, 
‘Thy counfcl would be as the oracle 
Urim and Thummim, thofe oraculous gems 
On Aaron’s breaft ; or tongue of feers old 
Infallible ; or wert thou fought to deeds 
. That might require th’ array of war, thy fkill 
Of conduét would he fuch, that all the world 
Could not faftain thy prowefs, or fubfitt 
Tn battle, thouyh againt thy few in arms. 
"thete godlike virtues wherefore doft thov hide, 
Affe@ing private life, or more obfcure 
In favage wilderncfs? wherefore deprive 
All earth her wonder at thy acts, thyfelf 
‘The fame and glory, glory the reward 
‘I'hat fole excites to high attempts, the flame 
OF mott crected Sp'rits, moft temper'd pure 
Ethereal, who all pleafures ele defpile, 
All treafares, and ali gain cfteem as drofs, 
And dignitics, and Powers, all but the Higheft? 
‘Thy years are ripe, and over-ripe ; the fon 
Of Macedonian Philip had e’er thefe 
‘Won Afia, and the throne of Cyrus held 
At his difpofe ; young Scipio had brought down 
‘The Carthaginian pride : young Pompey quell’d 
‘The Pontic king, and in triamph had rode. 
Yet years, and to ripe years judgment mature, 
Quench not the thirft of glory, but augment, 
Great Julius, whom now all the world admires, 
‘The more he grew in years, the more inflam’d 
‘With glory, wept that he had liv’d fo. long 
Inglorious : but thou yet art not too late. 
‘To whom our Saviour calmly thus reply'd : 
Thou neither doft perfuade me to feck wealth 





For empire’s fake, nor empire to effect 

For glory’s fake by all thy argument. 

For what is glory but the blaze of fame, 

‘The people's praife, if always praife unmia’d ? 
And what the people but a herd-confus’d, a 
A mifcellaneous rabble, who extol praife? 
‘Things vulgar, and,-well weigh’d, fcarce worth the ¢ 
‘They praife and they admire they know not what, 
And know not whom, but as one Jéads the other; 
And what delight to be by fach extoll’d, 

To live upon their tongues, and be their talk, . 

Of whom to be difprais’d were no {mal} praife ? 
His lot who dares be fingularly good. 

‘Th’ intelligent among them and the wife 

Are few, and glory fearce of few is rais’de 

This is true glory.and renown, when God 

Looking on th’ earth, with approbation marks 

‘The juft man, and divulges him through Heav’n 


| Fo all his angels, who with true applaufe 


Recount his praifes ; thus he did to Job, . 

When to extend his fame through Heav’n art 
Earth, 

As thor to thy reproach may’ft well remember, 

He afk'd thee, Haft thou feen my fervant Job? 

Famous he was in Heav’n, on Earth lefs known. 


| Where glory is fale glory, attributed 
| To things not glorious, men not worthy of fame. - 


They err who count it glorious to fubdue 

By conquett far and wide, to over-run 

Large countries, and in field great battles win, 
Great cities by affault: what do thefe worthies, 
But rob and fpoil, burn, flaughter, and inflave 
Peaceable nations, neighb’sing or remote, 

Made captive, yet deferving freedom more : 
‘Than thofe their conquerors, who leave behind 
Nothing but ruin wherefoe’er they rove, - 

And all the flourifhing works of peace deftroy, . : 
Then fwell with pride, and mutt be titled Gods, 
Great benefactors of mankind, deliverers,. 
Worthipt with temple, prieft, and facrifice ? 

One is the fon of Jove, of Mars the other ; 

Till conqu’ror Death difcovers them fcarce men, 
Rolling in brutith vice vices, and deform’d, 
Violent or fhameful, death their due reward, 
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But if there be in glory ought of good, 
It may by ‘means far different be attain’d 
‘Withéue ambition, war, or violence ; 
By deeds of peace, by wifdom eminent, 
By patience, temperance : I mention ftill 
Him whom thy wrongs with faintly patience borne 
Made famous in a land ard times obfeure ; 
‘Who names not now witl honour patient Job ? 
Poor Socrates (who next more memorable ?) 
By what he taught, and fuffer'd for fo doing, 
For truth’'s fake fuffering death unjuft, lives now 
Equal in fame to proudeit conquerors. 
Yer if for fame and glory yught be done, 
Ought fuffer’d ; if young African for fame 

is wafted country freed from Punic rage, 
‘The deed becomes unprais’d, the man at leaft, 
And lofes, tho? but verbal, his reward. 
Shall I feck glory then, as vain men feek, 
Oft not deferv’d? I feek not mine, but his 

0 fent me’, atid thereby witnefs whence Iam. 

* ‘To whom the Tempter murm’ringthus reply’d: 
Think not fo flight of glory; thercin leaft 
Refembling thy great’ Father : he fecks glory, 
‘And for his glory ‘all things made, all things 
Orders and governs; nor content in Heav’n 
By all his angels glorified, requires 
Glory from men, from all men, good or bad, 
Wife or unwife, no difference, no exemption ; 
Above all facrifice, or hallow’d gift 
Glory’ he requires, and glory he receives 
Promifcuous from all nations, Jew, or Greek, 
Or barbarous, nor exception hath declar’d; 
From us his foes pronounc'd, glory’ he exacts. 
’ ‘To whom our Saviour fervently reply’d 
And reafon ; fince his word all things produc’d, 
Though chiefly not for glory as prime end, 
But to thew forth his goodncfs, and impart 











His communicable to every foul 
Freely 5 of whom what could he lefs expe 
‘Than glory’ and’ benediction, that is, thanks, 


‘The flightlicf, eafieft, readieft recompenfe 
From them who could return him nothing elfe, 
And not returning that would likelie(t render 
Contempt inftead, difhonour, obloquy ? 
Hard recomperice, unfuitable return 
For fo much good, fo much beneficence, 
Bet why fhould man feck gtory, who’ of his own 
‘Hath nothing, and to whom nothing belongs 
But condemnation, ignominy’ and fhame ; 
‘Who fort fo riahy benefits receiv'd — ~ 
‘Turn’d recreant to God, ingrate and falfe, 
“And fo of all true good himfclf defpoi!’d, * 
Yet facrilegious. to himfelf would take 
‘That which to Gad alorte of right belongs ; 
Yet fo much bounty is in God, fuch grace,’ 
‘That who advance his glory, not their own, 
~ ‘Them he him{uif to glory will advance. 

So fpake the Son of God; and here again 
Satan had not to anfwer, but food thruck 
‘With guilt of his own fin; for he hitnfelf 
Infatiable of glory had loft all, 

‘Yet of another plea bethought him foon. 

Of glory, as thou wilt, iaid he, fo deem, 
Worth or not worth the feeking, let it pafs + 
But to a kingdom thou art born, ordain’d 
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To fit upon thy fether David’s throne ; 

By mother’s fide thy father , though thy right 

Be now in powerful hands that will not part 

Eafily from poffelfion won with arms : 

Judza now, and all the promifed Land, 

Reduc’d a province under Roman yoke, 

Obeys ‘Tiberius ; ner is always rul’d 

With Yemp’rate fway ; oft have they violated 

The temple, oft the law, with fou! affrongy, 

Abominations rather, as did once, 

Antiochus: and-think’it thou to regain 

‘Thy right by fitting fill, or thus retiring? * 

So did not Maccabeus : he indeed 

Retir’d unto the defert, but with arms; 

And o'er 2 mighty king fo oft prevail’d, 

That by ftrong hand his family obtain’d, 

‘Though pricits, the crown, and David’s throne 

nfurp'd, ; 

With Modin and her fuburbs once content. 

If kingdom move thee not, let move thee zeal 

And duty; zeal and duty are not flow ; 

But on occafion’s forelock watchful wait. 

‘They themfelves rather are occafion beft, 

Zeal of thy Father’s houfe, duty to free 

Thy country from her Heathen fervitude ; 

So fhalt thou beft fulfil, beft verify 

The Prophets old, who fang their endlefs reign ; 

‘The happier reign the fooner it begins ; 

Reign then ; what canft thou better do the while? 
‘Yo whom our Saviour anfwer thus return’d 5, 

All things are beft fulfill’d in their due time, 

And time there is for all things, truth hath faid > 

lf of my reign prophetic writ hath told 

‘That it fhall never end, fo when begin 

The Father in his purpofe hath decreed, 

He in whofe hand all times and feafons roll. 

What if he hath decreed that 1 fhall firft 

Be try’d in humble flate, and things adverfe, 

By tribulation, injuries, infults, . 

Contempts, andfcorns, and fnares, and violence, 

Suffering, abftaining, quietly expecting, : 

Without diftruft or doubt, that he may know . 

What I can fuffer, how obey ? who bet 

Can fuffer, beft can do; beft reign, who firth 

Well hath obey’d ; juft trial, e’er 1 merit ‘ 

My exaltation without change or end. 

But what concerns it thee when I begin 

My everlafting kingdom? why art thou 

Solicitous ? what moves thy inquifition ? 

Know’ft thou not that my rifing is thy fall, 

And my promotion will be thy deftruction? 
To whom the ‘I'empter inly rack’d reply’d = 

Let that come when it comes; all hope is loft 

Of my reception into grace ; what worfe, 

Fer where no hope is left, is left no fear: 

If there be worfe, the expectation more 

Of worfe torments me than the fecling can. 

I would be at the worft ; worft is my port, 

My harbour, and my ultimate repofe ; 

‘he end I would attain, my final good. 

My error was my error, and my crime 

My crime ; whatever for itfelf condemn’d 

And will alike he punifh’d, whether thou. 

Reign or reign nat; though to that gentle brow 

Willingly I could Ay, and-hope thy reign, 
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com that placid afpeét and meck regard, 
Rother than aggravate my evil ftate, «+ 
‘Would itand between me and thy Father’s irc, 
UWhofe ire I dread more than the fire of Hell) 
AMbelter and a kind of thading cool 
‘aafition, asa fummer’s cloud. 
Hf ¥ thefgo the worft that can be hatte, 
Why move thy feet fo flow to what is beft, 
Happieft both to thyfelf and alt the world, 
‘That thou who worthieft art fhould be their king? 
Perhaps thou linger’ft in deep thoughts detain’d 
Of th’ enterprize fo hazardous and high; 
No wonder, for though in thee be united | 
‘What of perfection can in man be found, 
‘Or human nature can receive, confider, 
‘Thy life hath yet been private, niof part fpent 
At home, fearce view'd the Galilean towns 
And once a year Jerufaiem, few days {ferve ? 
Short fojourn ; and what thence could’ft thou ob 
‘The world thou haft not feen, much lefs her 
glory, 
Empires, and monarchs, and their radiant courts, 
Bett fchool of beft- experience, quickeft infight 
Jn all things that to greateft actions lead, 
‘The wifeft, unexperienced, will be ever 
‘Timorous and loath, with novice modefty, 
(As he who feeking ailes found a kingdom) 
Trrefolute, unhardy, unadventrous : 
But I will bring thee where thou foon fhalt quit 
‘Thofe rudiments, and fee before thine eyes 
“Lhe monarchies of th’ earth, their pomp and ftate, 
Sufficient introduéion to inform 
‘Thee, of thyfelf fo apt, in regal arts, 
And regal myfteries, that thou may’ft know 





How beft their oppofition to withftand, 
With that (fuch power was giv’n him then) he 
took 


The Son of God up to a mountain high, 

Tt was a mountain at whofe verdant feet 

<A fpacious plain out-ftretch'd in circuit wide 

Lay pleafant; from his fide two rivers flow’d, 

Th’ one winding, th’ other ftrait, and left be- 

tween 

Fair champain with lefs rivers interven'd, 

Then meeting join’d their tribute to the feaz 

Fertile of corn the glebe, of oil and wine ; 

With herds the paftures throng’d, with flocks the 

hills: 

Huge cities and high tower’d, that well might feem 

‘The feats of mightieft monarchs ; and fo large 

‘The profpect was, that here and there was room 

For barren defert founteinlefs and dry. 

‘To this high mountain top the Tempter brought 

Our Saviour, and new train of words began, 
Well have we fpeeded ; and o’er hill and dale, 

Foreft, and field, and flood, temples and towers, 

Cut fhorter many a league ; here thou behold’ft 

Affyria and her empire's ancient bounds, 

j Araxesand the Cafpian lake, thence on 
As far as Indus eaft, Euphrates weft, 
And oft beyond ; to fouth the Perfian bay, 
. And inacceflible th’ Arabian drouth: 

Here Nineveh, of length within her wall 

Several daya.journey, built by Ninus old, 

Of that firft golden monarchy the fear, 
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Ifrael in long captivity fill mourns ; 

There Babylon, the wonder of ‘all tongues; 

As ancient, but rebuilt by him who twicé 

Judah and al! thy father David's houfe 

Led captive, and Jerufalem taid waite, 

‘Till Cyrus fet them free ; Perfepolis _ 

His city there thon fecit, and Badtra there / 

Ecbatana her ftru@ure vaft there fhews, 

And Hecatompylos her hundred gates ; 

There Sufa by Choafpes, amber ftream, 

The drink of none but kings ; of later fame, 

Built by Emathian, or by Parthian hands, ° 

‘The great Seleucia, Nifibis, and there 

Attaxata, Teredon, Ctefiphon, 2 

Turning with eafy eye thou may’ft behold. 

All thefe the Parthian, now fome ages patt, 

By great Arfaces led, who founded firft 

That empire, under his dominion hofds, __ 

From the luxuriouskings of Antioch won. 

And juft in time thou com'ft to havea view —, 

Of his great power; for now the Parthian king 

In Ctefiphon hath guther’d all his hott 

Againft the Scythian, whofe incurfiotis wild” 

Have wafted Sogdiana ; to het aid 

He marches now in hafte; fee, tho’ from far, 

His thoufands, in what thartial equipage 

They ifffee forth, fteel bows, and fhafts their mi 

Of equal dread in flight, or in purfuit; 

Alt horfemen, in which fight they.moft excels. 

Sce how in warlike mufter they appear, 

in rhombs and wedges, and hatf-! 

wings. , 

He look’d, and faw what numbers nambérlefs 

The city gates out-pour’d, light-dtmi'd troops 

In coats of mail and military pride; 

In mail their horfes clad, yet fleet und ftrong, 

Prancing their tiders bore, the flower and Poied 

Of many provinces from bound to bound ; 

From Arachofia, from Candaor eaft, v 

And Margianta to the Hyrcanian cliffs 

Of Caucafis, and dark Iberian dales, 

From Atropatia and the neighb’ring plains 

Of Adiabene, Mcdia, and the fouth 

Of Sufiana, to Belfara’s haven, 

He faw them in their forms of battle rang'd, , 

How quick they whcel’d, and flying, behind then 

jot 

Sharp fleet of arrowy fhowers againft the face 

Of their purfuers, and overcame by flight ; 

The field all irori caft 4 gleaming brown + 

Nor wanted clouds of foot, nor on each horn 

Cuiraffiers all in fteel for tanding fight, 

Chariots or elephants indors'd with towers 

Of archers, nor of lab‘ring pioneers 

A multitude, with fpades and axes armd, 

To lay hills plain, fell woods, or vallies fill; 

Or where plain was, raife hill, or overlay 

With bridges rivers proud, as with a yokes 

Mules after thefe, camels and dromedaries, 

And waggons fraught with utenfils of war: 

Such forces met not, nor fo wide a camp, . 

When Agrican, with all his nofthérn powers; 

Befieg’d -lbracca, as romances tell, 

The city’ of Gallaphrone, from whence to wil 
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‘The faireft. of her fex, Angelica, 

‘His daughter, fought by many prowelt knights, 

Both Paynim, and the peers of Charlen:aign. 

Such, and fo numerous were their chivalry ; 

At fight whereof the Fiend yet more prefiun’d, 

And to our Saviour thus his words renew’d. 
That thou may’ft know I feck not to engage 

‘Thy virtue, and not every way fecure 

On no flight grounds thy fafety ; hear, and mark 

‘To what end I have brought thee hither, and 

fhewn 

All this fair fight : thy kingdom, tho” foretold 

By Psophet or by Angel, unlefs thou 

Endeavour, as thy father David did, 

‘Thou never fhalt ohtain; predidion filt 

In all things, and all men, fuppofes means; 

Without means us’d, what it predidts revokes. 

But fay thou wert poffels'd of David's throue 

By free confent of all, none oppofite, 

Samaritan or Jew ; how’ couldft thou hope 

Long to enjoy it quiet and fecure, 

Between two fuch inclofing enemies, 

Roman and Parthian? therefore one of thefe 

"Thop muft make fare thy own, the Parthian firft 

By my advice, as nearer, and af late 

Found able by invafion to annoy 

‘Thy country’, and captive lead away her kings, 

Antigonus and old Hyrcanus bound, 

‘Maugre the Roman : it fhatl be my tafk 

To render thee the Parthian at difpofe : 

Choofe which thou wilt, by conqueft or by league. 

By him thou fhalt regain, without him not, 

‘That which alone can truly reinftall thee 

In David's royal feat, his true facccffor, 

Deliverance of thy brethren, thofe Ten Tribes 

‘Whofe offepring in his territory’ yet ferve, 

In Habor, and among the Medes difpers’d ; 

‘Ten fons of Jacob, two of Jofeph loft 

‘Thus long from Ifrael, ferving as of old 

‘Their fathers in the land of Egypt ferv’d, 

‘This offer fets before thee to deliver. 

'Thefe if from fervitude thou fhalt reftore 

To their inheritance, then, nor till then, 

‘Thou on the throne of David in full glory, 

From Egypt to Euphrates, and beyond, 

Shalt reign, and Rome or Czfar not need fear. 
‘To whom our Saviour anfwer’d thus, uninov'd, 

Much oftentationi vain of flefhly arm, 

And fragil arms, much inftrument of war 

Long in preparing, foon to nothing brought, 

Before mine eyes thou’ haft fet; and in my ear 

Vented much policy, and projects deep 
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Of cnemies, of aids, battles and leagues, 
Plaufible to the world, to me worth nought. 
Means { muft ufe, thou fay'it, prediction elfe 
Will unpredict, and fail nie of the throne : 
My time I told thee (and that time for thee 
Were better fartheft off) is not yet comes 777 
When that comes, think not thou to find “Ze daca 
On my part ought endeavouring, or to need 
‘Lhy politic maxims, or that cumberfoute 
Luggage of war there fhewn me, argument 
Of human weaknefs rather than of ftrength. 
My brethren,as thou call’ft them, thofe Ten Tribes 
I muft deliver, if I mean to reign 
David’s true heir, and his full fceptre fway 
To juft extent over all L{frael’s fons; 
But whence to thee this zcal? where was it thers 
For Ifratl, or tor David, or his throne, 
When thou ftood’ft up his temper to the pride 
Of numb’ring Liat], which coft the lives 
Of threefcore and ten thoufand Ifraélites 
By threé days peflilence? fuch was thy zeal 
‘Yo Ifrael then, the fame that now to me. 
As for thofe captive tribes, themfelves were they 
Who wrought their own captivity, fell off 
From God, to worfhip calves, the deities 
Of Egypt. Beal next, and Afhtaroth, | 
And all th’ idolatries of Heathen round, 
Befides their other worfe than heath'nith crimes ¢ 
Nor in the land of their captivity 
Humbled themfelves, or penitent befought 
"The God of their forefathers; but fo dy'd 
Impenitent, and left a race behind 
Like to themfelves, deftinguifhable fearce 
From Gentiles, but by circumcifion vain, 
And God with idols in their worfhip join'’d. 
Should 1 of thefe the liberty regard, 
Who freed us to their ancient patrimony, 
Unhumbled, unrepentant, unreform’d, | [haps 
Headlong would follow’ ; and to their gods per- 
Of Bethel and of Dan? no, let them ferve 
‘Their enemies, who ferve idols with Cod. 
Yet he at length, time to himfelf beit known, 
Rememb’ring Abraham, by fonie wondrous call 
May bring them back repentant and fincere, 
And at their paffing cleave th Affyrian flocd, 
While to their native land with joy they hafte, 
As the red fea and Jordan once he cleft, 
When to the Promis’d Land their fathers pafs’d ; 
"Yo his due time and providence I leavg them, 

So fpake Ifrael’s true King, and to the Fiend 
Made anfwer meet, that made void all his wiles. 
So fares ic when with Truth Falfehood contends, 
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Penprex’n and troubled at his bad fuceefs 

‘The Tempter ftood, nor what to reply, 
Dilcover'd in his fraud, thrown from his hope 

, 5 oft, and the perfuafive rhetoric 

"That fleek’d his tongue, and won fo much on Eve, 
$o little here, nay loft; but Eve was Eve, 

"This far his over-match, who felf-deceiv'’d 
‘And rafh, before-hand had no better weigh’d 
‘The ftrength he-was to cope with, or his own : 
But as a man who had been matchlefs held 

In cunning, over-reach’d where leaft he thought, 
‘fo falve his credit, and for very fpite, 

Still will be tempting him who foils him fill, 
‘And never ceafe, though to his fhame the more, 
Or as a fwarm of flies in vintage time, 
About the wine-prefs where fweet mutt 
Beat off, returns as oft with humming found, 
Or furging waves again a folid rock, 

‘Though all co fhivers dafh’d, th’ affault renew, 
Vain bate’ry, and in froth or bubbles end; 
60 Satan,ewhom repulfe upon repulfe 
Met ever, and to fhameful filence brought, 
Yet gives not o'er, though defp’rate of uccefs, 
And his vain importunity purfues. 
He brought our Saviour to the weftern fide 


Of that high mountain, whence he might behold ; 


Another plain, Jong, but in breadth not wide, 
-Wafh’d by the fouthern fea, and on the north 
To equal length back’d with a ridge of hills 
"That {creen’d the fruits of th’ earth, and feats of 
men, 

From cold Septentrion blafts, thence in the midft 
Divided by a river, of whofe banks 
On each fide an imperial city ftood, 
With tow’rs and temples proudly elevate 
On fev'n {mali hills,, with palaces adorn’d, 
Porches and theatres, baths, aqueducts, 
Statues and trophies, and triurhphal arcs, 

2 Gardens and groves prefented to his eyes, 
Above the height of mountains interpos'd 
By what ftrange parallax or optic skill 
Of vifion multiply’d through air, or glafs 
Of telefcope, were curious to inquire: 
And now The Tempter thus his filence broke = 


is pour’d , 


The city which thou feeft,{no other deem 
‘Than great and glorious Rome, queen of the earthy 
So far renown'd, and with the {poils enrich’d 
Of nations; there the capital thou feeft 
Above the reft lifting his ftately head 
On the Tarpeian rock, her citadel 
Impregnable, and there Mount Palatine, 

j Th’ imperial palace, compafs huge and high 
| The tructure, skill of nobleft architects, 
| With gilded battlements, confpicuous far, 
"Turrets and terrafes, and glitt ris. {pines ore 
Many a fair edifice befides, mere ike - . 
Houtes of God, (fo well I have difpos’d 
' My airy microfcope) thou may’ftybehold 
Outfide and infide both, pillars.and roofs, 
Carv'd work, the hand of fam’d artificers 
| In cedar, marble, ivory or gold. F 
Thence to the gates caft round thine cye, and fee 
‘What conflux iffuing forth, or entering in, 
Pretors, proconfuls to their provinces . 
Hatting, or on.return, in robes of ftate; 
Lidtors and rods, the enfigns of their power, 
Legions and cohorts, turms of horfe and wings; 
Or embaffies from regions far remote 
In various habits on the Appian road, 
Or on th’ Emilian, fome from fartheft fouth, 
-Syene’, and where the fhadow both way falls, 
Meroe Nilotic ile, and more to welt, 
The realin of Bocchus to the Black-moor fea; 
From th’ Afian kings, and Parthian among thefe; 
} From India and the golden Cherfonefe, 
And utmoft Indian ile Taprobane, 
Dufk faces, with white filken turbante wreath’d § 
From Gallia, Gades, and the Britifh weit, 
Germans and Scythians, and Sarmatians tiorth 
Beyond Danubins to the Tauric pool, 
All nations now to Rome obediente pay, 
"To Rome's great Emperor, whole wide domain 
In ample territory; wealth and power, 
Civility of manners, arts and arms, 
And long renown, thou juilly may ft prefer 
Refore the Parthian; thefe two thrones except; 
“The reft are barb’rous, and fcarce worth the fight; 
[shard among petty kings too far remov'd 5 
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‘Thefe having fhewn thee, I have thewn thee all 
‘The kingdoms of the world, and all their glory. 
‘This emp’ror hath no fon, and now is old, 
Old and lafcivious, and from Rome retir'd 
To Caprez, an ifland fmall but ftrong 
©n the Campanian fhore, with purpofe there 
His horrid lutts in private to enjoy, 
Committing to a wicked favourite 
All public cares, and yet of him fufpicious, 
Hated of all, and hating ; with what eafe, 
Tndued with regal virtues as thau art, 
Appearing, and beginning noble deeds, 
Might'ft thou expel this monfter from his throne 
Now: made a ftye, and in his place afcending, 
A vidtor people frce from fervile yoke ? 
And with my help thou may'ft; to me the 
power 
Is giv’n, and by that right I give it thee. 
Aim therefore at no lefs than all the world; 
Aim at the high’it, without the high'?t atrain’d 
‘Will be for thee no fitting, or not long, 
On David's throne, be prophecy'd what will. 
To whom the Son of God unmov'd reply’d : 
Nor doth this grandeur and majeftic thew 
Of Kkury, though call’d magnificence, 
Morc than of arms before, allure mine eye, 
Much lefs By mind; though thou fhould'ft add 
to tel 
‘Their fumptuous gluttonies, and gorgeous feafts 
On citron tables, or Atlantic ftone, 
(For I have alfo heard, perhaps have read) 
‘Their wines of Setia, Cales, and Falerne, 
Chios, and Crete, and how they quaff in gold, 
grt and mysrhine cups imbofs’d with gems 
ind fluds of pearl, to me fhould’ft tell who thirft 
And hunger fill: then embaffies thou thew’ft 
From nations far and nigh; what honour that, 
Bat tedious wafte’of time to fit and hear 
So many hollow compliments and lies, 
Oudandith Mlatteries? then proceed’ to tall 
Of th’ Emperor, how eafily fubdu'd, 
How glorioufly; I thall, thou fay'ft, expel 
’ A brutith monfter ; what if I withal 
Expel a devil, who firft made him fuch ? 
Let his tormentor Confcience find him cut; 
For him I was not fent, nor yet to free 
‘That people vider once, now vile and hafe, 
Defervedly made vaffal, who once jut, 
Frugal, and mild, and temp’rate, conquer’d well, 
Bat govern ill the nations under yoke, 
Peeling their provinces, exhaufted all 
By loft and rapin ; firft ambitious grown 
Of triumph, that infulting vanity ; 
‘Then cruel, by their {porta to blood inur'd 
Of fighting beafts, and men to beafts expos’d, 
Luxurious by their wealth, and greedier fill, 
And from the daily fcene effeminate. 
What wife and valiant man would feck to free 
"Thefe thus degenerate, by themfelves inflav’d, 
Or could of inward flaves make outward free ? 
Know therefore, when my feafon comes to fit 
On David's throne, it thall be like a tree 
Spreading and overfhadowing all the earth, 
Or asa ftone that fhall to pieces dath 
full monarchies befides throughout the world, 
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And of my kingdom there thall be no end: 
Means there hall be to this, but what the meas, 
Is not for thee to know, nor me to tell. 

‘To whem the Fempter impudent reply'd + 
1 fee all offers made by me how flight } 
Thos valueft, becaufe offer’d, and reje’' ft: ” 
Nothing wilt pleafe the difficult and nicey~ 
Or nothing more than fill to cemtradié : 
On th’ other fide know alfo thou, that I 
On what I offer fet as high efteem, 
Nor what F with mean to give for nought ; 
All thefe which in a moment thou behold’ft, 
The kingdoms of the world to thee I give; 
For giv'n to me, I give to whom I pleafe, 
No trifle ; yet with this referve, noc elfe, 
On this conditiom, if thou wilt fall down, 
And worfhip me as thy fuperior lord, 
Eafily done, and hold them all of me; 
Vor what can lefs fo great a gift deferve? 

Whom thus our Saviour anfwer’d with difdain. 
I never lik'd thy talk, thy offers tcf 5 
Now both abhor, fince thou haft dar’d to utter 
Th’ abominable terms, impious condition ; 
But f endure the time, till which expir’d 
Thou haf permiffion on me. It is written 
The firft of all commandments, Thou fhalt wor 


i 
The Lord thy God, and only him fhalt ferve 
And dar’ft thou to the Son of God propound 
‘To worhhip thee accurs’d, now morc accurs’d 
For this attempt, holder than that on Eve, 
And more blalphemous ? which cxpect to rue. 
The kingdoms of the world to thee were given, 
Permitted rather, and by thee ufurp'd ; 

Other donation none thou can’ft produce * 

If giv’n, by whom but by the King of Kings, 
God over all fupreme ? if giv'n to thee, 

By thee how fairly is the giver now 

Repaid? But gratitude in thee is loft 

Long fince. Wert thou fo void of fear or fhame, 
As offer them to me the Son of Go'py 

To me my own, on fuch abhorred pa 

‘That I fail down and worhhip thee as God? 

Get thee behind me; plain thou now appear'ft 
“Lhat cvil one, Satan for ever damn’d. 

‘To whom the Fiend with fear abath'd reply’ 

Be not fo fore offended, Sun of God, 

Though fons of Ged both angels are and men, 
If 1 to try whether in higher fort 

‘Than thefe thou bear’ft that title, have propos'’d 
‘What both from men and angels I receive, 
Tetrarchs of fire, air, flood, and on the earth 
Nations befides from all the quarter’d winds, 
God of this world invok’d and world beneath ; 
Who then thou art, whofe coming is foretold 
To me fo fatal, me it moft concerns. 

‘The trial hath indamag’d thee no way ; 

Rather more honour left and more efteem ; 

Mc nought advantag’d, miffing what I aim’d, 
Therefore let pafs, as they are tranfitory, 

The kingdoms of this world ; I fhall no more 
Advife thee; gain them as thou canft, or NOke 
And thou thyfelf feem’R otherwife inclin’d 
Than to a worldly crown, addi@ted more 

To contemplation and profound difpute, 
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Axby that early adtion may be judg'd, 
When flipping from thy mother’s eye thou went’tt 
“Alone into the temple; there waft found 
jong the graveft Rabhies difputant 
| Ompoints and queftions fitting Mofcs’ chair, 
| Tea hing, not taught; the childhood thews the 
\ xan, 
' As morning fhews the day. - Be famous then 
By wifdom ; as thy empire’mutt extend, 
So let extend thy mind o’er all the world 
|. In knowledge, all things in ic comprehend : 
| All knowledge is not couch’d in Mofes’ law, 
| The Pentateuch, or what the Prophets wrote ; 
! The Gentiles alfo know, and write, and teach 
| To admiration, led by Nature’s light ; 
i And with the Gentiles much thor muft converfe, 
| Raling them by perfuafion as thou meant; 
Without their learning, how wilt chou with them, 
Or they with thee hold converfation meet ? 
How wilt thou reafon with them, how refute 
Their idolifms, traditions, paradoxes ? 
Error by his own arms is beft evine'd. 
| Look once more e’er we leave this fpecular mount 
| Weftward, much nearer by fouthweft, behold 
| Where on the Afgean thore a city flands 
Built nobly, pure the air, and light the foil, 
Athens, the tye of Greece, mother of arts 
And eloquence, native to famous wits 
Or hofpitable, in her fweet recefs. 
City or fuburban, ftudious walks and fhades ; 
See there the olive grove of Academe, 
Piato's retirement, where the Attic bird 
Trills her thick-warbled notes the fummer long ; 
‘There flowery hill Hymeztns with the found 
Of bees induitrious murmur oft invites 
To ftudious mufing; there Iliffus rolls 
Hiswhifp’rang ftream : within the walls’ then view 
The {chools of ancient fages ; his who bred 
Great Alexander to fabdue the world, 
Lyceum there, and painted Stoa next : 
‘There thalt thou hear and learn the fecret power 
Of harmony in ténes and numbers hit 
By voide or hand, and various-meafur'd verfe, 
Avliaa charms, and Dorian lyric odes, 
: And his who gave them breath, but higher fung, 
Blind Melefiganes, thence Homer call’d, 
Whole poem Pharbus challeng'd for his own. 
‘Theuce what the lofty grave tragedians taughe 
In Chorus or Iambic, teachers bef 
Of moral prudence, with delight receiv'd 
In brief fententious precepts, while they treat 
Of Fate, and Chance, and change in human life ; 
High ations, and high paffions beft defcribing : 
‘Thence to the famous orators repair, 
‘Thofe ancient, whofe refiftlefs eloquence 
Wicelded at will thar fierce democratic, 
Shook th’ arfenal, and fulmin’d over Greece, 
‘To Macedon and Artaxerxes’ throne : 
‘To fage Philofophy next lend thine ear 
From Heav’n defcended to the low-rooft houfe 
Of Socrates; fee there his tenement, 
|. Whom well infpir'd the oracle pronoune’d 
Wife of men; from whofe mouth iffued forth 
| Melifluou: ftfeams that water’d all the {chools 
“OF Academica old and new, with thofe 
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“Much of the foul they talk, but 
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Surnam’d Peripatetics, and the fed 
Epicurean, and the Stoic fevere ; 
‘Thefe here revolve, or, as thowlik’ft, at home, 
‘Till time mature thee to a kingdem's weight ; 
Thefe rules will render thee a Fine complete . 
Within thyfelf, much more with empire join’d. 
‘To whom our Saviour fagely thus reply’d: - 
Think not but that I know thefe things, or think 
I know them not ; not therefore am I fhort 
Of knowing what I ought : he who receives 
Light from above, from the Fountain of Light, 
No other doctrine needs, though granted true 5 
But thefe are falfe, or little elfe but dreams, 
Conjedures, fancies, built on nothing firm. 
The firt and wifet of them all profefs'd 
‘To know this only, that he nothing-knew ; 
‘The next to fabling fell, and fmooth conceits; 
A third fort doubted all things, though plain fenfe; 
Others in virtue plac’d felicity, ‘ 
But virtue join’d with riches and long life; 
In corporeal pleafure he, and carelefs eafe ; 
‘The Stoic Jatt in philofophic pride, 
By him call’d Virtue ; aid his virtuous man, 
Wife, perfec in himfelf, and all poffefing, . 
Equals to God, oft fhames not to prefer, 
As fearing God nor man, contemning all, 
Wealth, pleafure, pain, or torment, death and life, 
Which, when he lifts, he leaves, or boafts he can, 
For all his tedious talk is but vain boaft 
Or fubtle thifts conviction to evade. aes 
Alas, what can they teach, and not miflead; : 
Ignorant of themfelves, of God much mote, 
«ind how the world began, and how man fell, 
Degraded by himfelf, on grace depending ? 
lt awry, 
And in themfelves feck virtue, ‘afid to themfelves 
All glory arrogate, to God give none, 
Rather accufe him under ufval names, 
Fortune and Fate, as one regardiefs quite 
Of mortal things, Who therefore fecks in thefe 
True wifdom, finds her not, or by delufior 
Far worfe, her falf refemblance only meets, 
An empty cloud. However, many books, 
Wife men have faid, are wearifome ; who reads 
Inceffartly, and to his reading brings not 
A fpirit and judgment equal or fuperior 
(And what he brings, what needs he elfewhere 
Uncertain: and unfettled ftilf remains, [feek 2) 
Deep vers’d in books, and fhallow in himfelf, 
Crude or intoxicate, collecting toys, 
And trifles for choice matters, worth a {punge ; 
As children gathering pebbles on the fhore. 
Or if I would delight my private hours 
With muffe or with poem, where fo foon 
As in our native language can I find 
That folace? All our law and ftory flrow’d 
With hymns, our pfalms with artful terms in~ 
ferib’d, * - 
Our Hebrew fongs and harps in Babylon, 
‘That pleas’d fo well our victor’s ear, declare 
That rather Greece from us thefe arts deriv'd; 
Hil imitated, while they leudeft fing 
The vices of their deities, and their own, 
In fable, hymn, or fong, fo perfonating 
Their gods ridiculous, and themfelves paft fhame, 
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Remove their fwelling epithets, thick laid 

As varnifh on a harlot’s cheek ; the ret, 

‘Thin fown with ought of prufit or delight, 
‘Will far be found unworthy to compare 

With Sion’s fongs, to all true taftes excelling, 
‘Where God is prais’d aright, and god-like men, 
The holieft of holies, and his faints; 

Such are from God infpir’d, not fuch from thee, 
Unlefs where moral virtue is exprefs’d 

By light of Nature, not in all quite loft. 
Their orators thou then extoll’ft, as thofe 
‘The top of eloquence, ftatifts indeed, 

And lovers of their country, as may feem ; 
But herein to our Prophets far beneath, 

As men divinely taught, and better teaching 
The folid rules of civil government 

In their majeftic unaffected ftile, 

‘Than all th’ oratory of Greece and Rome. 
‘In them is plaineft taught, and eafieft learnt, 
‘What makes a nation happy’ , and keeps it fo, 
‘What ruins kingdoms, and lays cities flat ; 
Thefe only with our law beft form a king. 

So fpake the Son of God; but Satan now 
Quite at a lofs, for ail his dares were fpent, 
‘Thus to our Saviour with ftern brow reply’d : 

Since neither wealth, nor honour, arms, nor arts, 
‘Kingdom nor empire, pleafes thee, nor ought 
By me propos'd in life contemplative, 

Or ative, tended on by glory’, or fame, 

‘What doft thou in this world: the wildernefs 
For thee is fitteft place ; I found thee there, 
And thither will return thee ; yet remember 
What | feretel thee, foon thou fhalt have caufe 
Wo with thou never hadft rejeéted thus 

Nicely or cautioufly my offer'd aid, 

‘Which would have fet thee in a fhort time with 

enfe 
On David’s throne, or throne of all the world, 
Now at full aye, fulnefs of time, thy feafon, 
When prophecies of thee are beft fulfill’d, 
” Now contrary, if I sead ought in Heav’n, 

Or Heav'n write ought of Fate, by what the ftars 
Voluminous, or fingle characters, 

In their conjunaion met, give me to fpell 
Sorrows, and labours, oppofition, hate, 

Attends thee, fcorns, reproaches, injurics, 
Vidlence and ftripes, and Jaftiy cruel death + 

A kingdom they portend thee; but what kingdom, 
Real or allegoric 1 difcern not, 

Nor when, eternal fure, as without end, 
‘Without beginning ; for no date prefix’d 

Direéts me in the ftarry rubric fet. 

So fay’ing he took (for ftill he knew his power 
Not yet expir’d) and to the wildernefs 
Brought back the Son of God, and left him there, 
Feigning to difappear. Darknefs now rofe, 

As day-light funk, and brought in louring Night 
Her thadowy offspring, unfubftantial both, 
Privation mere of light and abfent day. 
Our Saviour meek, and with untroubled miad, 
After his airy jaunt, though hurried fore, 
Hungry and cold, betook him to his reit; 
Wherever, under fome concourfe of fhades, — 
Whofe branching arms thick intertwin’d might 
- thie 
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From dews and damps of night his fhelter’d head ; 

But fhelter'd flept in vain, for at hishead ZF 

The Tempter watch’d, and foon with ugly dri 

Difturb’d his fleep ; and either tropic now 

Gan thunder, and both ends of Heav’n, the cighds 

From many a horrid rift abortive pour'd hd 

Fierce rain with lightning mix’d, water “iu fire 

In ruin reconcil’d : nor dlept the winds 

Within their ftony caves, but rafh’d abroad 

From the four hinges of the world, and fell 

On the vex’d wildernefs, whofe talleft pines, 

‘Though rooted deep as high, and fturdieft oaks, 

Bow’d their ftiff necks, loaden with fturmy blaits; 

Or torn up fheer: ill wat thou fhrouded then, 

O patient Son of God, yet only ftood’ft 

Unfhaken ; nor.yet ftay'd the terror there, 

Infernal ghofts, and hellifh furies, round 

Environ'd thee, fome howl’d, fome yell'd, fome 
fhriek’d, 

Some bent at thee their fiery darts, while thou 

Satit unappall’d in calm and finlefs peace. 

Thus pafs’d the night fo foul, till morning fair 

Came forth with pilgrim fteps in amice gray, 

Who with her radiant finger ftill’d the roar 

Of thunder, chas'd the Clouds, and laid the winds 

And griftly fpe@tres, which the Fiend had rais'd 

‘To tempt the Son of God with terrors dire, 

And now the fun with more effe@ual beams 

Had cheer'd the face of earth, and dry'd the wet 

From drooping plant, or dropping tree ; the birds, 

Who ali things now behold more frefh and green, 

After a night of ftorm fo ruinous, 

Clear’d up their choiceft notes in buth and fpray 

‘Yo gratulate the {weet return of morn; 

Nor yet amiaft this joy and brighteft morn 

Was abfent, after all his mifchicf donc, 

The Prince of Darknets, glad would alfo feem, 

Of this fair change. and to our Saviour came ; 

Yet with no new device; they all were {pent : 

Rather by this his laf affront refolv'd, 

Deip’rate of better courfe, to vent his rage 

And mad defpite, to be fo oft repell'd. 

Him walking on a funny hill he found, 

Back'd on the north and weft by a thick weod ; 

Out of the wood he ftarts, in wonted fhape, 

a\nd in a carelefs mood thus to him faid ; 

Fair morning yet betides thee, Son of God, 
After a difmal night; | heard the wrack 
Asearth and tky would mingle; but_myfelf 
Was diftant ; and thefe flaws, though mortals fear 

them 
Avdang’rous to the pillar’d frame of Heav’n, 
Or to the Earth's dark bafis underneath, 
Are to the main as inconfiderable 
And harmiefs, if not wholcfome, as a {neeze 
‘To man’s lefs univerfe, amd foon are gone 3 
Yet as being oft times noxious where they light 
On man, bealt, plant, wafteful and turbulent, 
Like tarbulencies in th’ affairs of men, . 
Over whofe heads they roar, and feem to. point, 
‘They oft forc-fignify and threaten ill : 
This tempeft at this defert.moft was bent; 
Of men at thee, for only thou here dwell’, 
Did I not tell thee, if thou didit reject 
The perfect feafon, offer'd with, my aid 
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'o win thy deftin’d feat, but wilt prolong 
All'to the pufh of Fate, purfue thy way 
QF gaining David's throne no man- knows when; 
Fee hoth the when and how is no where told ; 
The fhalt be what thou art ordain’d, no doubt; 
For *.agels have proclaim’d it, but concealing 
"Che tuaand means: each act is rightlieft dene, 
Not when it muft, but when it may be beft. 
If thou obferve not this, be fitre to find 
What I foretold thee, many a hard'aflay 
Of dangers, and adverfities, and pains, 
E’er thou of Ifrael’s feeptre get fait hold 5 
Whertof this ominous night that clos’d thee round, 
So many terrors, voices, prodigies, 
May warn thee, as a furc foregoing fign. 
So talk'd he, while the Sen of God-went on 
And ftay’d not, but in brief him anfwer’d thus. 
Me worfe than wet thou find’ not; other 
harm : 
Thofc terrors which thou fpeak’ft of did me none; 
I never fear’d they could, tho’ noifing loud 
And threat’ning nigh ; what they can do as figns 
Betokening, or ill-boding, I contemn 
As falfe portents, not fent from God, but thee ; 
Who knowing I fhall reign paft thy preventing, 
Obtrud’ft thy offer’d aid, that E accepting 
At leaft might feem to hold all power of thee 
Ambitious {p'rit, and wouldft be thought my God, 
And ftorm’ft refus'd, thinking to terrify 
Me to thy will; defift, thou art difcern’d, 
And toil'ft in vain, nor me in vain moleit, 
‘To whom the Fiend now {wol’n with rage re- 
ly’d ¢ 
Ther hear, O Son of David, Virgin-born ; 
For Son of God to me is yet in doubt : 
Of the Mefliah I have heard foretold 
By ull the Prophets; of thy birth at length 
Announe’d by Gabriel with the firft I knew, 
And of th’ angelic fong in Bethlehem field, 
On thy birth-night, that fung the Saviour born. 
From that time feldom have I ceas’d to eye 
‘Thy infancy, thy childhood, and thy youth, 
‘Thy mauhood laft, though yet in private bred ; 
Till at the ford of Jordan whither all 
Flock to the Baptilt, I among the ref, 
‘Though not to be baptiz’d, by voice from Heav’n 
Heard thee pronounc'd the Son of God belov’d. 
‘fhenceforthI thought thee worth my nearer view 
And narrower {erutiny, that 1 might learn 
In what degree or meaning thou art call’d 
The Son of God, which bears no fingle fenfe ; 
The Son of God, | alfo am, or was; 
And if I was, Iam; relation ftands ; 
All men are fons of God ; yet thee I thought 
In fome refpect far higher fo declar’d : 
‘Therefore 1 watch’d thy fcotfteps from that hour, 
And follow’d thee ftill on to this wafte wild ; 
Where by ail beft conjeSures I collect 
Thou art to be my fatal enemy. 
Good reafon then, if I before-hand feck 
Yo underftand my adverfary, who 
And what he is; his wifdom, power, intent ; 
By parl, or compofition, truce or league 
, To win hing or win from him what I can. 
» And opportunity i here have had 
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To try thee, fift thee, and confefs have found thee 
Proot again#t ali temptation, as a rack 

Of adamant, and aaa centre, firm, | ‘ 
Toth’ utmof of mere man both wile.and good, 
Not more ; for honours, riches, kingdoms, glory, 
Have been before contemn’d, and may again : 
Therefore to know what more thou art than-aram, 
Worth naming Son of God by voice from Heay’n, 
Another method 'muft now begin. 

So faying he caught him up, and without wing 
Of hippogrif bore through the air fublime 

Over the wildernefs and o’er the plain; 

‘Till underneath them fair Jerufalem, 

‘The holy city lifted high her towers, e 
And higher yet the glorious temple rear’d _- 

Her pile, far off appearing like a mount. 

Of alabafter, topt with golden ipires + 

‘There on the higheft pinnacle he fet - 

The Son of God, and added thus in fora. 

There ftand, if thou wile ftand ; to land upeighe 
‘Will afk thee fkill; I to thy Father’s houfe 
Have brought thee, and higheft plac’d, highe 
Now fhew thy progeny ; if not to ftand, — [beit, 
Caft thyfelf down ; fafcly, if Son of God : ° 
For it is written, He will give command 
Concerning thee to his angels; in their hands 
They fhall uplift thee, le&t at any time 
Thou chance to dafh thy’ foot againft a fone. 

‘To whom thus Jefus: Alfo it is written, 
Tempt not thy Lord thy God : he faid and ftaod s . 
But Satan fmitten with amazement fell. - ° 
As when Earth’s fon Antzus (to cont 
Small things with greateft) in Iraffa freve 
With Jove’s Alcides, and oft foil'd, ftill rofe, 
Receiving from his mother Earth new ftrength, 
Fresh from his fall, and fiercer grapple join'd, 
‘Throttled at length in th’ air, expis’d and fell; 
So, after many a foil, the Tempter proud, 
Renewing freth affaults, amidft his pride 
Fell whence he ftood to fee his Victor fall. 
And as that Theban moniter that propos'd 
Her riddle, and him who folv’d it not devour’d, 
‘That once found out and folv’d, for grief and fpite 
Caft herfelf headlong from th’ Ifmenian fteep ; 
So ftruck with dread and angvith fell the Fiend, 
And to his crew, that fat confulting, brought 
Joylefs triumphals of his hop’d fuccefs, 
Ruin and dejpcration, and difmay, 
Who durft fo proudly tempt the Son of God, 
So Satan fell; and ftrait a fiery globe 
Of angels on full fail of wing flew nigh, 
Who on their plumy vans receiv’d him foft 
From his uneafy ftation, and up bore 
As on a floting couch through the blithe air, 
‘Then in a flow’ry valley fet him down 
On a green bank, and fet before him fpread 
A table of celeitial food, divine, 
Ambrofial fruits, fetch’d from the trce of life, 
And from the fount of life ambrofial drink, 
That foon refreh’d him wearied, and repair'’d 
What hunger, if ought hunger had impair’d, 
Or thirit ; and as he fed, angelic quires 
Sung heav’nly anthems of his victory 
Over temptation, and the Tempter proud. 

‘True image of the Father, whether thron’d 
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Ws the bofom of blifs, and light of light 
Conceiving, or remote from Heav’n, inthrin’d 
In ficthly tabernacle, and human form, 
‘Wand'ring the wildernefs, whatever place, 
Habit, or fate, or motion, fill exprefiing 
‘The Son of God, with God-like force indued 
Againft th’ attempter of thy Father’s throne, 
And thief of Paradife ; him long of old 

‘Thou didft debel, and down from Heav’n caft 
With all his army, now thou haft aveng’d 
Supplanted Adam, and by vanquifhing 
‘Temptation, haft regain’d loft Paradife, 

And fruftrated the conqueft fraudulent ; 

« He never more henceforth will dare fet foot - 
In Paradife to tempt ; his {nares arc broke : 
For though that feat of earthly blifs be fail’d, 
A fairer Paradife is founded now 
For Adam and his chofen fons, whom thou 
A Saviour art come down to re-inftal 
Where they thal! dwell fecure, when time fhall be, 
Of tempter and temptation without fear. 
But'thou, infernal Serpent, fhalt not long 
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Rule in the clouds; like an aytumnal ftar 
Or lighting thou shalt fall from Heav’a,/ 
down * 
Under his feet : for proof, e’er this thou feeY'{ 
‘Thy wound, yet not thy laft and deadlieft we and, 
By this repulfe receiv’d, and hold’ft in Hp” 
No triumph ; in all her gates Abaddon “ues 
Thy bold attempt ; hereafter learn with awe 
To dread the Son of God : he all unarm’d 
Shall chace thee with the terror of his voice 
From thy demoniac holds, poffeffion foul, 
‘Thee and thy legions; yelling they fhall fly, 
And heg to hide them in a herd of fwine, 
Left he command them down into the Deep 
Bound, and to torment fent before that time. 
Hail Son of the"Mof High, heir of both worlds, 
Queller of Satan, on thy glorious work 
Now enter, and begin to fave mankind. 

‘Thus they the Son of God our Saviour meek 
Sung Viétor, and from heav’nly feaft refrefh’a 
Brought on his way with joy; he unobferv’d 
Home to his mother’s houfe private return’d, 
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OF THAT SORT OF DRAMATIC POEM WHICH 128 CALLED TRAGEDY. 


| Tranny, arit wor ancitntly compes’d, bath been ever beld the graveft, moraleft, and moft profitatle of all 
other poems: therefore faid by Ariftatle bo bo of power, by raifing pity and fear,-or terror, to purge the mind of 
thofe and fuch like paffions, that is, to temper and reduce them to juft meafure, with a kind of delight, lirred up 
by reading or fecing thofe paffions ewell-imitated. Nor is Nature wanting in ber own effelis to make good bis 
| affertion : for fo in phyfic things of melancholic hue and quality are ufed againfl melancholy, four againft four, falt 
; to remove [alt bumours, Hence philifephers, and other graveft roxiters, az Cicero, Plutarch, and otbers, fire= 
| quently cite out of tragie poets, both to adorn and illuftrate their difcourfe. The Apoftle Paul bimfelf thought, it 
not unworthy to infert a verfe of Euripides into the text of Holy Scripture, x Cor. x¥. 33.3 ond Pareus, 
| commenting on the Revelation, divides the whole book as a tragedy, inte alts difinguifbed each by a eBorus of bea» 
venly barpings, and fong Letrween, Heretofore men in bigheft dignity bave laboured not a little te be thought able 
or) compofe @ tragedy. Of that honour Diony/ius the Elder was no lef: ambitious than before of bis attaining to the 
tyranny, Auguftus Cafar alfa bad begun bis Ajax; but, unable to pleafe bis own judgment with what be bad 
degun, left it unfinifoed. Seneca, the philefopher, is by fome thought the author of thefe tragedies, at leaft the 
\ beft of them, that go under that name, Gregory Nazianzen, a Father of the Church, thought it not unbefteme 
' + ing the fantiity of his perfon to write a tragedy, which is intitled Chrift fuffering. ‘This is mentioned to vindi= 
jeate tragedy Srom the forall efleem, ov rather infamy, which in the account of many it undergoes at this day with 
ether common interludes ; happening through the poets’ error of intermixing comic fluff with tragic fadnefs and gra- 
wily on introducing trivial and oulgar ferfons, which by all judicious, bath beeu counted aifurd, and brought in 
‘without difcretion, corruptly to gratify the people. And though ancient tragedy uft no prologue, yet ufing Jomen 
times, in cafe of felf-defence or explanation, that which Martial calls an epiftle ; in bebalf of this tragedy com= 
ing firtb after the ancient manner, much different from what among us pafes for beft, thes much before-band 
Smay be pifiled ; that chorus is bere introduced after the Greck manner, not ancient only but modern, and fill in 
if among the Italians. In the modelling, therefore, of this poem, with good reafon, the ancients and Italians 
are rother followed, as of much more authority and fame, The meafure of verfe nfed in the cBorus is of all 
forts, called by the Greeks Monoftrophic, or rather Apolclymcnon, without regard bad ta Stropbe, Antifiropbe, or 
Epod, which were a kind of flannes framed only fer the inufic, then ufed with the chorus that fang; not effenn 
tial to the porm, and therefore nat material ; or being divided into flanzas or panfes, they may be called Alleofra~ 
pha. Divifion into a8 and foene, referring chiefly to the flage (to which this Werk never was intended) is bere 
. omitted 
Yi defies if the whole drama be found not produced beyond the fifth af. Of the file and uniformity, and that 
"ommonly culled the plot, whether intricate or expiicit, which is notbing indeed but fuch econamy or difpofition of 
i f Sable as may fland beft with verfimilitude and decorum ; they only will beft judge, who are nob unacquainted 





ith Bfibylus, Sophocles, and Euripides, the three tragic poets unequalldd yet by any, and the bef rule to all 
rho endeavour to write tragedy. The circumfeription of time, wherein the whole drama begins and ends, is Bro 
Egbrding to ancient ride, and bef example, within the fpace of twenty-four bours, : 
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THE PERSONS, 


Samson. ‘ 
Manoau, the Father of Samfon. 
Dauiua, his Wife. 

Hanarua of Gath, 

Public. Officer. 

Meffenger. 

.Chorus of Danites. 





The Scene befare the Prifan in Gaza. 
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SAMSON AGONISTES. 





The Argument. 


Samfon made captive, blind, and now in the prifon at Gaza, there to labour as itt a common work houfe 
on a feftival day, in the general ceffation from labour, comes forth into the open air, to a place nigh, 
Somewhat retir’d, there to fit a while and bemoan his condition: Where he happens at length tobe. 
vifited by certain friends and equals of his T: ibe, which make the Chorus, who feek to comfort hint 
what they can; then by his‘old father Manoah, who endeavours the like, and withal tells him hie 
purpofe to procure his liberty by ranfom; laftly, that this feaft was proclaim’d by the Philiftines as! 
a day of thankigiving for their deliverance from the hands of Samfon, which yet more troubles‘nim, 
Manoah then departs to profecute his endeavour with the Philiftine lords for Samfon’s redemption § 
who in the mean while is vifited by other perfons; and laftly by a public officer to require his coms 
ing to the feaft before the lords and people, to Play or thew his ftrength i their prefence ; he atfirft 
refufes, difmiffing the public officer with abfolute denial to come 3 at longth perfuaded inwardly cha, 
this was from God, he yields to go along with’him, who came now the’ fecond time with: greae* 
threatnings to fetch him; the Chorus yet remaining on. the place, Manoah retunis: fall of joyful. 
hope, to procure e’er long his fon’s deliverance, in the midft of which difcourfe an Flebrew comes. 
in hafte, confufedly at firft, and afterwards more diftinGly relating the cataftrépho, what Samfon had - 
done to the Philiftines, and by accident to himfelf 3 wherewith the tragedy ends, 


: SAMSON ‘Twice by an angel, who at Jatt in fight 
Ao uarriy onward lend thy guiding hand OF both my parents all in ames afcended 
To thefe dark fleps, a little further on ; From off the altar, where an offering burn'd, 
For yonder bank hath choice of fun or fhade : As ina fiery column charioting 
‘There Tam wont to fit, when any chance His god-like prefence, and from fome great a& 
Relieves me from my. tafk of fervile toil,” Or benefit reveal’d to Abraham's race ? 

» Daily in the common prifon elfe injoin'd me, Why was my breeding’ order’d and preferib’d 
Where fa prifoner chain’d, featce freely draw As of a perfon feparate to God, 
‘The air imprifon’d alfo, clofe and damp, Defign’d for great exploits; if I muft die 
Unwholefome draught : but here I feel amends, | Betray'd, captiv'd, and both my eyes put out, 
The breath of Heav’n freth blowing, pure and{ Made of my enemies the feorn and gaze; 

fweet, ‘To grind in brazen fetters under tafk 

With day-fpring born ; here leave me to refpire. | With this Heav’n-gifted ftrength? O. glorious 
‘This day a folemn feaft the people hold firength ‘ 
To Dagon their {ea-idol, and forbid Put to the labour of a beaft, debas'd 
Laborious works; unwillingly this reft Lower than bond-flave ! Promife was that I 

_ Their fuperftition yields me ; hence with leave Should Ifrael from Philiftian yoke deliver ; 
Retiring from the popular noife, I feck Akk for this great deliverer now, and find him 
‘This unfrequented placc to find fome cafe, Eyelefs in Gaza at the mill with flaves, 
Eafe to the body fome, none to the mind Himfelf in bonds under Philiftian yoke : 
From reftlefs thoughts, that like a deadly fwarm | Yet ftay, let me not rafhly call in doubt 

: OF hornets arm’d, no fooner found alonc, Divine predigtion ; what if all foretold 
But ruth upon me thronging, and prefent Had been fulfill’d but through mine own default, 


‘Times paft, what once I was, and what am now. } Whom have I to complain of but myfelf ? 
O wherefore was my birth from Heav’n foretold | Whe this high gift of ftrength committed to me, 
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In what part lodg’d, how eafily bereft me, 
Under the feal of filence could not keep, 

But weakly to a woman muft reveal it, 
O’ercome'with importunity and tears, ” 

© impotence of mind, in bedy ftrong { 

But what is ftrength without a double fhare 

OF wifdom, vait, unwieldy, burdenfome, 
Proudly fecure, yet liable to fall 

By weakeft fubtleties, not made to rule, 

But ¢o fabferve where wifdom bears conimand! 
God, when he gave me ftrength, to thew withal 
How flight the gift was, hung it in my hair. 
But peace ; I muft not quarrel with the will 

Of higheft difpenfation, which herein 

Haply had ends above my reach to know : 
Suffices that to me ftrength is my bane, 

And proves the fource of all my miferies ; 

So many and fo huge, that each apart 

‘Would afk a life to wail, but chief of all, 


» © lofs of fight, of thee I moft complain! 


Blind among enemies, O worfe than chains, 
Dungeon, or beggary, or decrepit age! 

Light the prime work of God to me is exting, 
And all her. various objects of delight 

Anngll’d, which might im part my grief have eas'd, 


* Ynferior to the vileft now become 


Of man or worm : the vileft here excel me 5 
‘They creep, yet fee ; { dark in light expos'd 
‘To daily fraud, contempt, abufe, and wrong, 
Within doors, or without, ftill as a fool, 
Tn power of others, never in my own ; 
Scarce half I feem to live, dead more than half. 
© dark, dark, dark, amid the blaze of noon, 
Irrecoverably dark, total eclipfe 
Without all hope of day! 
G firk created , and thou great word, 
Let there be light, and light was over all ; 
‘Why am I thus bereav'd thy prime decree? 
‘The fun to me is dark © 
And filent as the moon, 
When the deferva the night. 
Hid in her vacant interlunar cave. 
Since light fo neceffary is to life, 
, And almoft life itfelf, if.it be true 
"That light is in thc foul, 
She all in every part ; why was the fight 
‘To fuch a tender ball as th’ eye confin'd, 
So obvious and fo eafy to be quench’d ? 
And not as feeling through all parts diffus’d, 
‘That fhe might look at will through every pore? 
‘Then had 1 not been thus exil’d from light, 
As in the land of darknefs yet in light, 
Fo live a life dalf dead, a living death, 
And bury'd: but O yet more miferable! 
‘Myfelf my fepulchre, a moving grave, 
Bury’d, yet not exempt 
By privilege of death and burial 
From wort of other evils, pains and wrongs, 
- But made hereby obnoxious more 
To all the miferies of life, 
Life in captivity 
Among inhuman foes, 
But who are thefe? for with joint pace I hear 
"The tread of many feet fteering this way ; 
Perhaps my enemies, who come to ftare 
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At my affliction, and perhaps to infule, 
Their daily practice, to afi me more. 
Cuor. This, this is he ; foftly a while, 

Let us not break in upon him ; 

O change beyond report, thought or belief!’ - 

See how he lies at random, carelefsly diffus’d, . 

With languith’d head unpropt, . 5; 

As one paft hope, abandon'd, < 

And by himfelf given over ; 

In flavith habit, ill fitted weeds 

O’er-worn and foil’d ; . 

Or do my eyes mifreprefent ? Can this be he, 

‘That heroic, that renown’d, 

Irrefiftible Samfon ; whom unarm’d 

No ftrength of man, or fierceft wild beaft 
withftand ; 

Who tore the lion, as the lion tears the kid, 

Ran on imbatti’d armies clad in iron, 

And weaponlefs himfelf, 

Made arms ridiculous, ufelefs the forgery 

Of brazen fhield and fpear, the hammer'd cuirafs, 

Chalybean temper’d ftcel, and frock of mail 

Adamantean proof; 

But fafeft he who ftood aloof, 

When snfoyportsbly his foot advanc’d, 

In feorn of their proud arms and warlike tools, 

Spurn'’d them to death by troops. The bold Af 
calonite 5 

Fled from his lion ramp, old warriors turn’d 

‘Their plated backs under his hee) ; 

Or grov'ling foil’d their crefted helmets in the duft. * 

‘Then with what trival weapon came to hand, 

The jaw of a dead afs, his fword of bone, 

A thoufand fore-fkins fell, the flower of Palaftine, 

In Ramah-lechi famous to this day. 

"Then by main force pull’d up, and on his fhoul- 
ders bore 

‘The gates of Azza, poft, and maffy bar, 

Up to the hill by Hebron, feat of giants old, 

No journey of a fabbath-day, and loaded fo; 

Like whom the Gentiles feign to bear up Heav’a. 

Which fhall I firft bewail, F 

Thy bondage or loft fight, 

Prifon within prifon 

Infeparably dark ?, 

‘Thou art become (O worft imprifonment !) 

The dungeon of thyfelf ; thy foul 

(Which men enjoying fight oft without caufe 

Imprifon’d now indeed, [complain ) 

In real darknefs of the body dwells, ~ 

Shut up from outward light 

To incoporate with gloomy night 5 

For inward light, alas ! 

Puts forth no vifual beam. - 

© mirror of our fickle flate, 

Since man on earth unparalle!’d! 

The tarer thy example ftands. 

By how much from the top of wondrous glory, 

Strongeft of mortal men, 

To loweft pitch of abjeét fortune thou art fall’n 

For himal reckon not in high eftate 

Whom long defcent of birth 

Or the {phere of fortune raifes 5 

But thee whofe ftrength, while virtue washer mate, 

Might have fubdued the earth, = 
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1) Univerlally crown’d with higheft praifes. 
i¢ Sam. [hear the found of words, their fenfe the 
DiGiolves unjointed e’er it reach my ear. {air : 
Cuor. He fpeaks; jet us draw nigh, Matchleds | 
ain might, 
The giory late of Ifracl, now the grief; 
‘We come thy friends and neighbours not unknown : 
tom Efhtaol and Zora’s fruitful vale, i 
‘To vifit or bewail thee, or if better, * 
Counfel or confolation we may bring, 
Salve to thy fores; apt words have power to fwage | 
‘The tumors of a troubled mind, 
And are as balm to fefter’d wounds. 
Sam. Your*coming, frieuls, revives me; for 1 | 
Now of my own experience, not hy talk, -{learn | 
How counterfeit a coin they ure who fricnds 
Bear in their fuperfeription, (of the mof 
1 would be underttood) in profp'rous da 
‘They fwarm, but in adverfe withdraw their head, 
Not to be found, though fought. Ye fee, O 
friends, 
How many evils have inclos’d me round ; 
Yet that which was the worlt now leaf afflicts me, 
Biindnefs; for had | fight, confus’d with fhame, 




















How could I once look up, or heave the head, 

Who like a foolith pilot have fhipwreck’d 

My veffel trufted to me from above, 

Glorioufly rigg’d ; and for a word, a tear, 

Fool, have divulg’d the fecret gift of God 

‘Toa deceitful woman? tell me, friends, 

Am I not fung and proverb’d for a fool 

In every fireet? do they not fay how well 

Are come upon him his deferts? yet why ? 

Immeafurable ftrengih they might behold 

In me, of wifdorn nothing more than mean; 

"rhis with the other fhouid, at leaft have pair’d, 

Thefe two proportion’d il! drave me tranfverfe. 

Cuor, Tax not divine difpofal ; wifeit men 

Have err'd, and by bad women been deceiv’d 3 

vind thall again, pretend they ne’er fo wife. 

Deject not then fo overmuch thylelf, 

Who haft of forrow thy full load befides ; 

Yet truth to fay, T oft have heard men wonder 

Why thou fhould’ft wed Philiflian women rather 

‘Than of thine own tribe fairer, or as fair, 

At Jeaft of thy owngnation, and as noble, 

Sam. The firit'l faw at Timna, and the pleas’d 

Me, not my parents, that I fought to wed 

‘the daughter of an infidel: they knew not 

‘That what I motion'd was of God ; i knew 

¥rom intimate impulfe, and therefore urg’d 
‘The marriage on : that by occafion hence 

I might begin Ifrael’s deliverance, 

‘The work to which I was divinely call’d. 

she proving falfe, the next T teok to wife 

(O that I never had! fond wifh.too late} 

Was in the vale of Sotec, Dalila, 
| That {pecious moniter, my accomplifh'd fnare, 

A thought it lawful from my former at, 

And the fame end ; ftill watching to opprefs 

Mracl’s oppreffors ; of what now I fauffcr @# 
iShe was not the prime ceufe, but f mylelf, 
“Who, vanquith’d with a peal of words, (O weak 

Gave up my fort of filence toa woman. —_[nefs!) 
© @nor: In forking juft occzfion to proveke 


2g 


: The Philiftine, thy country’s enemy, 


‘Thou never wait remifs, I bear thee witnefs : 
Yet Hrael {till ferves with all his fons. : 
Sam. That fault I take not on me, but transfer 


; On Hrael’s governors, and heads of tribes, 
i Who feeing thofe great ads, which God had done 


ingly by me againft their conquerors, 

Acknowledg'd not, or not at all gonfider’d 

Deliverance offer'd: [I on the other fide 

Us’d no ambition to commend my deeds 3 ' 

‘The deeds themfelves, though mute, fpoke loud 
the doer; e 


| But they perfifted deaf, and would not feem 


‘ocount them things worth notice, till at length ; 
‘Their lords, the Philiftines, with gather’d powers . 
Enter’d Judea feeking me, who then 
Safe to the rock of Etham wasretir’d, 
ing, but fore-cafting in what place. 

‘To fet upon them, what advantag’d beft : 
Mean while the men of Judah, to prevent 
‘The harrafs of their land, befet me round ; 
I willingly on fome conditions came 
Into their hands, and they as gladly yield me 
‘To the uncircumcis’d a welcome prey, ‘ 
Bound withtwocords; but cordsto me were threads 
‘Touch’d with the flame : on their whole hoft I flew 
Unarm’d, and with a trival weapon fell'd 
Their choiceft youth ; they only liv’d who fled. 
Had Judah.that day join’d, or one whole tribe, . 
‘They had by this poflefe'd the towers of Gath, 
And lorded over them whom they now ferve 
But what more oft in nations grown corrapt, 
And by their vices brought to fervitude, 
‘Than to love bondage more than liberty, 
Bondage with eafe than ftrenuous liberty ; 
And toMefpife, or envy, or fufpect 
Whom God hath of bis fpecial favour rais'd 
As their deliverer ; if he ought begin, 
How frequent to defert him, and at laft 
‘Yo heap ingratitude on worthieft deeds? 
Cuox. ‘Thy words to my remembrance bring 
How Succoth and the fort of Penuel 
‘Their great deliverer contemn’d, 
‘The matchlefs Gideon in purfuit 
Of Madian and her vanquith’d kings : 
And bow ungrateful Ephraim 
Had dealt with Jephtha, who by argument, 
Not worfe than by his fhield and fpear, 
Tiefended Hiruel from the Ammonite, 
Had not Ris prowefs quell'd their pride 
In chat fore dat:le, when fo many dy'd 
Without repricve adjudg’d to death, 
For want of well pronouncing Shibboleth. 
Sam. Of fuch examples add me to the roll; 
Me eafily indeed mine may negled, 
But God’s propes’d deliverance not fo. 
Cuor. Juft are the ways of God, 
And juttifiable to men 
here be who think not God at alls 
ec, they walk ebfcure; 
For of fuch doctrine never was there f{ehoo!, 
Bue the heart of the fool, 
And no man therein doctor but himfelf. 4 
be who doukt his ways not jufty 
n edicts found contradi@ing, ~ 



























ke 
‘Then give the reins to wand ving thought, 
Regardlefs of his glory’s dimioution ; 
"Till, by their own perplexitics involv'd, 
‘They ravel more, {till lefs refolv’d, 
Bat never find felf-fatisfying folution. 
Asif they would confine th’ Interminable, 
And tic hits to his own prefeript, 
Who made our Jaws to bind ns, not hinfelf, 
* And hath full right ¢” exempt 
Whom fo it pleafes him by choice 
From natiopal obftri¢tion, without taint 
Of fin, or legal debt ; 
For with his own laws he can beft difpenfe. 
He would not elf who never wanted means, 
Nor in refpect of th’ enemy juit caule 
To fet his people free, 
Lave prompted this heroic Nazarite, 
Againtt his vow of ftrittel purity, 
"Vo feek in marriage that fallacious bride, 
Unclean, unchatte, 
Down reafon then,at lealt vainreafonings down, 
‘Tho’ reafon here aver 
"Phat moral verdidt quits her of unclean 5 
Unchale was fabfequent, her ftain, not his. 
Tout fee here comes thy reverend fire © 
With careful ftep, locks white as down, 
Old Manoah + advile 
\Forthwith how thou ought’ft to receive him. 
Sam, Ay me, another inward grief, awak'd 
With mention of that name, renews th’ aflault. 
May. Brethren, and men of Dan ; for fach ye 
fecm, 
"Tho! in this uncouth place; if old refped, 
As I fuppofe, tow’rds your once glory’d friend, 
(My fou now captive, hither hath inform’d 
Your younger feet, while mine, cait back ygth age, 
€ame lagging after; fay if he be here? 
Cron, As fignal now in Jow dejected ftate, 
As erft in hight, behold him where he lies. 
Man. fétable change! is this the man, 
"Phat. invin jamifon, far renown’d, 
"rhe dread-of Hrael’s foes, who with a rength 
“Equivalent to Angels, walk’d their ftrects, 
None offering fight; who fingle combatant 
Ducl'd their armies, rank’d in proud array, 
Hinvlelf an army, now unequal match 
"Yo fave himfelf againft a coward arm’d 
‘At one fpear's length. © ever-falling tru 
In martal ftrength | and ob what not in man 
Deceivable and vain? Nay what thing good 
Pray'd for, but often proves our woe, ov bane ? 
7 pray'd (or children, and thought barrenncfs 
Sgn wedlock a reproach 5 I gain’d a fon, 
‘And fach a fon as all men hail’d me happy s 
“Who would be now a father in my ftead? 
4 wherefore did God grant me my requeft, 
‘And asa bleffing with fuch pomp adorn’d ? 
‘Why arc his gifts defirable, to tempt 
‘Our earneft pray’rs, then giv'n with folemn hand 
As graces, draw a {corpion’s tail behind ? 
For,this did th’ Angel twice defcend ? for this 
Ordain’d thy nurture holy, as of a plaut 
Select, and facred, glorious for a while, 
The miracle of men; then in an hour 
Anfnar’d, affaulted, overcome, led bound, 
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Thy focs’ derifion, captive, poor, and bliud,y 
Into a dungeon thruft, to work with flaves? 
Alas, methinks, whom God hath chofen ouce 
To worthieft deeds, if he through frailty err 
He fhould not fo o’erwhelm, and as a thrall 
Subject him to fo foul indignities, o 
Be’ it but for honour’s fake of former deeds, 
Sam. Appoint not heav'nly difpofition, tathe?g 

¥er ing of all thefe evils hath befall’n me 

ut july; I mryfelf have brought them on, 
Sole author I, fole canfe: if ought feems 
‘As vile hath been my folly, who” have profan'd 
‘The myftery of God giv'n me under pledge 
Of vow, and have betray’d it to a woman, 
A Canaanite, my faithlefs enemy. 
"Lhis well T knew ; nor was at all furpris’d, 
But warn’d by oft experience : did not fhe 
pa firit hetray me, and reveal 
The feerct weefted from me in her height 
Of nuptial love profefs’d, carrying it {trait 
To them who had correpted her, my fpics, 
? In this other was ¢ found 
h, who alfo in her prime of love, 
ated with gold, 
y, by the fcent conceiv'd 
Her fpurious firft-born, treafon againft me ? 
‘Thrice dhe affay'd me with flattering pray’rs an 

fighs, 

And anwrous reproaches, to win from me 
My capital fecret, in what part my ftrength 
Lay ftor’d, in what part fumm’d, that fhe might 
EnOW 5, 
Yhrice I deluded her, and turn’d to fport 
Her importenity, each time perceiving 
How openly, aud with what impudence 
She purpos'd to betray me, and (which was worfe 
‘Shan undiffembled hate) with what contempt 
She fought to make me traitor to myfelt ; 
fourth time, when muft’ring all her wiles, 
blandifh'd parties, feminine affaults, . 
fhe furceas’d not day nor night 
‘Lo florin me overwatch’d and weary’d out, 
At times when men feek mof repofe and reft, ~ 
I yielded, and unlock’d her all my heart, 
Who with.a grain of manhood well refolv'd 
Might eafily have hook of all her {nares 5, 
But foul effeminacy held me yok'd 
Her bond-flave ; O indignity, O blot 
"To honeur and religion ! fervile mind 
Rewarded well with fervile punifhment f 
“Lhe bafe degree to which I now anr‘fall’n. 
‘Theft rags, this grinding is not yet fo bafe 
As was my former fervitude, ignoble, 
Unmanly, ignominious, infamous, 
q y, and that blindnefs worfe than this, 
: not how degenerately I ferv'd. 
1 cannet praife thy marrisge choices, 
on, 
srov'd them not; but thou didit plead 
bulfion prompting how thou might’ft 
Find fome occation to infelt our foes. 
I fate Wot that ; this 1am fure, our foes 
Found foon eccafion thereby to make thee 
‘Their captive and their triumph ; thau the fooner 
Temptation found’ft, or over potent charms 
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Pe violate the fecret truft of filence 
epofited within thee; which to have kept 
‘Taeit was in thy power : true; and thou bear'it 
Puaotigh, and more, the burden of that fault; 
Bitterly haft thou paid, and fill art paying 
That rigid feote, A worfe thing yet remains ; 
‘This day the Phikitines a popular feaft 
Here cclebrate in Gaza; and proclaim 
Great pomp, and facrifice, and praifes loud 
"Lo Dagon, ag their God, who hath deliver'd 
‘Thee, Samfon, hound and blind into their hands, 
* Them out of thine, who flew't them many a 
flain, 
So Dagon fhall be magnify'd, and God, 
Befides whom is no God, compar’d with idols, 
Difglorify’d, blafphem’d, and had in feorn 
» By the idolatrous ront amidft their wine ; 
t ‘Which to have come. to pals by means of thee, 
 Samfon, of all thy fufferings think the heavieft, 
Of all reproach the moft with fhame that ever 
Could have befall’n thee and thy father’s houfe. 
Sam, Father, 1 to acknowledge and confefs 
+ ‘That 1 this honour, I this pomp have brought 
i To Dagon, and advane'd his praifes high 
¢ Among the Heathen round ; to God have brought 
t, Difhonour, obliquy, and op’d the mouths 
& Of idolifts, and atheifts; have brought {randal 
f 'To Urael, diffidence of God, and doubt 
' In fecble hearts, propente enough before 
‘Yo waver, or fall off, and join with idols; 
Which is my chief afftion, fhame and forrow, 
E ‘Che anguith of my foul, that fuffers not 
H Mine eyes to harbour fleep, or thoughts to reft 
; ‘This only hope relieves me, that the ftrife 
\ With me hath end ; all the conteft is now 
: *“Twixt God and Dagon ; Dagon hath prefum'd, 
! Me overthrown, to enter lifts with God, 
His deity comparing and preferring 
Before the God of Abraham. He, be fure, 
‘Will not connive or linger, thus provok’d, 
But will arife, and his great name affert : 
Dagon muft ftoop, and fhali e’er long receive 
Such a difcomfit as thall quite defpoil him 
Of all thefe hoafted trophies won on me, 
And with confufion blank his worfhippers. 
Man, With caufe this hope relicves thee, and 
Hy thefe words 
i las a prophecy receive ; for God, 
| Nothing more certain, will not long defer 
To vindicate the glory of his name 
, Againft all competition ; nor wiil long 
: Endure it doubtful whether God be Lord, 
Or Dagon. But for thee what fhall be done ? 
Thou muft not in the mean while here forgot 
| Lie in this miferable loathfome plight, 
Neglected. 1} already have made way 
.To fome Philiftian lords, with whom to treat 
{About thy ranfom : well they may by this 
Have fatisfy'd their utmoft of re venge 
ie Pains and flaveries, worfe than death inflifted ; 


[On thee, who now no niore canit do them-harm. ' 
Sam, Spare that propofal, Father, {pare the | 
trouble 


Of that folicitation ; let me here 
‘as I deferve, pay on my punifhment; 


| And expiate, if pofible, my crime, 


Shameful garrulity. To-have reveal’d 


| Scerets of men, the fecrets of a friend, 


How heinous had the fact been, how deferving 
Contempt and {corn of all, to be exeluded 
All friendthip, and-avoided as a blab, 
‘The mark of fool fet on his front ? a 
But I God’s counfel have not kept, his holy fecret 
Prefumptuoufly have pubiifh’d impioully, 
Weakly at leaft, and fhamefully ; a fin 
"Chat Gentiles in their parables condemn 
‘To their abyfs and horrid pains confin'd. < 
Man. Be penitent, and for thy fanle contrite; 
ct act not in thine own affli@ion, Son 
not fia, but if the punithment. , 
‘int avoid, felf-prefervation bids 
ution leave to high difpofal, 
And let another hand, not thine, exad 
Thy penal forfeit from thylelf; perhaps , 
God will relent, and quit thee all his debt ; 
Who ever more approves and more accepts 5 
(Beft pleas’d with humble’ and filial fubmiffion} 
Him who imploring mercy fues {or fife, 
Than who telf-rigorous choofes death as due 3 
Which argues over-jut, and felf-difpleas'd, + 
For felf-offence, more than for God offended. r 
Reject not then what offer’d aneans; who knows 
Put God hath fet-before us, to return thee 
Home to thy country and his facred hole, 
Where thou may'ft bring thy offerings, to avert 
His further ire, with pray’rs and vows renew'd 2, 
Sam. His pardon I implore; but as for life, 
To what end fhould I feek it? when in ftrength 
All mortals T excell’d, and great in hopes . 
With youthful courage and magnanimous thoughts 
Of birti from Heav'n foretold and high exploits, 
Full of divine infting, after, fome proof 
Of atts indecd heroic, far beyond 
"Phe fons of Anak, famous now and blaz'd, 
Fearlefs of danger, like a petty god 
I welk’d about admir’d of all, and dreaded 
On hottile ground, none daring my affront. 
Then fwoll'n with pride, mto the fnare | fell 
Of far fallacious looks, venereal trains, 
Soften’d with pleafure and voluptuous life ; 
At length to lay my head and hallow’d pledge 
OF all my ftrength in the lafcivious lap 
Of a deceitful concubine, who fhore mg 
Like a tame weather, all my precious fleece, 
‘Then turn'd me out ridiculous, defpoil’d, 
Shav'n, and difarm’d among mine enemies, : 
Cuon. Defire of wine and all delicious drinks; 
Which many a famous warrior overturns, 
Thou couldit reprefs, nor did the dancing ruby 
Sparkling, out-pour’d, the flavour, or the {mell, 
Or tafte that cheers the heart of gods and ‘men, 
Allure thee from the cool cryftallin Rream. ai 
Sam. Wherever fountain or frefh current flow’d 
Againft the caftern ray, tran‘tucent, pure 
With touch ethereal of Heav’n’s fiery rod 
I drank, from the clear milky juice allaying E 
Thirft, and refreth’d; nor envy’d them the grape 
Whofe heads that turbulent’ liquor fills with 
fumes. {wines 
Cuor. O madnefs, to think uf of ftrongeft 
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And flrongett drinks our chicf fupport of health, | There esercife all his fierce accidents, 
‘When God'with tbefe forbidd’n made choice to | And on her pureft fpirits prey, 


rear 

His mighty champion, ftrong above compare, 

Whofe drink was enly from the liquid brook. 

Sam. But what avail’d this temp’rance, not 

complete, 

Againg another object more enticiny ? 

What boots it at one gate to make defence, 

And at another to Ict m the foe, 

Effeminately vanquith’d ? by which means, 

Now biind, difhearten’d, fham’d, difhonour’d, 

~ quell’d, 

To what can I he ufeful, wherein ferve 

My nation and the work from Heav’n impos'd, 

But to fit idle on the houfchold hearth, * 

A burd'nous drone ; to vilitants a gaze, 

Or pity’d objeat, thefe redundant locks 

Robuttious to no purpofe, cluf’ring down, 

‘Vain monuments of ftrength ; till length of years 

And fedentary numbnefs craze my limbs 

Toa contemptible old age obfcure ? 

Here rather let me drunge and earn my bread, 

Till vermin or the draff of fervile food 

Corfume me, and oft invoked death 

Haften the welcome end of all my pains, 

Man. Wilt thou then ferve the Philiftines with 

that gift 

‘Which was cxprefsly giv’n thee to annoy them ? 

Better at home lie bed-rid, not.only idle, 

Inglorious, unemploy'd, with age outworn, 

But God who caus’d a fountain at thy prayer 

From the dry ground to spring, thy thirft to” al- 


ay 
After the brunt of battle, can as eafy 
Caufe liyht again within thy eyes to ipring, 
‘Wherewith to ferve him better than thou hat ; 
And 1 perfuade me fo; why elfe this ftrengeh 
Miraculous yet remaining in thofe lecks ? 
His might continues in thee not for novght, 
Nor fhall his wend’rous gifts be fraftrate thus. 
Sam. All otherwife to me my thoughts portend, 
That thefe dark orbs no more fhali treat with 
light, ‘ 
Nor, th’ other light of life continue fo 
But yield to double darknefs, night at han 
So much I feel my genial spirits droop, 
My hopes.all flat, Nature within me feems 
In all her funétions weary of herfclf, 
My race of glory ran, and race of fhame, 
And I thall fhortly be with them that reft. 
Man. Believe not thefe fuggeftions, 
proceed 
From anguith of the mind and humours black, 
Fhat mingle with thy fancy. 1, however, 
Mutt not omit a father’s timely care, 
‘To profecute the means of thy deliverance 
By ranfome, or how elfe : mean while be calm, 
And healing words ftom thefe thy friends admit. 
Sam. O that Torment fhould not be confin’d 
‘Too the body’s wounds and fores, 
‘With maladies innumerable 
In heart, head, breaft, and reins ; 
But muft fecret paflage find 
‘Fo th’ inmoft mind, 








which 


As on entrails, joints, ard limbs, 
With anfwerable pains, but more intenfe, 
‘Though void of corporal fenfe. 
My griefs not only pain me 
Asa lingering difeafe, 
But, finding no redrefs, ferment and rage, 
Nor lefs than wounds imiiedicable 
Rankle, and fefter, and gangrene, 
‘Yo black mortification. . 
‘Thoughts mytormentors, arm’d with deadly fings, 
Mangle my apprehenfive tendereft parts, 
Exafperate, exulcerate, and faife 
Dire ‘inflammation, which no cooling herb * 
Or medicinal liquor can affeage, 
Nor breath of evernal air from fhowy Alp. 
Sleep hath forfook and giv’n me o'er 
"Yo death’s benumbing opium, as my only cure = 
"rhence fainting, fwoonings of defpair, 
And fenfe of Heav’n’s defertion. 
1 was his nurfling once, and choice delight, 
His deitin’d from the womb, 
Promis'd by heav'nly meffage twice defending. 
Under his fpecial eye 
Abftemious I grew up, and thriv’d amain ; 
He ted me on to mightieft deeds 
Above the nerve of mortal arm 
Againit th’ uncircumcis’d, our enemies + 
But now hath caft me off ag never known, 
And to thofe cruel enemies, 
Whom I by his appointment had provek’d, 
Left me al} helplefs with th’ irreparahle lofs 
OF fight, referv'd alive to be repeated 
"The fubject-of their cruelty or fcorn. 
Nor am I in the lift of them chat hope ; 
Hopelefs are all my evils, all remedilefs ; 
‘This one prayer yet remains, might I be heard, 
No long petition, fpecdy death, 
"The clofe of all my miferies, and the balm. 
Crox. Many are the fayings of the wift 
In ancient and in modern books inroli’d, 
Extolling patience as the trueft fortitude ; 
And to the bearing well of alt calamities, 
All chances incident to man’s frail life, 
Confolitaries writ 
With ftudy’d argument, and much perfuafio 
fought 
Lenient of gricf and anxious thought + 
But with th’ affliéted in his pangs their found 
Little prevails, or rather feema a tune 
Harth, and of diffonant mood from his complaint 
Uniefs he feel within 
Some fource of confolation from above, 
Secret refrethings, that repair his ftrength, 
And fainting fpirits uphold. 
God of our fathers, what is man? 
‘That thou towards him with hand fo various, 
Or might I fay contrarious. 
‘Temper’ft thy providence thro’ this fhort courfe, 
Not ev’nly, as thou ral’ft 
Th’ angelic orders, and inferior creatures mute, 
Irrational and brute. Pos 
Nor do I name of men the commen rout, 











| That, wand’ring loofe about, 
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\ RQeow up and perifh as the fummer flie,, 
Heads without name no more remember'd, 
But fuch as thou haft foleminly elected; 

With gifts and graces eminently adorn’d 

fo fome great work, thy glory, 

And people’s fafety, which in part they’ effect 
Yet towards thefe thus dignify'd, thou oft 
Amidf their height‘of noon . 
Changeft thy count*nancé, and thy haxtd with no 
Of higheit favours patt [regard 
From thee on them, or them to thee of fervice. 

Nor onl} doft degrade them, or remit 
To life obfcur’d, which were a fair difmiffion, 
But throw’ft them Iower than thou didit exalt 

them high ; : . 
Unfeemly falls in human eye, 
‘Too grievous for the trefpafs or omiffion ; 
‘Oft leav'tt them to the hoftile fword 
Of Heathen and profane, their carcafes 
‘To dogs and fowls a prey, or elfe captiv’d ; 
Or to the unjuft tribunals, under change of times, 
And condemnation of th’ ungrateful multitude. 
¥f thefe they "feape, perhaps in poverty 
With ficknefs and diteale, thou bow’ them down, 
Painful difeafes and deform’d, 
In crude old age 5 
Tho’ not difordinate, yet caufelefs fuffering 
‘The punithment of diffolute days: in fine, 
Juft or unjutt alike feem milerable, 
Lor oft alike both.come to evil end. 

So deal not with this once thy glorious champion, 
‘The image of thy ftrength, and mighty miniitcy, 
What do I beg ? how hait thou dealt already ? 
Behold him in this ftate.calamitous, and turn 
His labours, for thou can’ft, to peaceful end. 

But who is thie? what thing of fea or land? 

te of fex.it feema, 
“Chat to bedeck'd, ornate, and gay, 
Comes this way failing 
Idke a featety thip 
Of ‘Tarfus, bound for th’ ifles 
lire, « : 
With all her bravery on, and tackle trim, 
Sails fill’d, and ftreamers waving, 
Courted by all the winds that hald them play, 
of odorous perfume 
weer, a damfel train behind 5 
Seme rich Philliftian matron fhe may feem, 
; And now at nearer view, no other certain 
‘than Dalila thy wife. [near me. 
Sam, My wife, my traitrefs, let her not come 
Cuor. Yet on the moves, now flands and cyes 
thee fix’d, 
About t” have fpoke, but now, with head declin’d 
F Like.a fair flower furcharg'd with dew, fhe weeps, 
And words addrefa’d feem into tears diffolv’d, 
| Wetting the borders of her filken veil : 
F But now again fhe makes addrefs to fpeak, 
Dat. With doubtful feet and wavering refo- 
Jution 
Icame, {till dreading thy difpleafure, Samfoy, 
F Which to have merited, without excufe, 
cannot but a¢knowledge ; yet, if tears 
May éxpiate (though the fa& more evil drew 
In she perverfe event, than I forcfaw) 

















My penance hath not flacken'd, tho’ my pardon’ 
No way affur’d.- But-conjugal affedion . 
Prevailing over feat, and timorous doubt, 

Hath led me on, defirous to behold 
Once more thy face, and know of thy éftate, 

If ought in my ability mayferve +. 

‘To lighten what thou fuffer’ft, and appeafe 
‘Thy mind with what amends is in my power, 
Though late, yet in fome part to recompenfe 
My rath, but more unfortunate mifdeed. 

Sam. Out, out hyzna; thefe are thy wonted 

arts, : 

And arts of every avoman falfe like thee 5 
To break all faith, all vows, deceive, betray, 
‘Then as repentant, to fubmit, befeech, 
And reconcilement move witli feign’d remorfe 5 
Confefs, and promife wonders in her change 3 
Not truly penitent, but chief to try ‘ 
Her hufband, how far urg’d his patience bears; 

j His virtue or weaknefs which way to affail : 
Then with more cautious and inftructed fkill 
Again tranfgreffes, and again fubmits; — 

That wifeit and beft men full oft beguil’d 

With goodnefs principled not to reject * 

The penitent, but ever to forgive, 

Are drawn to wear out miferable days, 

Intangled with a pois’nous bofom {nake, 

If not by quick deftru@ion foon cut off ‘ 

As I by thee, to ages an example. 
Dat, Yet hear me, Samfon, not that I 

‘To leffen or extenuate my offence, 

But that on the other fide if it be weigh’d 

By’ itfelf, with aggravations not furcharg’ 

Or elfe with jut allowance counterpois’d, 

I may if poffible thy pardon find 

‘The caficr tow'rds me, of thy hatred lefs. 

Firlt granting, as I do, it was a weaknefs 

In me, but incident to all our fex, 

Curiofity, inquifitive, importune 

Of fecrets, then with like infirmity 

To publifh them, both common female faults 3° 

Was it not weaknefs alfo to make knowa  , 

For importunity, that is for nought, 

Wherein confitied afl thy ftrength and fafety ? 

To what I did thou fhewd’ft me firft the way. 

But I to enemies reveal’d, and fhould not : 

Nor fhould'ft thou have trufted that to woman’s 

frailty + as . 

F’er I to thee, thou to thyfelf waft ervel. 

Let weaknefs then with weaknefs come: to parle 

So near related or the fame of kind ; 

‘Thine forgive mine, that men may cenfur¢ thine 

Lhe gentler, if feverely thou exact not 

More ftrength from me than in thyfelf was found, 

And what if love, which thou interpret’ hate, 

The jealoufy of love, powerful of fway 

In human hearts, nor Iefs in mind tow'rds thee, 

Caus’d what i did? 1 faw thee mutable [me 

‘Of fancy, fear'd left one day thou wouldft leave 

As her at Timna, fought by all means therefore 

How to indear, and hold thee to me firmeft : 

No better way I faw than by’ importuning 

To learn thy fecrets, get inte my power 

The key of ftrength and fafety : thou wilt fay, 

Why then reveal’d ? 1 was affur'd by thole 
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tempted me that nothing was defign’d 
Trikes. but fife cutodyPand hdl: 
That made for me ; | knew that liberty 
‘Would draw thee forth to perilons enterprifes, 
While I at home fat full of cares and fears, ~~ 
Wailing thy"abfence in my widow'd bed ; 
Here 1 fhould {till enjoy thee day and night 
Miae and love's prifoner, not the Philiftines, 
Whole to myfelf, unhazarded abroud, ; 
Fearlefs at home of partners in my love. 
‘Chefe reafons in love's law have pait for good, 
‘Though fond and reafonlels to fome perhaps ; 
And love hath oft, well meaning, wrought nmch 
Yet always pity or pardon hath obtain’d. [woe, 
Ee not unlike all others, not auftere 
As thou art ftrong, inflexible as ftecl. 
If thou in ftrength all mortals doft exceed, 
tn urcompaffionate anger do not fo. 
iSam. How cunningly the forcerefs difplays 
‘Her own tran‘greflions, to upbraid me mine ; 
That mahce not repentatice brought thee hither, 
By this uppears : 1 gave, thou fay’it, th’ example, 
T led the way ; bitter reproach, but true ; 
T to my/felf was falfe e’cr thou to me 3 
Such pardon therefore as I pive my folly, 
Take to thy wicked deed ;‘which when thou feeft 
Impartial, fell-fevere, inexorable, 
‘Thou wilt renounce thy feeking, and much rather 
. Confefs ic feign’d : weuknets is: thy excule, 
And I believe it, weaknefs torefift 
Phiiftian gold: if weaknefé may excufe, 
Whar murderer, what traitor, parricide, 
Inceftuaus, facrilegious, but may plead it? 
All wickednets is weakuefs : that piea therefore 
‘With God or man will gain thee no remiliion. 
Bur love conftrain’d thee j call it furious rage 
To fatisfy-thy luft: love feeks to have love ; 
My love how could’ft' thou hope, who took’it the 
To raife im me istexpiable hate, [way 
> Knowing, as netds T'muft, by thee betray’d? 
In vain thou ftriv’ft to cover fhume with fame, 
Or by evafions thy crime uncover’it more. 
‘ Dat. Since thou determin’ weaknefs for no 
lea 
In ee ot woman, thoygh to thy own condemning, 
Hear what affaults I had, what fnares befides, 
What fieges girt me round, c’er I confented 5 
Which might have aw’d the belt refolv’d of men, 
‘The conftanteft, to have yielied without blame, 
It was not gold, as to my charge thou lay'ft, 
‘That wrought with me: thou know’lt the ma- 
giltrates 
And princes of my country came in perfon, 
Solicited, commanded, threaten’d, urg’d. 
Adjur'd by all the bonds of civil duty 
‘And of religion, prefs'd how juft it was, 
How honourshle, haw: glorious to i: 
A.common enemy, who had deftroy'd 
Such numbers of our nation : and che pric 
Was not behind, Lut ever at my car, 
Preaching how metitorious witn the gods 
kt would be to inh an ivreligious 
Difhonourer of Dagon : what bac [ 
‘Yo oppole ezaint tach poweriul srguments ? 
Only wy love. of thee held leng cubate, 
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And combated in filence allthefe reafons 9 <7 

With hardconteit ; at length thet grounded maxim 

So rife and celcbrated in the mouths 2 

Of wifeft men, that to the public good 

Private refpects muft yield, with grave authority 

Took full poffeffion of me, and prevail’d ; 

Virtue, as I thought, truth, duty fo injoining. 
Sam. [thought where all thy circling wiles 

would end ; : 

In feign’d religion, fmooth hypocrify. 

But had thy love, {till odioufly pretended, 

Been, as it cught, fincerc, it would have taught thee 

Far other reafonings, brought forth other deeds. 

I before alk the daughters of my tribe 

And of my nation chofe thee from among 

My encmies, lov'd thee,.as too well thou knew’ft, 

Too well, unbofom’d all my fecrets ta thee, 

Not out of levity, but over-power’d 

By thy requeft, who could deny thee nothing 3 

Yet now am judg’d an enemy. Why then 

Didft thou at firft receive me for thy hufband, 

‘Phen, as fince then, thy country’s foe profefs'd 2 

Being once a wife, for me thou wait to leave 

Parents and country; nor was I their fubje&, 

Nor under their prote@tion, but my ewn 5 

‘Thou mine, not theirs ; if ought againft my life 

Thy country fought of thee, it fought unjuitly, 

aAgainil the law of nature, law of natiene, 

No more thy country, but an impious crew 

Of men confpiring to uphold their flate 

By worfe than holtile deeds, violating the ends 

Kor which our country is a name fo dear ; 





-Not therefore to be obey’d. But zeal mov’d thee 3) 


‘Yo pleafe thy gods thou didft it; gods unable 

‘Lo acquit themfelves and profecute their foes 

But by ungodly deeds, the contradiétion 

Of their own deity, gods cannot be 5 

Lela therefore to be pleus‘d, obey’d, or fear’d.- 

Thefe falfe pretexts and varnith’d colours failing, 

Bare in thy guilt how foul mutt thou appear ? 
Das. In argument with men a woman cver 

Goes by the worfe, whatever be her caute. 

Sam. For want of words no doubt, or lack of 

breath 5 

Wirnefs when I was worried with thy peals. 
Dax. 1 was a fool, too rath, and, quite miftaker 

In what I thought would have fucceeded beft, 

Let nie obtain forgiveness of thee, Samfon, 

Afford me place to fhew what recompenfe 

"Towards thee I intend for what 1 have mifdone, 

nided ; only what remains paft cure 

5 t too fenfibly, nor fill infift 

To affiid thy{clf in vain : though fight be loft, 

Life yet bath many folaces, enjoy'd 

Where other fenfes want not their delights 

A. home in feifurc and domettic eafe, 

Exempt from many a care and chance to which 

Eyeeiight expofes daily men abroad. 

I to the jords will intercede, not doubting 

‘tL tavourable ear, that I may fetch thee 

¥rem forth this loathfome prifon-houfe, to abide 

With me, where my redoubled love and care 

With nurfing diligence, to me gla@ office, 

May ever tend about thée to old age, 7 

Writ oll chings grateful cheer’d, and fo fupply*é 
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“et what by me 
mits. 
Sam. No, no, of my condition take no care 3 
It fits not ; thou and I long fince are twain: 
Ror think me fo unwary or aceurs’d, 
‘To bring my feet again into the fnare, R 
‘Where once I have been caught ; I know thy trains 
‘Though dearly to my coft, thy gins, and toils; 
"Thy fair inchanted cup, and warbling charms 
No more on me have power, their force is null’d, 
‘So much of adder’s wifdom I have learn’d 
‘To fence my ear againft thy forceries. 
Vin my flower of youth and ftrength, when all men 
Lov’d, honour'd, fear’d me,thou alone couldft hate 
me - 
‘Thy hufband, flight me, fell me and forego me ; 
How wouldit thou ufe me now, blind, and thereby 
Deceivable, in moft things as a child 3 
‘Helplets, thence eafily contemn’d, and fcorn’d, 
And lait tieglea&ted ? How wouldft thou infult, 
When T mutt live uxorious to thy will 
In perfect thraldom, how again betray me, 
Beuring ny words and doings to the lords 
‘Yo glofs upon, and cenfuring, frawn or {mile 2 
‘This jail I count the houfe of liberty 
‘Yo thine, whofe doors mf fect fhall never enter. 
Dat. Let me approach at leaft, and touch thy 
hand. iy 
Sam, Not for thy life, left fierce remembrance 
My fudden rage to tear thee joint by joint. [wake 
-At diftance I forgive thee, yo with that; 
Bewail thy falfhood, aud the pious works 
At hath brought forth to make thee memorable 
Among illuftrious women, faithful wives : 
Cherifh thy haften’d widowhood with the gold 
Of matrimonial treafon : fo farewel. 
Dax. 1 fee thoa-art implacable, more deaf 
To prayers than winds and feas, yet winds to feas 
\. Are reconci’d at length, and fea to fhore : 
hy anger, unappeafable, ftill rages, 
Eternal tempett never to be calm’d. 
Why do I bunible thus myfelf, and fuing 
Yor peace, reap nothing but repulfe and hate ? 
Bid go with evil omen and the brand 
Of infamy upon my name denoune’d ? 
“To mix with thy concernents | defift 
Henceforth, nor too much difapprove my own, 
Fame if not Uouble fac’d is double mouth’d, 
and with contrary blaft proclaims moft deeds ; 
On both his wings, one black, the ocher white, 
Bears greateft names in his wild airy flight. 
My namie perhaps among the circumcis’d 
in Dan, in Judah, and the bordering tribes, 
‘l'o all pofterity may ftand defam’d, 
With maledi&ion mention’d, and the blot 
Of falfchood moft unconjugal traduc’d. 
But in my country where I moft defire, 
In Ecron, Gaza, Afdod, and in Gath, 
LJ fhall be nam’d among the famonfeft 
Of women, fung at folemn feftivals, 
_ Living and dead recorded, who to fave 
Her courfry from a fierce deftroyer, chofe 
Above the faith of wedlock-bands, my tomb 
With odours vifited and annual flowers; 


amet I¢is renown’d than in Mount Ephraim 


thou halt lolt- thou deal thalt 
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Jacl, who with inhofpitable 


Smote Sifera Aleeping throu thé temple nail’d. 
Nor hall Lcount'it hainousta-engoy 


The public marks of hondur and rewatd.,’ 
Conferr’d upon me for the piety % 











Which to my country I was judg'd to have thew: a 


At this who ever envies or repines, 
L leave him to his lot, and like my own. 

Cuor. She’s gone, a manifest ferpent by her fing 
Difcover’d in the end, till now conceal’d, 

Sam. So let her go ; God fent her to debafe, me, 
And aggravate my folly, who committed 
To fach a viper his moft facred truft 
Of fecrecy, my fafety, and my life. 

Cuox. Yct beauty, though injurious, ‘hath 

ftrange power, = 
After offence returning, to regain 
Love once poffefs’d, nor-can be eafily 
Repulsd, without much inward pafiton felt 
And fecret {ting of amorous remorfe. 2 

‘Sam. Love-quarrels oft in pleafing concord end, 
Not wedlock-treachery indang’ring life. 

Curor. It is not virtue, wifdom, valour, wit, 
Strength, -comelinefs of fhape, or ampleft merit, 
That woman's love can win or long inherit ; 

But what it is, hard is to fay, eS 
Harder to hit, 

(Which way foever men refer it) 
Much like thy riddle, Samfon, in on 
Or Jev’n, though one fhould ranting a 

If any of thefe, or all, the Ti 
Had not fo foon preferr’d ms 
“hy paranymph, worthlefs to thee compar’d, 
Succeffor in thy bed, . 

Nor koth fo loofly difally’d 

Their nuptials, nor this laft fo treacheroufly 
Had fhorn the fatal harveft of thy head, 

Is it for that fuch outward ornament 

Was lavith'd on their fex, that inward gifts 
Were left for hafte unfinith'd, judgment feant, 
Capacity not sais’d to apprehend 

Or value what is beft 

in choice, but ofteft to affect the wrong ? 
Or was tuo much of felf-love mix’d, 

Of conftancy no rect infix’d;, 

“Yhat either they love notbing, or not long ? 

Whate’er it be, to wifeft men and beft 
Seeming at firft all heav’nly under virgin veil, 
soft; modeft, meck, demure, 

Once join’d, the contrary fhe proves, a thorn 
fnteftine, far within defentive arms 

A cleaving miifchief, in his way to virtue 
i.dverfe and turbulent, or by her charms 
Uraws him awry inilav’d 

With dotage, and his fenfe deprav’d 

Vo folly and fhameful deeds which ruin ends. 
What ‘pilot fo expert but needs muft wreck 
{mbark’d with fuch a ftcers-mate at the heim ? 

Favdbr'd of Heav’n, who finds 

Onc virtuous rarely found, 

‘Chat in domeftic good combines : 

Happy that houfe! his way to peace 1s fmooth = 
But virtue, which breaks through all oppofition, 
And all temptation can remove, 

Moft fhines and moft is acceptable above, 
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Therefore God? univerfal law 

Gave to the man defpotic power 

Over his female in due awe, 

‘Nor from that right to part an hour, 

Smile fhe or Jour; : 

So fhall he leaft confuffon draw 

‘On his whole life, not fway’d 

By female ufurpation, or difmay'd, 

- But had we belt retire, [ fee a form 2? 
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Norn the houfe with chamber ambufhes.  — 
Clofe-banded durft attack me, po not fleepine, 
“Lili they bad hir'd.a woman with their gold, - 
Breaking her marriage faith to circumvent me. 
Therefore without feign’d shifts let be affign’d + 
Some narrow, place inclos’d, where fight muy give 
thee, © 
Or rather flight, no great advantage on me; 
‘hen put on all thy gorgeous arms, thy helmet 


Sam, Fair days have oft contraéied wind and | And brigandine of brafs, thy broad habergeon, 


rain. 

Cuor.’ But this another kind of tempeft brings, 

Sam. Be lefs abftrufe ; my riddling days are pait. 

Cuor, Look now for no inchanting voice, nor 

fear 
The bait of honied words; a rougher tongue 
Draws hitherward ; I know him by his ftride, 
‘The giant Harapha of Gath ; his look 
Haughty asiis his pite high-built dad proud. 
Comes he im peace { what wind hath blown him 
1 lefs conjeGture than when ‘firft 1 faw [hither 
‘The fumptuous Dalilah floting this way : 
His habit carries peacé, his brow defiance. 

Sav. Or pedce or not, alike to me he comes. 

Cnor. His fraught we foon' {hall know ;he now 

arrives, 

Han. I come not, Samfon, tocondole thy chance, 
As thefe perhaps, yet with it had not been, 
Though for no friendly intent. Jam of Gath, 
Men call me Harapha, of flock renown'd 
a\s Og or Anak and the Emmims old 
‘Vhat Kiriathaim held; thou know’ft me now 
Jf thou at all art known, “Much 4 have heard 
Of thy prodigious might and feats perform’d * 
Incredible to me, in this diipleas’d, . 

‘That I was never prefent on the place 

Of thofe encounters, where we might have try’d 

Each other’s force in camp or lifted field ; 

And now am come to fee of whom fuch noife 
Hath walk’d about, and each limb to furvey, 

Uf thy appearance anfwer loud report. 

*, Sam, The.way to ‘know were not to fee but 

tafte. 

Har, Doft thou already fingle me? 1 thougke 
Gyves and the mill had tam’d thee. O that For- 
7 tune 
Had brought me tothe field, whcre thov art fam’d 
To have wrought fucl: wonders with an afs's jaw 5 
I fhould have fore’d thee foon with oth:r arms, 
Or left thy carcafe where the afs jay thrown : 

So had the glory of prowefs been recover’d 
‘To Paleftinc, won by a Philiftine, 
From the unforefkinn’d race, of whom thou bear’ft 
The higheft name for valiant acts; that honour 
Certain to have won by mortal ducl from thee, 
T lofe, prevented by thy eyes put cut, 
Sam. Boaft not of what thou would’ft have 
donc, but do 
‘What then thou would’ft, thou feeft it in ty hand. 

Har, To combat with a blisd man | dildain, 
And thou haft necd much wafting tobe touch’d. 

Sam. Such ufage as your honourable lords 
Afford me affa Tinated aud betray’d, 

Who durt not with their whole united powers 
Yn fight withftand me Gogle and urarm’d, 





Vaunt-brafsand greves;and gauntler,add thy fpear, 
A weaver’s beam, and feven-times-folded fhield ; 
T only with an oaken itaff will mect thee, 
And raife fuch outcries on thy clatter’d iron, 
Which long thall not withhold from me thy head, 
‘That in a little time while breath remains thée, 
‘Thou oft fhall with thyfelf at Gath to boait 
Again in fafety what thou would’ft have done 
To Samfon, but fhalt never fee Gath more. 

Har. ‘Thou durft not thus difparage glorious 

arms, 
Which greateft heroes have in battle worn, 
Their ornament and fafety, had not fpells 
And black inchantments, fome Magician’s art, 
«Arm’d thee or charm’d thee ftrong, which thou 
from Heav’n « : 

Feign’dft at thy birth was giv'n thee in thy hair, 
Where ftrength can leaft abide, though all thy hairs 
Were brifties rang’d like thofe that ridge the back 
Of chaf"ul wild boars, or ruffled porcupines. 

Sam. I kuow no fpells, ufe rio forbidden arts; 

My truft is in the living God, who gave me * 

At my nativity this Rrength, diffus’d 

No lefs through all my finews, joints and bones, 
Than thine, avhile | preferv'd thefe locks unfhorny 
‘The pledge of my unviclated vow. y 
For proof hereof, if Dagon be thy god, 

Go to his temple, invocate his aid 

With folemn’ft devotion, {pread before him 
How highly it concerns his glory now 

‘To fruftrate and diffolve thefe magic fpells, 
Which I to be the power of Ifracl’s God 
Avow, and challenge Dagon to the teft, | 
Offering to combat thee his champion bold, 
With th’ utmoft of his godhead feconded : 
‘Then thou shalt fee, or rather to thy forrow 
Soon feel, whofe God is {trongeft, thine or mine. 

Han. Prefume not on thy God, whate’er he be 
Thee he regards not, owns not, hath cut off 
Quite from his people, and deliver’d-up 
Into thy enemy’s hand, permitted them 
‘To put out beth thine eyes, and fetter’d fend thee 
Into the common prifon, there to-grind 
Among the flaves and affes thy comrades, 

As good for nothing elf, no'better fervice 
With thofe thy boift’rous locks, no worthy match 
For valour to affail, nor by the fword 

Of noble warrior, fo to ftain his honour, 

But by the barber’s razor belt fubdued. 

Sam. All thefe indignities, for fuch they are 
From thine, thefe evils I deferve, and more, 
Acknowledge them from God inflicted-gn me 
Juitly, yet defpair not of bis final pardon, 
Whole car is ever open, and his eye 

| Gracicus to re-adinit the fuppliant ; 
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Ra confidence whercof I once again _ 

Defy thec to the tgial of mortal fight, 

By combat to decide whofe god is God, 

Thive, or whom | with Ifrael’s fons adore. 

- Hak. Fair honour that thou doft thy God, in 
trufting 

He will accept thee to gefend his caufe, 

A murderer, a revglter, cand a robber. 

Sam. Tongue-donghty. Giant, how doft thou 

prove methefe? 

Har. is not thy nation fubject to our lords? 
Their magiftrates confefs’d it, when they took thee 
Asa league-breaker and deliver’d bound 
Into our hands; for hadft thou not committed 
Notorious murder on thofe thirty men 
At Afcalon, who never did thee"harm, 

"Then like a robber ftripp’dft them of their robes? 
The Philiftines, when thou hadft broke the league, 
‘Went up with armed powers thee only feeking, 
‘To others did'no violence, nor fpoil. 

Sam, Among the daughters of the Philiftincs 

I chofe a-wife, which argued me no foe ; 

And in your city held my nuptial feaft + 

But your ill-meaning politician lords, 

Under pretence of bridal friends and guefts, 
Appointed to await me thisty fpies, 

‘Who, threat’ning crucl death Jconftrain’d the bride 
‘To wring from me, and tell to them my fecret, 
"Phat folv'd the-riddte which I had propos'd. 
‘When I perceiv'd all fet on enmity, 

As on my encmics, wherever chanc’d, 

1 us'd hoflility, and took their fpoil 

To pay my underminers in their coin; 

‘My nation was fubjected to your lords. 

It was the force of conqueft ; force with force 

Is well ejeéted when the conquer’d can. 

But I a private perfon, whom my country 

‘As a league-breaker gave up bound, prefum’d 
Single rebellion, and did hoftile ats, 

* w I was nio private, but a perfor rais’d 
‘With Strength fufficient andcommandfrom Heav'n, 
‘Yo free my country ; if their fervile minds 
Me their deliverer feut would not receive, 
But to their mafters gave me up for nought, 
‘Th’ unworthicr they; whence to this day they 
1 was to do my part from Heav'n affign’d, [ferve. 
And had perform’ it, if my known offence 
Had not gifabled me, not %il your force : 
‘Thefe fhifte refuted, anfwer thy appellant, 
‘Though by his blindnefs maim’d for high attempts, 
‘Who now defies thee thrice to fingle fight, 
As a petty enterprife of finall enforce. 
Hak. With thee a man condemn’d, a flave ine 
roll'd, 

Due by the law to capital punifhment ; 

‘Yo fight with thee no man of arms will deign. 

Sam, Cam’ft thou for this, vain boafter, to fur- 

vey me, 
To defcant on my ftrength, and give thy verdi@ ? 
Come nearer, part not hence fo tight inform’d ; 
But take good heed my hand furvey not thee. 

Hag, O Baal-zebub! can my cars uous’d 
Hear thefe difhonours, and not render death ? 

Sam. No man withholds thee, nothing from 

thy hapd : 
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Fear | incurable; bring up thy vat 5 
My heels are fetter’d, but my fift is free. 

Har. This infolence other kind of anfwer fits. 

Sam. Go baffled coward, left I ran upon thee 
Though in thefe chains, bulk without fpirit vaft, 
‘And with one buffet lay thy ftrétute low, 

Or fwing thee in the air, then dafh thee down 
To th’ hazard of thy brains and thatter’d fides. 

Har. By Aftaroth, e’er long thou fhalt lament 
Thefe bravcries in irons loaden on thee. . 

Cuor. His Giantthip is gone fomewhat creft- 

fall'n, : 
Stalking with léfé unconfcionable ftrides, 
‘And lower looks, but in a fultry chafe. 

Sam. I dread him not, nor ail his glant-brood, 
‘Though Fame divulge him father of five fons, 
All of gigantic fize, Goliath chief. 

Cuor. He will dire@ly to the lords, I fear, 
‘And with malicious counfel ftir them up 
Some way or other yet further to affiiét thee 

Sam. He mutt allege fome caufe, and offer’d 

fight 
Will ae dare mention, teft a queftion rife 
Whether he durft accept th’ offer or not; > 
And that he durft not, plain etough appear’d. 
| Much more affliction than already elt 
They cannot well impofe, nor 1 fuftain, © 
If they intend advantage of my labours, 
‘The work of many hands, which earns my keeping 
With no fmall profit daily'‘to my owners. ries 
But come what will, my deadlieft fee will prove 
My Speedieft friend, by death to rid me hence, | 
‘The worft that he can give, to me the beft. 
Yet fo it may fall out, becaufe their end 
Is hate, not help to me, it may with mine 
Draw their own ruin who attempt the deed. 

Cuor. O how comely it is, and how reviving 

To the-{pirits of juft men long opprefe'd, 
When God into-the hands of their deliverer 
Puts invincible might 

To quell the mighty of the earth, th’ oppreffory” 
"Che brute and boift’rous force of violent men 
Hardy and induftrious to fupport 
‘Tyrapnic power, but raging to purfue 
"The righteous and all fach as honour truth 5 
He all their ammunition 
And feats of war defeats, 

With plain heroic magnitude of mind 
And celeftial vigour arm’d, 

‘Their armories and magazines contemns, 
Renders them ufelefs, while, 

With winged expedition, 

Swift as the lightning glance he executes 
His errand on the wicked, who furpris’d 
Lofe their defence diftra@ted and amaz’d. 
But patience is more oft the exereife 
Of faints, the trial of their fortitude, 
Making them eath his own deliverer, 
And. victor over all 

‘That Tyramy or Fortune can infliét. 
Either of thede is in thy lot, 

Samfon, with might indued 

‘Above the fons of men ; but fight bereav'd 
May chance to number thee with thofe - 
Whom patience finally muft crown, 
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‘This idol’s day hath been to thee no day of reft, 
Labouring thy mind R 
More than the working day thy hands, 
And yet perhaps more trouble is behind, 
For I defcry this way 
Some other tending, in his hand 
A fceptre or quaint ftaff he bears, 
Comes on afnain, {peed in his look, 
By his habit | difcern him now 
‘A public officer, and now. at hand. 
His meffage will be fhort and voluble. 
Or. Hebrews, the prif’ner Samfon here ¥ feck. 
Cuor. His manacles remark him, there he fits. 
Or. Samfon, to thee our lords thus bid me fay ; 
‘This day to Dagon is a folemn feaft, 
With facrifices, triumph, pomp, and games; 
Thy ftrength they know furpafling human rate, 
And now foie public proof thereof require 
‘To honour this great feaft, and great aflembly ; 
Rife therefore with all fpeed and come along, 
‘Where ! will fee thee hearten'd and frefh clad 
‘To appear as fits before th’ illuftrious lords, 
» Sam. Thou know’ft I am an Hebrew, there- 
fore tell them 
Our law forbids at their religious rites 
My prefence s for that caufe I cannot come. 
Or. This anfwer, be affur’d will not content 
them. 
Sam. Have they not fword-players, and every 
fort 
Of gymnic artifts, wreftlers, riders, runners, 
Jugiers and dancers, antics, mummers, mimics, 
But they mutt pick me out with fhackles tir’d, 
And over-labour’d at their public mill 
‘To make them {port with blind activity ? 
Do they not feek occafion of new quarrels 
On my refufal to diftrefs me more, 
Or make a game of my calamities ? 
Return the way thou cam’ft ; I will not come. 
om Or. Regard thyfelf ; this will offend them highly. 
‘Sam. Myfelf? my confcience and internal peace. 
Can they think me fo broken, fo dcbas’d 
‘With corporal fervitude, that my mind ever 
Will condefcend to fuich abfurd commands ; 
Although their drudge, to be their fool or jefter, 
And in my mid&t of forrow and heart-griei 
To thew them feats, and play before their god, 
‘The wort of all indigninities, yet on me 
Join'd with extreme contempt? J will not come. 
Or. Mip meffage was impos’d on me with 
Brooks no delay : is this thy refolution? —_[fpeed, 
Sam. So take it with what fpeed thy meflage 
needs, 
Or.1 am forry what this floutnefs wil] produce. 
dam. Perhaps thou fhalt have caufe to forrow 
‘ indeed. 
Cxox. Confider, Samfon, gmatters now are 
ftrain’d 
Up to the height, whether to hold or break ; 
He’s gone, and who knows how he may report 
‘Thy words, by adding fuel to the flame ? 
Expe@ ancther meflage more imperious, 
Mote lordly thund’ring than thou well wilt bear. 
Sam. Shell I abule this confecrated gift 
OF ftrength, again returning with my hair 
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After my great tranfgreffion, fo requite 
Favour renew'd, and add a greater fin 
By proftituting holy things to idols ; ? 
A Nazarite in place abominable, . 
Vaunting my ftrength in honour to their Dagon ? 
Befides, how vile, contemptible, ridiculous, 
What act more execrably unclean, profane ? 
Cuor. Yet with this ftrength thou ferv'ft the 
Idolatrous, uncircumcit’d, unclean, [Philiftines, 
Sam. Not in their idol-worthip, but by labour 
Honeft and lawful to deferve my food 
OF thofe who have me in their civil power, 
Cuor. Where the heart joins not, outward as 
defile not. 
Sam. Where outward force conftrains, the fens 
tence holds; 
But who conitrains me to the temple of Dagon, 
Not dragging ? the Philiftian lords command. 
Commands are no conftraints. If I obey them, 
I do it freely, vent ring to difpleafe 
God for the fear of man, and man prefer, 
Sct God behind: which in his jealoufy 
Shall never unrepented, find forgivenels. 
Yet that he may difpeofe with me or thee 
Prefent in temples at idolatrous rites 
For fome important ciufe, thou need’{t not doubt. 
Cuor. How thou wilt here come off furmounts 
my reach, 
Sam. Be of good courage; I begin to feel 
Some ronfing motions in me, which difpofe 
‘To fomething extraordinary my thoughts. 
1 with this meffeuger will go along, 
Nothing to do, be fure, that may difhonowr 
Our law, or ftain my vow of Nazarite. 
If there be ought of prefage in the mind, 
“This day will be remarkable in my Jife 
By fome great a&, or of my days the laft. 
Cuor. In time thou haft refolv'’d ; the man re~ 
turns. 
Or. Samfon, this fecond meffage from our fords® 
To thee f am bid fay. Art thou our flave, 
Our captive, at the public mill our drudge, 
Ang dar’ft thou at our fending and command 
Difpute thy coming ? come without delay ; 
Or we fhalt find fuch engines to affail 
ind hamper thee, as thou fhalt come of force, 
Though thou wert firmiier faften d than a rock, 
Sam. I could be well content to try“their art, 
Which to no few of them would prove pernicious. 
Yet knowing their advantages too many, 
Becanfe they fhall not trail me through their freets 
Like a wild beaft, I] am content to go. . ‘. 
Matcers’ commands come with a power refiftlefs 
‘Lo fuch as owe them abfolute fubjection 5 
And for a life who will not change his purpefe ? 
{So mutable are all the ways of men) 
Yet this be fure, in nothing to con\ply 
Scandalous, or forbidden in our law, 
Or. 1 praife thy refolution : doff thefe links ; 
By this compliance thou wilt win. the lords, 
To favour, and perhaps to fet thee free, _ 1 
Sam. Brethren farewel; your company Nong 
I will not wifh, left it perhaps offend them =. 
‘Yo fee me girt with friends; and how the fight 
OF me as of 3 common enemy, 
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E dreaded once, may now exafperate them, 

* J know not: lords are lordlieft in their wine; 
And the well-feafted prieft then fooneft fir’d 
‘With zeal, if ought religion feem concerned 5 

“No lefs the people on their holy-days 

Impetuons, infolent, unquenchable 

Happen what may, of me expect te hear 

Nothing difhonourable, impure, unworthy 

Our God, our law, my nation, or myfelf, 

‘The laft of me or no I cannot warrant. 

Cuor. Go, and the Holy One 

OF Ifrael be thy guide 

To what may ferve his glory beft, and fptead his 

Great among the Heathen round 5 [name 

Send thce the angel of thy birth, to ftand 

Fat by thy fide, who from thy father’s field 

Rode up in flames, after his meffage told 

Of thy conception, and be now a fhield 

Of fire ; that Spirit that firft rufh'd on thee 

An the camp of Dan 

Be efficacious in thee now at need, 

For never was from Heav'n imparted 

Meafure of ftrength fo great to mortal feed, 

As in thy’ wondrous actions hath been {cen. 

But wherefore comes old Manoah in fuch hafte, 

With youthful fteps ? much livelier than ¢’er while 

He feems ; fuppofing here to find his for, 

Or of him bringing to us fome glad news ? 

May. Peace with you, brethren; my induce- 
ment hither 

‘Was not at prefent here to find my fon, 

By order of the lords new parted hence 

‘To come and play before them at their feaft. 

I heard all as. came $ the city rings, 

And numbers thither flock; I had no will, 

Left I fhould fee him fore’d to things unfeemtly. 

But that which mov'd my coming now was chiefly 

‘To give ye part with me what hope I have 

With good fuccefs to work his liberty. 

Cnor. ‘That hope would much rejoice us to 
partake 

With thee: fay, reverend Sire; we thirft to hear. 

Man. IJ have attempted one by one the Lords 

Either at home or through the high ftreet pafling, 

‘With fapplication prone, and father’s tears, 

‘To accept of ranfon for my fon, their pris’ncr. 

Some much averfe I found, and wondrous harfh, 

Contemptuous, proud, fet on revenge and spite ; 

‘That part moft reverene’d Dagor and his pricf ; 

Others more moderate fecming, but their aim 

Private reward, for which both God and ftate 

‘They cafily would fet to fale: a third, 

More generous far and civil, who confefs’d 

‘They had enough reveng’d, having reduc’d 

"heir foe to mifery beneath theix fears, 

‘The reft was magnanimity to remit, 

Jf fome convenient ranfon were propos’d. 

‘What noife or fhout was that? it tore the tky. 

Curor. Doubtlefs the people fhouting to behold 

Their once great dread, captive and blind before 

them, 

Or asfome proof of ftrength before them hewn, 
fan. His ranfor, if my whole inheritance 

May compafs it, thall willingly be paid 

ad numbed down ; aiuch rather I Mall choofe 


* 
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To live the pooreft in my tribe, than riche, 
And he in that calamitous prifon left. 
No, | am fix'd not to part hence without him, 
For his redemption all my patrimony, 
If need be, I am ready to forego: 
And quit: not wanting him, I fhall want nothing. 
Cuonr, Fathers are wont to lay up for their fons, 
Thou for thy fon are bent to lay out all: 
Sons wont to nurfe their parents in old age, 
Thou in old age car'ft how to nurfe thy fon, 
Made older than thy age through eye-fight loft, 
Man. It fhall be my delight to tend his ages, , 
And view him fitting in the houfe, ennobled. 
With all thofe high exploits by him achiev'd, 
And on his fhoulders waving down thole locks, . 
That of a nation arm’d the ftrength contain'd 
And I perfuade me God had not permitted 
His ftrength again to.grow up with-his hair” 
Garrifon’d round about him like a camp, 
Of faithful foldiery, were not his purpofe 
To ufe him further yet in fome great fervice, 
Not to fit idle with fo great a gift 
Ulelefs, and thence ridiculous about him, 
And fince his ftrength with eye-fight was not loft, 
God will reftore him eye-fight to his ftrength, 
Cuor. Thy hopes are not ill founded, nor feem. 
Of his delivery, and the joy thereon "vain, 
Conceiv'’d, agreeable to a father’s love, 
In both which we, as next, participate, a 
Man. I know your friendly minds, and—O ; 
what noife! , ms 
Mercy of Heav’n, what hideous noife was that! 
Horribly loud, unlike the former fhout. - 
Cuor. Noife call you it, or univerfal groan, 
As if the whole inhabitation perith’d ! : 
Blood, death, and deathful deeds, are in that noife,, 
Ruin, deftruion at the utmoft point. . 
Man. Of ruin indeed, methought I heard the 
Oh it continues; they have flain my fon, (noife : 
Cuox. Thy fon is rather flaying them, thae - 
outcry 
From flaughter of one foe could not afcend, 
Man, Some difmal accident it needs mut bes 
What fhall we do, ftay here or run and fee? . -'"; 
Cuon, Beft keep together here, left running 
We unawares run inte Danger’s niopth, [thither 
“Yhis evil on the Philiftines is fall’n 5 
From whom could elfe a general cry be heard ? 
‘rhe sufferers then will fcarce moleft us here, 
From other hands we need not much to fear, 
What if his eye-fight (for to Ifrael’s God 
Nothing is hard) by miracle reftor’d, 
He now be dealing dole among his foes, 
And over heaps of flaughter’d walk his way ? 
Man, That were a joy prefumptuous to be 
thought. 
Cuor. Yet God hath wrought things as incre- 
For his people of old s what hinders now? (dible, 
Max. He can I know, but doubt to think he 
will; 
Yet hope would fain fubfcribe, and tempts belief. 
A little ftay will bring fome notice hither, 
Cuor. OF good or bad fo great, of bad the 
fooner ; 








} For evil nzws rides poft, while good news baits, *, 
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And to our with I {ee one hither fpeeding, 
An Hebrew, as 1 guefs, and of our tribe. 
..Mes. O whither thall I run, or which way fly 
‘The fight of this fo horrid fpedtacle, 
Which erft my eyes beheld, and yet behold ? 
For dire imagination ftill purfues me. 
But Providence or inftiné of nature fecms, 
Or reafon though difturb’d, and fcarce confulted,. 
‘To have guided me aright, | know not how, 
‘To thee firft reverend Manoah, and to thefe 
My countrymen, whom here { knew remaining, 
As at fome diftance from the place of horror, 
So in the fad event too much concern’d, 
Man. The accident was Joud, and here before 
thee 
‘With rueful cry, yet what it was we hear not; 
No preface nceds, thou fceft we long to know. 
Mes. It would burft forth, but I recover 
breath 
And fenfe diftradt, to know well what I utter. 
Man. Tell us the fum ; the circumftance defer. 
Mes. Gaza yet flands, but all her fons are 
fall'n, 
All in 3 moment overwhelm’d and fall’n. 
~ Man, Sad; but thou know’ft to Ifraclites not 
The defolation of a hottile city. {faddeft, 
Mrs. Feed on that firft, there may in grief be 
Man, Relate by whom, {furfeit. 
Mes. By Samfon, 
Man. That ftill leffens 
. The forrow, and converts it nigh to joy. 
Mes. Ah, Manoah, I refrain too fuddenly 
‘To utter what will come at laft too foon ; 
Left evil tidings with too rude irruption 
_ Hitting thy aged ear fhould pierce too deep. 
May. Sufpenfe in news is torture ; fpeak them 
out. 
Mes. Take then the worft in bricf; Samfon is 
dead. 
Man. The worft indeed, O all my hopes de- 
©  feated 
"To free him hence ! but Death, who fets all free, 
Hath paid his ranfome now, and full difcharge. 
What windy joy this day had I conceiv'd, 
Hopeful of his delivery, which now proves 
Abortive as the firft born bloom of Spring 
Nipt with the lagging rear of Winter’s froft ! 
Yet e’er I give the reins to grief, fay firft 
How dy'd Fi ? death to life is crown or fhame. 
+ All by him fell thou fay’ft ; by whom fell he ? 
What glorious hand gave Samfon his death’s 
wound ? 
Més. Unwounded of his enemies he fell. 
Max. Wearied with flaughter then, or how? 
Mts. By his own hands, [explain. 
Man. Self-violence ? what caufe 
Brought him fo foon at variance with him(elf, 
Among his foes? 
Mes, Inevitable caufe 4 
At ence both to deftroy and be deftroy'd ; 
‘The edifice, where all were met to {ee him, 
Upon their heads, and on his own he pull’d. 
Man. 0 laltly overftrong againft thyfelf ! 
A dreadful way thou took’st to thy revenge. [yet 
More than enough we know; but while things 





SAMSON AGONISTES, 


Are in confufion, give us, if thou eanft, 
Eye-witnefs of what firft or lait was done, 
Relation more particular and difting. 
Mes. Occafions drew me early to this city ; 
“nd as the gates I enter’d with funrifc, 
‘The morning trumpets feftival proclaim’d 
‘Through cach high ftrect ; little I had difpatch’d, 
When all abroad was rumour’d that this day. 
Samfon fhould be brought forth to thew the peg- 
ple . 4 . 
Proof of his mighty ftrength in feats and games, 
I forrow’d at his captive ftate, but minded. 
Not ta be abfent at that fpectacle. 
‘The building was a fpacious theatre, 
Half-round, on two main pillars vaulted high, 
With feats, where all the lords, and each degree . 
Of fort might fit in order to behald ; 
‘The other fide was open, where the thrang 
On banks and fcaffolds under ky might ftand ; 
Lamong thefe aloof obfenrely flood. 
The feaft and noon grew high. and facrifice 
Had fill'd their hearts with mirth, high cheer, 
and wine, 
When to their fports they turn’d. Immediately 
Was Samfon as a public fervant brought, 
In their ftate livery clad; before him pipes 
And timbrels, «n each fide went armed guards, 
Both horfe and foot, before him and behind 
Archess, and flingers, cataphiacts, and Spears, 
At fight of hinx the peeple with a fhout 
Rifted the air, clamouring their god with praife, 
Who had made their dreadful enemy their thrall. 
He patient, but undaunted where they led him, 
Came to the place and what was fet before him, 
Which without help of eye might be affay’d 
To heave, pull, draw or break, he ftil! perform'd 
All with incredible, tupendous force, 
None daring to appear antagonift. 
At length for intermiffion fake they Jed him 
Between the pillars, he his guide requefted 
(For fo from fuch as nearer ftood we heard) 
As overtir’d to let him Jean a while 
With both his arms on thofe two mafly pillars, 
That to the arched roof gave main fupport. 
He unfufpicious led him ; which. when Samfoa 
Felt in his arms, with head a while inclin’d, 
And eyes faft fix'd he ftood, as one who pray’d, 
Or fome greater matter in his mitid revplv’d : 
At Jaft with head ere& thus cry’d aloud, 
Hitherto, Lords, what your commands impos’d. 
1 have perform’d, as reafon was obeying, 
Not without wonder or delight beheid : 
Now of my own accord fuch other trial 
T mean to thew you of my ftrength, yet greater, 
As with amaze fhall ftrike all who behold. 
‘This utter’d, ftraining all his nerves he bow’d, 
As with the force of winds and waters pent, 
When mountains tremble, thofe two maify pillars, 
With horrible convulfions, to and fro 
He tugg’d, he fhook, till down they came, and 
Drew the whole roof after them, with bur of 
thunder, ee 
Upon the heads of all who fat beneaths 
Lords, ladies, captains, counfellers, or priefts, 
Their choice nobility, and flower, not only 


SAMSON AGONISTES, - 


Of this but eachPhilifcian city round, 
. Mec from all parts to fulemnize this feaft, 


. Sgmfon with thefe immix’d, inevitably: 


> 


Puli’'d down the fame deftru@ion on himfelf ; 

‘The vulgar only {cap’d who ftood without. 
Chor. O dearly-bought revenge, yet glorious! 

*Living or dying thou hatt full’ 

"The work for which thon waft foretold 

To Ifrael, and now ly" vidtorious 

Among thy flain, felf-kill'd, 

Not willingly, but tangled in the fold 

OF dire neceflity, whofe law in death conjoin'd 

Thee with thy flaughter’d foes in namber more 

‘Than all thy fife hath flain before. {fublime, 
1 Semicuor. While their hearts were: jocund, 

Deunk with idolatry, drunk with wine, [and 

And fat regorg’d of bulls and goats, 

Chaunting their idol, and preferring 

Before our living dread, who dwells 

In Silo, his bright fanctuary : 

Aniong them he a {p’rit of phrenzy fent, 

‘Who hurt their minds, 

And urg'd them on with mad defire 

‘To call-in hafte for their deftroyer ; 

‘hey only fet on {port and play 


* Unfweetingly importun’d 


Their own deftruction to come fpeedy upon them, 
So fond are mortal men 

Fall’n into wrath divine, 

As their own ruin on thenmifelves to invite, 
{nfenfate left, or to fenfe reprobate, 

And with blindnefs internal ftruck. 

2 Semicnor. But he, though blind of fight, 
Delpis’d, and thought extinguifh’d quite, 
With inward cyes illuminated, 

His fiery virtue rous'd 

From under afhes into fudden flame, 

And as an evening dragon came, 

Affailant on the perched roofts, 

And nefts in order rang’d 

OF tame villatic fowl ; but as an eagle 

His cloudlefs thunder bolted on their heads. 
So virtue givin for lot, 

Deprefe’d, and overthrown, as feem’d, 
Like that felf-begotten bird, 

in the Arabian woods imboft, 

“That no fecond knows nor third, 

And lay e’er while a holocauft, 

From out her afhy womb now teem’d, 
Revives, veflorifhes, then vigorous moft 
When moft unadtive deen’d, 

And though her body die, her fame furvives 
A fecular Sind ages of lives, 


bes ie 
Man. Gome, come,.no time for lamentation 
pow, = 
Nor much more caufe ; Samfon hath quit himfelf’ » 
Like Samfon, and heroicly hath finifh’d 
A life heroic ; on his enemies 
Fully reveng’d, hath left them years of mourning, 
And lamentation, to the Sons of Caphtor 
Through all Philiftian bounds, to ifrael 
Honour hath left, and freedom, let but them 
Find courage to lay hold on this occafion ; 
‘To’ himfelt and father’s houfe eternal fame, 
And which is beft and happieft yet, all this 
With God nat parted from him, as was fear’d, 
But favouring and affiftihg to the end, 
Nothing is hete for tears, nothing to wail 
Or knock the breaft, no weaknefs, no contempt, 
Difpraife or blame, nothing but well and fair, 
And what may quiet us in a death fo noble. 
Let us go find the body where it lies 
Sock’d in his enemies’ blood, and from the ftream 
With lavers pure, and cleanfing herbs wath off 
The clotted gore. I with what fpeed the while” 
(Gaza is not in plight to fay us nay) 
Will fend for all my kindred, ail my friends, 
To fetch him hence, and folemnly attend 
With filent obfequy, and funeral train, 
Home to his father’s houfe : there will I build him 
A ntonument, and plant it round with fhade 7 
OF laurel ever green, and branching palm, 
With all his trophies hung, and atts inroll’'d ° 
In copious legend, or fweet, lyric fong. a 
‘Thither thall all the valiant youth 
And from his memory inflame theif breafts 
To matchlefs valour, and adventures high > 
The virgins alfo fhall.on feaftful days 
Vifit his tomb with flow’rs, only bewailing 
His lot untortunate in npptial choice, 
From whence captivity and lofs of eyes. 
Caor. Ail is beft, though we oft doubt 
What th’ unfearchable difpofe 
Of higheft Wifdom brings about, 


.{ And ever beft found in the clofe. 


Oft he feems to hide his face, 

But unexpectedly returns, 

And to his faithful champion hath in place 
Bore witnefs glorioufly ; whence Gaza mourns, 
And all that band them to refift 

His uncontroulable intent; 

His fervants he with new aquift 

Of trne experience from this great event, 
With peace and confolation hath difmift, 

And calm of mind all paffions fpent. 
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COMUS. 











The ficit Scene difcovers a Wild Wood. 


The attendant spirit defcends or enters. 
Be rong the ftarry threfhold of Jove’s court, . 
My mantion is, where thofe immortal fha; 
Of bright aerial fpirits live infpher'd 
Ta regions mild of calm and ferene air, 
Above the fmoke and ftir of this dim fpot, 
Which men call Earth, and with low thoughted 


care 
Confin’d, and pefter’d in this pin-fold here, 
Strive to keep up a frail and fevcrifh being, 
‘Unmindful of the crown that virtue gives 
After this mortal change to her true fervants 
Amongtt the enthron’d gods on fainted feats. 
Yet fome there be that by due fteps afpire 
‘To lay their juft bands on that golden key 
‘That opes the palace of Eternity : 
‘To fuch my errand is; and but for fuch, 
Y would not foil thefe pure ambrofial weeds 
With the rank vapors of this fin-worn mouid. 
¢ But to my tafk. Neptune, befidesthe {way 
Of every falt-flood, and each ebbing ftream, 
‘Took in by lot ’twixt high and nether Jove 
Imperial rule-of all the fea-girt ifles, 
"fhat like to rich and various gems inlay 
‘The unadorned bofom of the Deep, 
‘Which he to grace his tributary gods 
By courfe commits to feveral government, 
And gives them leave to wear their faphir crowns, 
_ And wield their ligtle tridants : but this ile, 
‘The greatedk and the beft of all the main, - 
He quarters to his blue-hair’d deities ; 
And ali this track that fronts the falling fun 
A noble peer of mickle truft and power 
. Has in his charge, with temper’d awe to guide 
sAn old and haughty nation proud in arms: 
‘Where his fair offspring nurs'd in princely lore 
Are coming to attend their father’s fate, 
And new-cntrufted feeptre ; but their way 
Liesthrough the perplex'd paths of this drear wood 
| ‘The nodding horror of whofe thady brows 
: Threats the forlorn and wand’ring paffenger ; 
» and hergtheir tender age might fuffer peril. 


But that by quick command from fov'reign Jove . 

I was difpatch'd for their defence and guard 3 

And liften why, for I will tell you now 

What never yet was heard in tale or fong, > 

From old ar modern bard, in hall or bower, 

Bacchus, that firft from out the purple 

Cruph'd the {weet poifon of mif-ufed wine, 

After the Tufcan mariners transform’d, oid 

Coatting the 'Tyrrhene’s fhore, as the winds lifted, : 

On Circe’sifland fell ; (Who knows not Circe 

‘The daughter of the Sun ? whofe charmed cup 

Whoever tafted, loft his upright thape, 

And downward fell into a grovelling {wine} 

‘This nymph that gaz’d upon his cluitring locks, 

With ivy berries wreath’d, and his blythe youth,, 

Had by him, e’cr he parted thence, a fon 

Much like his father, but his mother more, 

Whom therefore fhe brought up, and Comtus 
nam'd, i 

Who ripe, and frolic of his full grown age, 

Roving the Celtic and Iberian ae 

At laft betakes him to this ominous wood, 

And in thick fhelter of black fhades imbower'd 

Excels his. mother at her mighty art, , 

Offering to every weary traveller 

His orient liquor in a cryftal glafs, 

To quench the drouth of Phoebus, which as they 
tafte, 

(For moft do tafte thro’ fond intemp’rate thirft) 

Soon as the potion works, their human count’« 
nance, i 

Th’ exprefs refemblance of the gods, is chang’d 

Into fome brutifh form of wolf,-or bear, 

Or ounce, or tiger, hog, or bearded goat, 

All other parts remaining as they were ; 

And they, fo perfect is their niifery, 

Not once perceive their foul disfigurement, 

But boaft themfelves more comely than before, 

And all their friends and native home forget, 

To roll with pleafure in a fenfual fly. 

‘Therefore, when any favour'd of high Jove 

Chances to pafs through this advent'rous glade, 


@ 


” nag os 


Swift as the fparkle of a glancing far 

I fhoot from Heav’n to give him fafe convoy, 
As now I do : but firft ¥ muft put off 

‘Thefe my fky robes, fpun out of Iris woof, 

And take the weeds and likenefs of a fwain, 
‘That to the fervice of this houfe belongs, 

‘Who with his foft pipe, and fmooth-dittied fong, 
‘Well knows to ftill the wild winds when they roar, 
And hufh the waving woods; nor of lefs faith, 
And in this office of his mountain watch, 
Likelieft, and neareft to the prefent aid 

Of this occafion. But f hear the tread 

Of hateful fteps. 1 muft be viewlefs now. 


Comus enters with a charming rod in one hand, bis 
glafs in the. other ; with bim a rout of monflers, 
beaded like fundry forts of wild beafls, but other= 
wife like men and women, their apparel glittering ; 
they come in makivg a riotous and, unruly noye, 
with torches in their bands. 


Com. The ftar that bids the fhepherd fold, 
Now the top of Heav’n doth hold, 
And the gilded ear of Day, 

His glowing axle doth allay 

In theSteep Atlantic ftream, 

And the flope fun his-upward beam 
Shoots againft the dutky pole, 
Pacing toward the other goal 

Of his chamber in the Eait, 
Meanwhile, welcome Joy and Feat, 
Midnight Shout and Revelry, 
‘Tipfy, Dance, and Jollity. 

Braid your locks with rofy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 
Rigour now is gane to bed, 

And Advice with fcrupulous head, 
Stri@ Age, and four feverity, 

‘With their grave faws in flumber lie, 
‘We that are of purer fire 

Imitate the ftarry quire, 

Poon their nightly watchful fpheres, 


fead in {wift round the months and years., 


\ "The founds and feas, with all their finny drove, 
. Nowto the moon in wavering morrice move; 


And on the tawny fands and fhelves 
‘Trip the pert fairies and the dapper elves. 
By dimpled brook and fountain brim, 
"The wood-nymphs deck’d with daifies trim, 
‘Their merry wakes and paftimcs keep : 
‘What hath night to do with fleep? 

Night hath better fweets to prove, 

Venus who wakes, and wakens Love. 
Come let us our rites begin, 

*Tis only day-light that makes fin, 
‘Which thefe dun fhades will ne’er report. 
Hail goddefs of nocturnal fport, 


“ Dark-veil’d Gotytto, t’ whom the fecret flame 


Of midnight-torches burns ; myfterious dame, 
‘That ne’er art call'd, but when the dragon womb 
Of Stygian darknefs {pits her thickeft gloom, 
“And makes one blot of all the air, 

Stay thy cloudy ebon chair. 

‘Wherein thou rid’it with Hecat’, and befriend 
Wsthy vow'd pricks, til} utmoft end 


coMus. 


Of all thy dues be done, and none left ont, 


| E’er the blabbing eaftern fcout, 


The nice morn on the Indian fteep 

From her cabin’d loophole peep, 

And to the tell-tale fun defery ~ 
Our conceal’d folemnity. f 
Come, knit hands, and beat the ground 

In a light fantaftic round, . 


The Meafure. 


Break off, break off, I feel the different pace 

OF fome chafte footing near about this ground. 

Run to your fhrouds, within thefe brakes and 
trees; 

Our number may affright : fome v'rgin fure 

(For fo I can diftinguith by mine art) 

Benighted in theie woods. Now to my charms, 

And to my wily trains, I fhall ¢’er long 

Be well ftock’d with as fair a herd as graz’d 

About my mother Circe. Thus I huri 

My dazzling fpells into the fpungy air, 

OF power to cheat the eye with blear illofion, 

And give it falfe prefentments, left the place 

And my quaint habits breed aftonifhment, 

And put the damfel to fufpicions flight, 

Which muft not be; for that’s againft my courfes 

J under fair pretence of friendly ends, 

And weil plac'd words of glozing courtefy, 

Baited with reafons not unplaufible, 

Wind me into the ealy hearted man, 

And hug him into fnares. When once her eye 

Hath met the virrue of this magic daft, 

I fhall appear fome harmlefs villazer, 

Whom thrift keeps up about his country gear. 

But here fhe comes; I fairly ftep afide, 

And hearken, if I may, her butinefs here. 


The Lavy enters. 


This way the noife was, if mine ear be true, 

My belt guide now ; methought it was the found 
Of riot and ili-managed merriment, 

Such as the jocund flute, or gamefome pipe 

Stirs up among the loofe unletter’d hinds, 

When for their teeming flocks, and granges full, 
In wanton dance they praife the bounteous Pan, 
And thank the God amifs, I fhould be loath 

To meet rudenefs, and fwill'd infolence 

Of fuch late waflailers ; yet oh whereelfe 

Shall I inform my unacquainted feet 

In the blind mazes of thistangled wood? 

My brothers, when they faw me wearied out 
With this long way, refolving here to lodge 
Under the Spreading favour of thefe pines, 

Stept, as they faid, to the next thicket fide 

To bring me berries, or fuch cooling fruit 

As the kind hofpitable woods provide. 

They left.me then, when the grey hooded Even, 
Dike « fad votarift in palmer's weed, 

Rofe from the hindmoft wheels of Phebus’ wain, 
But where they are, and why they came not back, 
Is now the labour of my thoaght ; ’tis likelieft 
They had engag’d their wand’ring fteps ‘go far, 
And cnvious darknefs, e’er they could retu:> 





GOMUS. 


“Fad flole them from me; elfe, O thievifh Night, { Who as they fung, would take the prifon’d fouty 
‘Why wouldit thou, but for fome felonious end, And lap it in Elyfium ; Scylla wept, 
in shy dark lantern thus clofe up the ftars, And chid her barking waves into attention, 
‘Phat Nature hung in Heav’n, and fill’d theie | And fell Charybdis murniur’d foft applaufe = 
“With everlatting oil, to give due light {lumps | Yetthey in pleafing fumber lull'd the fenfe, 
To the mified and lonely traveller? And in fweet madnefs robb’d it of itfelf ; 
‘This is the place, as well as [ may guefs, But fuch a facred and home-fele delight, © 
Whence even now the tumult of loud Mirth Such fober certainty of waking blifs, 
Was rife and perfect in my Kitning car 5 I never heard till now. I'll {peak to her, 5 
Yct nought but fingle darknefs do 1 find. ‘And fhe fhall be my queen. Hail foreign wonder}: 
‘What might this be? A thoufand fantafies Whom certain thefe rough fhades did never breedy 
Begin to throng inte my memory, . Unlefs the goddefs that in rural fhrine 
OF calling thapes, and beck'ning fhadows dire, | Dwell’ft here with Pan, or Sylvan, by bleft fong 
‘And airy tongues, that fyllable men’s names Forbidding every bleak unkindly fog 
On fands, and shores, and defert wildernefics. To touch the profp’rous growth of this tall wood, 
"Thefe thoughts may flarde well, but not aftound La. Nay, gentle thepherd, ill is loft that praife 
‘The virtuous mind, that ever walks attended 
By a ftrong fiding champion, Confcience— 


"That is addrefs'dto unattending ears 5 
Not any boatt of ficill, but extreme fhift 
© welcome pure-ey'd Faith, white-handed Hope, How to regain my fever’d company, 
‘Thou hovering Angel, girt with golden wings, Compell’d me to awake the courteous Echo 
And thou, unblemifh’d form of Chaftity ; 
fee ye vifibly, and now believe 


"Yo give me anfwer from her moffy couch, , 
Com. What chance, good Lady, hath bereft 
"Yhathe, the Supreme Good, t’ whom all things ill 
Are but as flavith officers of vengeance, 


you thus ? 
La. Dim darknefs and this leafy labyrinth, * 
Would fend a gliftring guardian, if necd were Com, Could that divide you from near-phherd. | 
‘To keep my life and honour unaffail’d. a 
‘Was I deceiv’d, or did a fable cloud 


ing guides? ai . 
La. They left me weary on a graffy turf. 

"furn forth her filver lining on the night ? 

I did not err ; there docs a fable bloud 

































Com. By falfehood, or difcourtefy, or why Pee 
La. To feek i? th’ valley fome cool friendly 
ye 


ri 
Turn forth her filver ling on the night, fpring. . . {Lad; 
And cafts a gleam over this tufted grove.’ Com. And left your fair fide all a asdel 
T cannot hallow to my brothers, but La. They were but twain, and purpte’d qui 
Such noife as Lean make to be heard fartheft return, : {thems 


Til venture ; for my new enliven'd fpivits 


Com. Perhaps foreftalling Night prevented 
Prompt me ; aud they perhaps are not far off. 


La. How ealy my misfortune isto hit! [need? 

Com. Imports their lofs, befides the prefent 

La. No lefs than if ¥ thould my brothers lofe. 

Com. Were they of manly prime, or youthfi 
bloom? 

La, As fmooth as Hebe’s their unrazor'd lips. 

Com. Two fuch I faw, what time the Jabour’d 

In his Joofe traces from the farrow came, {= 

And the fwinkt hedger at bis fupper fats 

I faw them urer a green mantling vine 

‘That crawls along the fide of yon fmall hill, 

Placking ripe cluiters from the tender fhootss 

"Their port was more than hurhan, as they ftood 4 

Itook it for a fatry vifion 

Of fome gay creatures of the element, 

‘That in the colours of the rainbow live, 

And play i’ th’ plighted clouds. I was awe-ftruck, 

And as 1 paft I worfhipt ; if thofe you feek, 

It were a journey like the path to Heav’o, 

To help you find them. 

La. Gentle Villager, - as 
‘What teadicft way would bring me to the place.? 
Com. Due weit it rifes from this fhrobby points 
La. To find out that, good fhepherd, I {uppofe, 


SONG, 


Swret Echo, fweeteft nymph, that liv’ft unfecn 
Within thy airy hell, 
By flow Meander’s margent green, 
And in the violet emhroider’d vale, 
Where the love-born nightingale 
Nightly to thee her fad fong mourneth well ; 
Cant thou not tell me of a gentle pair 
That likeft thy Narciffus arc'? 
O if thow have 
Hid them in fome flow'ry cave, 
"Fell me but where, 
Sweet queen of Parly, daughter of the Sphere, 
So may’ ft thou be tranflated to the fkies, 
And give refounding grace to all Heav’n’s har- 
monies, . 


Com, Can any mortal, mixture of earth's mould, 
Breathe {uch divine enchanting ravifhment? 
Sure fomething holy lodges in that breaft, 
And with thefe raptures inoves the vocal air 
To teftify his hidden refidence : 











How fweetly did they float upon the wings In fach a feant allowance of ftar-light, 

OF filence, through the empty vaulted night, Would over-tafk the beft tand-pilot’s art, 

At every fall fimoothing the raven down Without the fure guefs of well practis’d feet. 

Of darknefs till it fmil’d! 1 have oft heard Com. I know each lane, and every alley greeny - 
My wother Circe, with the Sirens three, Dingle, or bufhy dell of this wild wood, g 
Amidt fie flow’ry-kirtled Naiades ‘And every bofky bourn from fide to fide, 

Cully% their potent herbs, and balcful drugs, My daily walks and ancient neighbourhood 3 


‘an 


ne 
And if your ftray-attendence be yet lodg’d, 
Or fhroud within thefe limits, I fhall know 
F’er ‘morrow wake, or the low-roofted lark 
¥From her thatch’d pallat roufe ; if otherwife 
can conduct you, Lady, to a low 
But loyal cottage, where you may be fafe 
‘Vill further queft. : 
La. Shepherd, 1 take thy word, 
And truft thy honeft offet’d courtefy, 
Which oft is fooner found in lowly fheds 
With fmoky rafters, than in tap'ftry halls 
And courts of princes, where it firft was nam’d, 
And yet is moft pretended : in a place 
Lefs warranted than this, or lefs fecure, 
¥ cannot be, that I fhould fear to change it. 
Eye me, bleft Providence, and fquare my trial 
‘Tomy Proportion’d ftrength. Shepherd, lead on. 


- The two BROTHERS. 


E, Bro. Unmufile ye feint Stars, and thoa fair 
Moon, 

‘That wont'{t to love the traveller's benizon, 
Stoop thy pale vifage through an amber cloudy 
“And difinherit Chaos, that reigns here 
In double night of darknefs and of fhades ; 
Or if your influence be quite daram’d up 
With black ufurping mitts, fome gentle taper, 
"Though a rufh candle from the wicker hole 
Of fome clay abitation, vifit us 
‘With thy long levell’d rule of Streaming light, 
And thou fhalt be our far of Arcady, 
Or Tyrian Cynafure. 

Y. Bro. Or if our eyes 
Be barr'd that happinels, might we but hear 
The folded flocks penn’d in their wattled cutes, 
Or found of paft’ral reed with oaten ftops, 
Or whittle from the lodge, or village cock 
Count the night watches to his feathery dames, 
*"Twould be fome folace yet, fome little cheering 
Taethis clofe dungcon of innumerous boughs. 
But O that haplefs virgiu, our loft fifter, 
“Where may fhe wander now, whither betake her, 
From the chill dew, amongft rude burs and thiftles? 
Perbaps fome cold bank is her bolfter now, 
Or ’gainft the rugged bark of fome broad elm 
Leans her unpillow'd head fraught with fad fears. 
‘What if in wild amazement and affright, 
Or, while we fpeak, within'the diveful grafp 
Of favage hunger, or of favage heat ? 

E, Bro. Peace, Brother, be not over-exquifite 
"To caft the fafhion of uncertain evils : 
For grant they be fo, while they reft unknown, 
What need a man foreftall his date of gricf, 
‘And ren to meet what he would moft avoid ? 
Or if they be but falfe alarms of fear, 
How bitter is fuch felf-delufion ? 


. Ydo not think my fifter fo to feck, 
" Or fo unprincipled in Virtue’s book, 


And the fweet peace that goodnefs bofoms ever, 
‘As that the fingle want of light and noife 


- (Not being in danger, as I truft fhe is not) 


Could ftir the conftant mood of her calm thoughts, 
And put them into mifbecoming plight. 
Virtue could fee to do what Virtue would 





“cOMUS. 


By her own radiant light, though fun and riooh 
Were in the flat fea funk. And Wifdom’s telf 
Oft fecks to {weet retired Solitude, . 
Where with her beft nurfe Contemplation 
She plumes her feathers, and lets grow her wings, 
"That in the various buftle of refort 
Were all too ruffled, and fometimes impair’d. 
He that has light within his own clear breatt 
May fit i’ th’ centre, and enjoy bright day : 
But he that hides a dark foul, and foul thoughts, 
Benighted walks under the mid-day fun: * 
Himielf is his own dungeon. 
¥. Bro. “Tis moft true, 
‘Yhat mufing Meditation moft affcéts 
The penlive feerecy of defert cell, 
Far from the cheerful haunt of inen and herds, 
And fits as fafe az itt a fenate houfe ; 
For who would rob a hermit of his weeds, 
His few books, or his beads, or maple difh, 
Or do his grey hairs any violence ? 
But Beauty, like the fair Hefperian tree 
Laden with blooming gold, had need the guard 
Of dragon-watch, with uzinchanted eye, 
"Fo fave her bloffoms, and defend her fruit 
From the rafh hand of bold Incontinence. 
well fpread out the unfunn’d heaps 
fure by an outlaw’s den, 
And tell me it is fafe, as bid me hope 
Danger wiil wick on Opportunity, 
And fet a fingle helplefs maiden pafs 
Uninjur’d in this wild furrounding wafte. 
OF night or lonelinefs it recks me not 5 
I fear the dread events that dog them both, 
Left fome ill-grecting touch attempt the perfor 
Of our unowned fifter. 
F, Bro. I do not, Brother, 
Inter, as if 1 thouyht my fifter’s {tate 
Secure without all doubt, or controverfy + 
Yet where an equal poife of hope and fear 
Does arbitrate th’ event, my nature is 
"Vhat I incline to hope, rather than fear, 
And gladly banifh fquint Sufpicion. 
My fitter is not fo defencelets left 
AAs you imagine ; fhe has a hidden ftrength 
Which you remember not. 
Y. Bro. What hidden ftrength, 
Unlefs the firength of Heav’n, if you mean that t 
+O . 1 mean that too, but yet a hidden 
ftrength, 
Which if Hea¥'n gave it, may be term’d her own, 
"Tis Chaltity, my brother, Chattity : : 
She that has that, is clad in complete fteel, 
‘And like 2 quiver'd nymph with arrows keen 
May trace huge forcfts, and unharbour’d heathsy 
Infamous hills and fandy perilous wilds, 
‘Where through the facred rays of Chaftity, 
No favage fierce, bandite, or mountaineer 
‘Will dare to foil her virgin purity : 
Yea there,-where very defolation dwells, 
By grots, and caverns fhagg’d with horrid fhades, 
She may pafs on with unblench’d majefty, 
Be it not done in pride, or in prefumption 
Some fay no evil thing that walks by night, 
In fog or fire, by lake or moorifh fen, . LS 
Blue meager hag, or ftubborn ualaid gholt, 























comus 
Thag breaks his magic chains at curfeu time, 
No goblin, or fwart fairy of the mine 
: , Hath hurtful power o’er true virginity. 
Do ye believe me yet, or fhall 1 call 
Antiquity from the old {chools of Greece 
, To teftity the arms of Chaftity ? 
Hence fad the huntrefs Dian her dread bow, 
Fair filver-fhafted quec., for ever chafte, 
Wherewith fhe tam’d the brinded Hionefs 
And {potted mountain pard, but fet at nought 
‘The frivolous bolt of Cupid; gods and men 
Fear’d her ftera frown, and fhe was Qucen 0’ th’ 
Woods, 
‘What was that fnaky-headed Gorgon thield, 
‘Chat wife Minerva wore, unconquer’d virgin, 
Wherewith the freez’d her foes to congeal’d ftone, 
But rigid looks of chafte aufterity, 
And noble grace that dath'd brute violence 
With fudden adoration, and blank awe ? 
So dear to Heav'n is faintly Chaftity, 
‘Phat when a foul is found fincercly fo, 
A thoufand liveried angels lacky her, 
Driving far off each thing of fin and guilt, 
And in clear dream, and folemn vifion, 
‘Tell her of things that no grofs ear can hear, 
‘Till oft converfe with heav’nly habitants 
Begin to caft a beam on th’ outward fhape, 
‘rhe unpolluted temple of the mind, 
And turns it by degrees to the foul’s effence, 
‘Till all be made immortal: bat when Lut, 
By unchafte looks, Joofe geftures, and foul talk, 
But moft by leud and favith ad of fin, 
' Lets in Defilement to the inward parts, 
‘The foul grows clotted by contagion, 
Imbodies and imbrutes, till the quite tofe 
The divine property of her firft being. 
Such are thofe thick and gloomy fhacows damp, 
Of feen in charnel vaults and fepulchtes, 
, Ling’ring and fitting by a new-made grave, 
_ As louth to leave the body that it lov’d, 
And link’d itfelf by carnal fenfuality 
To a degenerate and degraded frate. 
Y. Bro, How charming is divine philofophy ? 
Not harth and crabbed, as dull fools fuppole, 
| But mofical as is Apollo’s lute. 
| And a perpetual feaft of ncétar’d fweets, 
Wherg no crude furfeit Teigns. 
E. Ero. Lift, lift, 1 hear 
Some far off hallow break the filent air, 
Y, Bro, Mcthought fo too; what fhould it be ? fave any 
E. Bro. For certain, To inveigle and invite th’ unwary fenfe 
Tither fome one like us night-founder’d here, | Of them that pafs unweeting by the way. 
Or elfe fome neighbour wood-man. or at wort, 
Some roving robber calling to his fellows. 
Y. Bro. Heav'n keep my lifter. Again, again 
and near 5 aa 
Beft draw’, and (tad wpon our guard. 
E, Bro, Ml hallow s 
If he be friendly, he comes well; if noe, 
Defence is a good caufe, und Leav'n be for us: 


again, 


delay'd ; 
The huddling brook to hear his madrigal, 
And fweeten'd every mufkrofe of the dale. 









I came not here on {uch a trivial toy 
As a ftray’d ewe, or to purfue the fealth . 
Of piifering wolf; not all the fleecy wealth 





‘To this my errand, and the carg it brought. 
But, O my virgin Lady, where is the? 
How chance fhe is not in your company ? 


briefly thew. 
(Though fo efteem’d by thallow ignorance) 


Story'd of old in high immortal verfe, 
Of dire chimeras and inchanted ifles, 


Within the navel of this hidéawy'wood, 
Immur’d in cyprefs thades a forcérer dwells, 
Of Bacchus and of Circe'born, great Comus, 
Deep fkill’d in all his mother’s witcheries, 
And here to every thirfty wanderer 
By fly enticement gives his baneful cup, 


And the inglorious likenels of a beaft 

Fixes initcad, unmoulding Reafon’s mintage 
Chara@er'd in the face; this have I learnt’ 
‘Tending my flocks hard by i? th’ hilly crofts 


night 
Like itabied wolves, or tigers at their prey, 


Doing abhorred rites to Hecate 
In their obfcured haunts of inmoft bowets, 


Had ta’en their fupper on the favory herb 


T fat me down to watch upon a bank 

With ivy canopied, and interwove 

| With fanting honey-fuckle, and began, 

i Wrapt inc pleating fit of melancholy, 

| Fo meditate my rural minftrelfy, 

‘Vill Fancy had her fill, but e’er a clofe 

“the wented roar was up amid’ the woods, 
And fill’d the air with barbarous diffonance A 





‘The attendent sprmir babited like a frepherd. 





ft 
‘hat hallp»y I fhould know ; what are you ? {peak 
me Fi too Near, you fali on iron flukes elfe, | “Vill an unufual fop of {adden fifence 


Kij 


Spi. I'll tell you; ’tis not vain or fabuloas; 


And rifted rocks whofe entrance leads to Hel; 
For fuch there be, but unbéliefis blind.!s:: 


He and his monftrous rout are heard to howl! 


Yet have they many baits, and guileful fpelly, 


‘This evening tate, by then the. chewing flocks 


Of knot-grafs dew-befprent, and were in fold; 


At which I ceav’d, and liften’d them a while; 


Spi, What voice is that ? my young Lord? fpeak 


¥. Buo. Obrother, ’tis my father’s fhepherd, fure, 
E. Bro. Thyriis? whofe artful ftrains have oft 


‘That doth enrich thefe downs, is worth a thought 


E. Bro. To tell thee fadly, Shepherd, without 
Or our neglect, we loft her as we came, {blame, 

Spr. Ay me unhappy! then my fears are erue, 

E. Bro, What fears good Thyrfis? Prytheg” 


What the fage poets, taught by th’ heav'nly Mofeg: 





With;many murmurs mix’d, whofe pleafing poifor 
The vifage quite transforms of him that drinks, « 


That brow this bottom glade, whence night by. 


How cam’it thou here, good Swain ? hath any, rany 
Slipt from the fold, or young kid loft his dam, 2” 
Or ftraggiing weather the pent flock forfook? - |; 
How couldf thou find this dark fequefter’d nook ? » 
Ser. O my lov'd mafter’s heir, and his next joy, * 


=“ 


Gv cefpite to the droufy flighted ficeds 
Yhat draw the litter of clofe-curtain’d Sleep 5 
At Jat a foft and folemn breathing found 
Rote like a ftream of rich diftill’d perfumes, 
And ftole upon the air, that even Silence 
‘Was took e’er the was ware, and with’d the might 
Deny her nature, and be never more 
Y Still to be fo difplac’d. 1 was all car, 
And took in ftrains that might create a foul 
‘Under the ribs of Death : but O c’er long 
‘Too well ! did perceive it was the voice 
Of my moft honour’d Lady, your dear fifter. 
‘Amaz’d I food, hasrow’d with grief and fear, 
And O poor haplefs nightingale thoaght I, 
How fweet thou fing’ft, how near the deadly fare! 
‘Then down the lawns I ran with headlong hafte, 
‘Through paths and turnings often trod by day, 
‘Till guided by mine ear 1 found the place, 
‘Where that damn’d wizard hid in fly difguife 
(For fo by certain figns ] knew) had met. 
Already, e'cr my beft fpeed could prevent, 
The aidlefs innocent Lady his with'd prey, 
Who gently afk’d if he had feen fuch two, 
Suppoiing him fome neighbour villager. 
Longer f durft not ftay, but foon I guefs’d 
Ye were the two fhe meant ; with that I fprung 
Into fwift flight, till } had found you here, 
But further know I not. 
¥. Bro, O night and fhaces, 
How are ye join’d with Hell in triple knot, 
Againit th’ unarmed weaknefs of one virgin 
Alone, and helplefs! Is this the confidence 
ou gave me Brother? 
E, Bro. Yes, and keep it fill 
Lean on it fafely ; not a period 
Shall be unfaid for me : againft the threats 
Of Malice or of Sorcery, or that power 
Which erring men call Chance ; ‘this I hold firm, 
Virtuc may be affail’d, but never hurt ; 
Surprig’d by unjutt force. but'not inthrall’d 
Yea even that which Mifchief meant moft harm, 
Snall in the happy trial prove moft glory ; 
Bur evil on itfelf thall back recoil, 
And mix no more with goodnefs, when at lait 
Gather'd like feum, and fettled to itfelf, 
It thall be in eternal reftlefs change, 
Self-fed, and felf-confumed : if this fail, 
‘The pillar'd firmament is rottennels, 
And earth's bafe-built on ftubble. But come, let’s 


on, 
Againft th’ oppofing will and arm of Heav'n 
“May never this juft fword be lifted up 5 
But for that damn’d Magician, let him be girt 
With all the gtifly legions that troop 
Under the footy flag of Alcheron, 
Harpies and Hydras, or all the menfirous forms 
°Twist Africa and Ind, Vl find him out, 
And force him toreftore bis purchafe back, 
Or drag him by the curls to a foul death, 
Cure’d as his life. 

Sri. Alas! good vent’rous Youth, 
I love thy courage yet, and bold emprile; 

* But here thy fwerd can do thee little ftead; 

Far other arms, and other weapons muft 


Be thofe that quell the might of hellifh charms : 
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He with his bare wand can unthread thy joints 
And crumble all thy finews. ¥ 

E, Bro. Why, prythee, Shepherd, a 
How durft thou then thyfelf approach fo near, 
As to make this relation ? 

Spi. Care and utmoft shifts 
How to fecure the Lady from furprizal, 
Brought to my mind a certzin fhepherd lad, 
Of fmall regard to fee to, yet we'l fkill’d 
In every virtuous plant, and healing herb, 
"That {preads her verdant.Icaf to th’ morning ray ¢ 
He Jov’d me well, and oft would beg me fing, 
Which when J did, he on the tender grafs 
Would’ft fit, and hearken even to extaly, 
Aud in requital ope his learhern ferip, 
And thew me fimples of a thoufand names, 
"Felling their ftrarge and vigorous facultics : 
Among the reft a {mali unfight-y root, 
But of divine effeét, he cull’d me out; 
"The leaf was darkifh, and had prickles on it, 
But in another country, as he faid, 
Bore a bright gokien ower, but not io this foil : 
Unknown, and like efteem’d, and the dull fwain 
‘Treads on it daily, with his clouted fhoon ; 
And yet more meu’cinal is it than that moly 
‘That Hermes once to wife Ulyfles gave ; 
He call'd it Hemony, and gave it me, 
And bade me keep it as of foreign ufe 
*Gainft all inchantments, mildew, blaft, or damp, 
Or ghaftly fries’ apparition. : 
I purs’d it up, but little reck’ning nyade, 
‘Till now that this extremity compelld : 
But now I find ic true; for by this means 
1 knew the foul enchanter, though difguis'd, 
Enter’d the very lime-twigs of his {pells, 
And yet came off: if you-have this about you, 
(As I will give you when we go) you may 
Boldly affault the Necromancer’s hall 5 
Where if he be, with dauntlefs hardihaod, 
And brandifh’d blade, ruth on him, break his 

gia, 3 

And fhed the Jufcious liquor on the ground, 
But feize his wand ; though he and his curs’d crew 
Fierce fign of ba-tle make, and menace high, 
Or like the fons of Vulcan vomit fmoke, 
Yet will they foon retire, if he but fhrink. 

E. Bao. ‘Thyrfis, lead on apace, Pll follow thee, 
And tome good angel bear a thield before us. 


The Scene changes to a flately palace, fet cut with all 
manner of delicivufuefe: foft mufic, tables [pread 
with all daintices. Comvs appears with his rab- 
ble, and the Lavy fet in an inchanted chair, to 
subom be offers bis glafs, and which foe puts by, and 
goes about to rife. . 

Com. Nay. lady, fit ; if I but wave this wand, 

Your nerves are all chain'd up in alabafter, 

And you a ftatue, or as Daphne was 

Root-bound, that fled Apollo. 

La. Fool, do not’boatt, 

Thou canft not touch the frcedom of my mind, 

With all thy charms, although this corporal rind 

Thou haft immanacl'd, while Heav’n fees good. 
Com. Why are you vext, lady? why“do you 

frown? : Gee OS 


coMUS. 


Hiere dwell uo frowns, nor anger; from thefe : 
. Borrow flies far : fee here be all the pleafures [gates | 
“Phar Fancy can beget on youthful thoughts, 
When the frcth blood grows lively, and recurns 
»Brifk as the April buds in primrofe-feafon. 
And firft behold this cordial julep here, 
“Phat flames and dances in his cryftal bounds, 
‘With fpi’rits of balm, and fragrant fyrups mix'd, 
Not that Nepenthes, which the wife of ‘Phone, 
in Egypt gave to Jove-boan Helena, 
Ja of fuch’power to ftir up joy as this, 
"Yo life fp friendly, or fo cool to thirf, 
‘Why fhonld you be fo cruel to yourfelf, 
‘And to thefe dainty limbs which nature lent 
For genie ulage, and folt delicacy? 
But you invert the covenants oF her trutt, 
‘Ard harthly deal like’ ar: iil borrower 
With that which you rece vi other terms, 
Scortuny the unexempt cond cion 
By which all mortal frailty mut 
Refrefhment alter toil, cafe aft: 
"That have been tir’d all day without repatt, 
reft have wanted ; but, fair Virgin, 
re all foon, 
La. “I'will not, faile traitor, 
*Twill not reftore the trath and honefly 
‘That thou huit banith’d from chy tongue with lies. 
‘Was this the cottage, and the fufe abode 
‘Thou toldft me of ? What grim afpeéts are thefe, 
"Thefe ugly headed monfters ? Mercy guard me 
Hence with thy brew’d inchantments, foul de- 
ceiver; : 
Haft thou betray’d my credulous innocence 
With vilor'd falfchood, and bafe forgery ? 
‘And would’ft thou feek again to trap me here 
‘With liquorifh baits fit to infnare a brute ? 
Were it a draft for Juno when fhe banguets, 
J] would not tafte thy treafonous offer; none 
But fuch as are good men can give good things, 
¢ And that which is not good, is nor delicious 
"Yo a wellegovern'’d and wife appetite, 

Com. © foolithnefs of men! that Jend their 
“Lo thofe budge dodtors of the Stoic fur, [ears 
‘And fetch their precepts from the Cynic tub, 
Yraifing the leas and fallow abftinence. 
Wherefore did Nature pour her bounties forth 
With fuch a full and unwithdrawing hand, 
Covering, the earth with odours, fruits, and 

flocks, 
‘hronging the feas with {pawn innumerable, 
But all'to pleafe, and fate the curious tafte ? 
‘And fet to work millions of fpinning worms, 
‘That in their green shops weave the f{mooth-hair’d 
filk, 
‘To deck her fons, and that no corner might 
By vacant of her plenty. in her own loins 
She hutch’t th’ all worfhip’t ore, and precious 
‘To ftore her children with : if al! the world [gems 
Should in a pet of temp’rance feed on pulfe, 
Drink the clear fircam, and nothing wear but 
frieze, 
‘Th’ A¥-giver would be unthank’d, would be un- 


* prajs'd, 
half his riches known, and yet defpis’d, 
_find we should ferve him as a grudging mafter, 



















tay 

Asa penurious niggard of his wealth, 

‘And live like Nature's baftards, not her fons, 

Who would be quite furcharg’d with her own 

‘And ftrangled with her watte fertility. [weight, 

‘Th’ earth cumber'd, and the wingd air darke 
with plumes, . : 

The herds would over-multitude their lords ; 

The fea oerfraught would fwell ;and th’ unfooght 
d:amonds 

Would fo imblaze the forehead of the Deep, 

And fo beitud with flars, that they below 

Would grow inur'd to light, and come at laft 

Yo gaze upon the fun with fhamelefs brows. 

Lif, lady, be net coy, and be not cozen’d 

With chat fame vaunted name Virginity. 

Beauty is Nature’s coin, muft not be hosded, 

But suit be carrent, and the good thereof 

Confilts in mutual and partaken blefs, 

Unfivory in th’ enjoyment of idfelf; 

If you let flip time, like a negleéted rofe 

1c withers-on the ftalk with languith’d head. 

Beauty is Nature’s brag, and muft be fhewn 

In courts, in feafta, and high folemnities, 

Where moit may wender at the warkmans 
fhip ; 

It is for homely features to keep home 5 

They had their name thence ; coarfe comy 

. plexions, a 

And cheeks of forry grain, will ferve to ply j 

The fampler, and to teafe the houfewife’s wool. 

What need a vermeil tin@ur'd lip for that, 

Love-darting eyes, or treffes like the Morn? 

‘Yhere was another meaning in thefe gifts, 

‘Think what, and be advis'd, you are but young, . 


yet. 

La. L had not thought to have unlock'd my lip 
In this unhallow’d air, but that this juggler 
Would think to charm my judgment, as mine 

eyes 
Obtruding falfe rules, prankt in Reafon’s garb. 
I hate, when Vice can bolt her arguments, =, 
And virtue has no tongue to check her pride. 
Impotor, do not charge moft innocent Nature, 
As if fhe would her children fhould be rictous 
With her abundance ; the, good caterefs 
Means her provifion only to the good, 
‘That live according to her fober laws, 
And holy dictate ot {pare Temperance : 
If every jut man, that now pines with want, 
Had but a moderate and befeeming fhare 
Of that which lewdiy-pamper’d luxury 
Now heaps upon feme few with vatt excefs, 
Nature’s {uli bleffings would be well difpens'd 
In unfuperfluous even proportion, " 
And fhe no whit incumber’d with her ftore, 
And then the giver would be better thank’d, 
His praife due paid; for fwinith gluttony 
Ne’er looks to Heav’n amid his gorgeous feait, 
But with befotted bafe ingratitude 
Crams, and blafphemes. his feeder. Shalt ¥ ge 
on? 
Or have J faid enough? To him that dares 
‘Arm his profane tongue with contemptuous 
Againft the fun-clad pow’r of Charity, [words, , 
Fain would I fomething fay, yet to what end? * 
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‘Thou haft nog eap, por for! to apprehend 

‘The fublime notion, and high myftery, 

‘That mutt be utter’d to unfold the fage 

‘And ferious dotrine of Virginity, 
“And thou art worthy that thou fhould? not know 
‘More happinefe than this thy prefent lo. 

Enjoy your dear wit, and gay rhetoric, 

‘That hath fo well been taught her dazzling fence, 
‘Thou art not fit to hear thyfelf convinc’d; 

Yet should I try, the uncontrouled worth 

OF thie pure caufe would kindle my rapt Spirits 
To fach a flame of facred vehemence, 

That dumb things would be mov'd to fympa- 

thize, : 

And the brute earth would lend her nerves, and 

: fhake, 

‘Till all chy magic ftru@tures rear’d fo high, 

‘Were fhatter’d into heaps o'er thy falfe head. 

Com, She fables not ; I feel that I do fear 
Her words fet off by fome fuperior power 5 
And though not mortal, yet a cold fhudd'ring 
dew 

Dips me ll o’er, as when the wrath of Jove 
Speaks thunder, and the chains of Erebus 

To fome of Saturn’s crew. 1 muft differuble, 
And try her yet more ftrongly. Come, no more, 
‘This is mere moral babble, aud direct 

Againft' the canon laws of our foundation ; 

I muft not fuffer this, yet 'tis but the lees 

And fetelings of a melanchojy blood : 

But this will cure all ftrait ; one fip of this 

‘Will bathe the drooping fpirits in delight 

Beyond the blifs of dreams. Be wife, and tafte. 


The BRoraxRs rufb in with fwords drawn, wore 
“bis glafs out of bis band, ard break it againg? the 
ground; his rout mate fiznt of refifance, but are 
all driven ia 5 the attendent Seinvy comes in. 
Sri. What, have you let the falfe inchanter 
« = feape! 
ye miftook, ye fhould have fnatch’d his wand, 
And ‘bound him fat ; without his rod revers'd, 
And backward mutters of diflevering power, 
"We cannot free the lady thut fits here, 
In flony fetters fiv’d, and motionlefs : 
Yet flay, be not difturbd ; now I bethink me, 
‘Some other méans I have, which may be us'd, 
Which once of Mclibaus old t learnt, 
‘The foothelt fhepherd that v’er pip’d on plains. 
There is a gemle nymph uot far from 
p hence, 
That with moift curb fways the fmooth Severn 
fream, 
Sabrina is her name, a virgin pure ; 
Whilome the was the daughter of Loccrine, 
That had the {ceptre from his father Brute. 
She, guiltlefs damsel, fly'ing the mad purfuit 
OF her enraged ftepdame Guendolen, 
Conamended her fair innecence to the flood, 
What ftay’d her flight with his crofs-flowing 
courte. 
Whe water-nymphs that in the bottom play’d, 
Held up their pearled wrifts, and took ber in, 
Bearing her ftrait to aged Nereus’ hall, 
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Who, piteous of her woes, rear’d her lank head, 

And gave her to his daughter to imbathe 

In nectar’d lavers flrow'd with afphodil, 

And through the porch and inlet of each fenfe 

Dropt in ambrefial oils, till the reviv’d, 

And underwent a quick inimortal change, 

Made Gnddefs of the river ; ftill the retains 

Her maiden gentlenefs, and oft.at eve 

Vifits the herds along the twilight meadows, 

Helping ail urchin blaft, and illsluck figns. 

That the threwd médling elf delights to 
make, 

Which fhe with precious vial’d liquors heals ; 

For which the thepherds at their feftivals 

Carol her goodnefs loud in ruftic lays, 

And throw fwcet garland wreaths into her ftream 

OF pancies, pinks, and gaudy daffadils, 

And, as the old fwain faid, fhe can unlock 

‘The clafping charm, and thaw the numbing fpell, 

If the be right invok’d, in warbled fong, 


-For maidenhood fhe loves, and will be {wift 


To aid a virgin, fuch as was herfelf, 
in hard-befetting need ; this will L try, 
And add the power of fome adjuring verfe. 


SONG. 


Sasaina fair, A 
Liften where thou art fitting 

Under the glaffy, cool, trauflucent wave, 
In twifted braids of lilies knitting 

‘The leofe train of thy amber-dropping hair 5 
Liften, for dear Honour’s fake, 
Goddefs of the Silver lake. 

Liften and fave ; 

Liften and appear to us, 

In name of great Oceanus; 

By th’ ecarth-fhaking Neptune’s mace, 

And ‘Tethys’ grave majettic pace ; 

By hoary, Nereus’ wrinkled look, 

And the Carpathian wifard’s hook ; 

By {caly ‘Triton’s winding thell, 

And old footh-faying Glaucus’ fpell 5 

By Leucothea’s lovely hands, 

And her fon thaz rules the flrands; 

By Vhetis’ tiniclelipper'd (eet, 

And the fongs of Sirens fweet ; 

By dead Parthenope’s dear tomb, 

And fair Ligea’s golden comb, 

Wherewith fhe fits on diamond rocks, 

Sleeking her foft alluring locks ; 

By all the nymphs that nightly dance 

Upon thy ftreams, with wily glance; 

Rife, rife, and heave thy roty head 

From thy coral-paven bed, 

And bridle in thy headlong wave, 

‘Till thou our fummons anfwer'd have. 

Liften and fave. 


Sasrina rics, attended by water-nymphs, and 
Jing 
By the rufhy-fringed bank, _ . 
Where grows the willow and the ofier dank, 
My fliding chariot Rays, 


“hick fet wit Mes, and the azurn fheen 
- Of turkis blue, and cmrald green, 
That in the channel ftrays ; 
Whilft from off the waters flect 
‘Thus L fet my printlefs feet 
O'er the cowflips velvet head, 
That bends not as I tread ; 
Gentle Swain, at thy requeft 
Fam here. : 
Ser. Goddefs dear, , 
We implore thy powerful hand 
‘Yo undo the charmed band 
Of true Virgin here diftreft, 
‘Through the force, and through the wile 
OF unbleft inchanter vile, 
Sas. Shepherd, tis my office beft 
To help infnared chaftity : 
Brighteft Lady look on me; 
‘Vhus I fprinkle on thy breaft 
Drops that from my fountain pure 
LT have kept of precious cure, 
‘Thrice upon thy fingers’ tip, 
‘Thrice uponthy rubied lip 
Next this marble-venom'd feat, 
Smear’d with gums of glutenous heat, 
J touch with chafte palms moift and cold : 
Now the fpell hath loft his hold ; 
And I mutt hafte ¢’er morning hour 
‘Yo wait on Amphitrite’s bower, 


SaBrina defends, and the Lavy rifes out of her feat. 


Spt. Virgin, daughter of Locrine- 
Sprung from old Anchifes’ line, 
May thy brimmed, waves for this 
‘Their full tribute never mifs 
¥rom a thoufand petty ritls, 

“That tumble down the faowy hills : 
Summer drouth, or finged air 

, Never fcorch thy treffes fair, 
Nor wet October’s torrent flood 
‘Thy molten chryftal fill with mud ; 
May thy billows roll afhore 
“Ihe beryl, and the golden ore ; 
May thy lofty head be crown'd 
With many a tower and rerras round, 
And here and there thy banks upon 
With groves of myrrhe, and cinnamon. 

Come, ‘Lady, while heav’n lends us gtace, 
Let us fly this curfed place, ‘ 
Left the Sorcerer us entice 
‘With fome other new device. 

Not a watte, or needlefs found, 
Till we come to holier ground ; 

J fhall be your faithful guide 
Through this gloomy covert wide, 
And not many furlongs thence 

Is your father’s refidence, 

‘Where this night are met in ftate 
Many a friend to gratulate 

His with’d prefence, and befide 
“All the fwans that near abide, 
‘With jigs and rural dance refort ; 
"WE thall catch them. at their fport, 
fad our fudden coming there 


CcCOMUS. 


Will double at their mirth and cheer, 
Come let us hafte, the flars grow high, 
But night fits monarch yet in the mid fky! 


The feene changes, prefenting Ludlow town and the 
profident's cafite ; then come in country dancers, after 
them the attendant Seinit, with the twe Bree 
vuers, and the Lavy. 


song. 


Sei. Back, Sheperds, back, enough your play 
Till next fun-fhine holiday ; i 
Here be without duck or nod 

Other trippings to be trod 

Of lighter toes, and fuch court guife 

As Mercury did firt devife . 

With the mincing Dryades 

On the lawns, and on the leas. 


This fecond Jong profents them to their father and” 


mothers 


Noste Lord, and Lady bright, 

T have brought you new delight, 

Here behold fo goodly grown 

‘Three fair branches of your own; 

Heav’n hath timely try’d their youth, 

‘Their faith, their patience, and their truthy” 

And fent them here through hard affays 
With a crown of deathlefs praife, 

‘Yo triumph in viftorious dance, 

O’er fenfual folly and intemperance. 


‘The dances ended, the SpxRiT epilogwizein 


Spr. To the oceaw now I fly, 

And thofe happy climes that lie 
Where Day never fhuts his eye, 
Up in the broad fields of the fky : 
‘There I fuck the liquid air, 
All amid(t the gardens fair 
Of Hefpecus, and.his daughters three, 
‘That fing about the golden tree: 
Along the crifped thades and bowers 
Revels the {pruce and jocund Spring, 
The Graces, and the rofy-bofom’d Hours, 
‘Thither ail their bounties bring ; 
‘Vhat there eternal Summer dwells, 
And welt-winds with maiky wing 
About the cédarn alleys fling 
Nard and Caffia’s balmy fmells. 
Iris there with humid bow 
Watcrs the odorous banks, that blow 
Flowers of more mingled hue 
‘Than her purfled fcart can thew, 
And drenches with Elyfian dew 

Lift mortals, if your ears be true) 

‘eds of hyacinth and rofes, 
Where young Adonis oft repofes, 
Waxing well of his deep wound 
in fluovber foft, and on the ground 
Sadly fits th’ Affyrian queen ; 
But far above in fpangled theen 
Céleftial Cupid her fam’d fon advanc'd, 


Rij 
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Holds her dear Pfyche fweet intrane’d, 
After her wand’ring labours long, 
Till free confent the goeds among 
Make her his eternal bride, 

And from her fair unfpotted fide 
‘Two blififul twins are to be born, 
Youth and Joy ; fo Jove hath fworn. 

But now my tafk is fmoothly done, 

Ican fly, or I'can ron 

Quickly to the green earth’s end, 


C_O Muu s. 


Where the bow'd walkin flow Bh bend, 
And from thence can foar as foon 

To the corners of the moon, 

* Mortals that would follow me, 

Love Virtue, the alone is frec, 

She. can teach you how to climb 

Higher than the fphery chime ; 

Or if Virtue feeble were, 

Heav'n itfelf would ftoop to her. 
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Hence loathed Melancholy, — - 
Of Cerberus and blackeft Midnight born, 

In Stygian cave forlorn 
‘Mong’ ft horrid fhapes, and fhricks, and fights 

Find out fome uncouth cell, {unholy, 
Where brooding Darknefs fpreads his jealous 

And the night raven fings ; (wings, 
‘There under ebon thades and low brow’d rocks, 

As ragged as thy locks, 
In dark Cimerian defert ever dwell. 

But come, thou Goddefs fair and frec, 

In Heav’n, ecleap’d Euphrofyne, 

And by men, heart-eafing Mirth, 

Whom lovely Venus at a birth 

With two fifter Graces more 

‘To wy-crowned Bacchus bore ; 

Or whether (as fome fages firg) 

‘Phe frolic wind that breathes tae {pring, 

Zephyr with Aurora playing, 

As he met her once a-Maying, 

‘There on beds of violets blue, 

And frefh-blown rofes wath’d in dew, 

Fill’d her with thee a daughter fair, 

So buxom, blithe, and debonair. 

Hafte thee, Nymph, and bring with thee 

qin and youthful Jollity, 

Quips and Cranks, and wanton Wiles, 

Nods and Becks, and wreathed Smiles, 

Such as hang on Hebe’s cheek, 

And love to live in dimple fleck; 

Sport that wrinkled Care derides, 

And Laughter holding both his fides. 

Come, and trip it as you go 

On the light fantaftic toc, 

And in thy right hand Jead with thee, 

‘The mountain nymph, fweet Liberty 5 

And if I give thee honour due, 

Mirth, admit me of thy crew 

‘To live with her, and live with thee, 

In unreproved pleafures free 5 

To hear the lark begin his fight, 

And finging feartle the dull night, 

From his watch-tower in the fkics, 

‘Tl the dappled Dawn doth rife; 

‘Then to come in fpite of Sorrow, 

And at my window bid good morrow, 

‘Through the fweet-briar, or the vine, 

Or the twifted eglantine : 

Whill the cock with lively din 

fcofers the rear of Darkuefs thin, 


And to the ftack, or the barn-door, 
Stoutly ftruts his dames before ; 

Of lift’ning how the hounds and horn, 
Cheerly roufe the flumb’ring Morn, 
From the fide of fome hoar hill, 
Through the high wood echoing hrill : 
Some time walking not unfeen 

By hedge-row elms, on hitlocks green, 
Right againft the eaftern gate, 

Where the great Sun begins his ftate, 
Rob’d in flames, and amber light, 

The clouds in thoufand liveries dight, 
While the plow-man near at hand 
Whiltles o’er the furrow’d land, 

And the milkmaid fingeth blithe, 

And the mower whets his fithe, 

And every fhepherd tells his tale 

Under the hawthorn in the dale. . 
Strait mine cye hath caught new pleafures 
Whilft the landfkip round it meafures, 
Ruffet lawns, and fallows gray, 

Where the nibbling flocks do ftray, 
Mountains on whofe barren breaft 
‘The lab’ring clouds do often reft, 
Meadows trim with daifics pied, 
Shallow brooks and rivers wide. 
Towers and battlements it fecs 
Bofom’d high in tufted trees, 

Where perhaps fome beauty lies, 

The Cynofure of neighb'ring cyes. 
Hard by, a cottage chimncy fmokes, 
From betwixt two aged oaks, 

Whcere Cordyon and Thyrfts met, 

Are at their favory dinner fet 

Of herbs, and other country meffes, 
Which the neat-handed Phyllis dreffes ; 
And then in hafte her bower the leaves, 
With Theftylis to bind the fheaves ; 
Or if the earlier featon lead 

‘To the tann’d haycock in the mead. 
Sometimes with fecure delight 

‘The upland hamlets will invite, 

When the merry bells ring round, 

And the jocund rebecs found 

‘To many a youth, and many a maid, 
Dancing in the chequer’d thade ; 

And young and cld come forth to play 
On a funthine holy-day, 

‘Till the live-long day-light fail ; 

Then to the fpicy nut-brown ale, 


154 L’ALEGRO. 


‘With Stories told of many a feat, 

How fairy Mab the junkets eat, 

She was pinch’d, and pull’d he faid, 

And he by frier’s Jantern led, 

‘Tells how the drudging goblin fwet, 

"To earn his cream-bow! duly fet, 

When in one night, e’er glimpfe of morn, 
His thadowy flale hath threfh’d the corn 
"That ten day-lab’rers could not end; 
‘Then lies him down the lubbar fiend, 
And ftretch’d out all the chimney’s length, 
Bafks at the fire his hairy ftrength, 

And crop full out of doors he flings, 

¥’er the firft cock his matin rings, 

‘Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 
By whilp’ring winds foon lull'd aflecp. 
‘Towered cities pleafe us then, 

And the bufy hum of men, 

‘Where throngs of knights and barons bold 
In weeds of Peace high triumphs hold, 
‘With ftore of ladies, whofe bright eyes 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 

Of wit, or arms, while both contend 

‘To win her grace, whom all commend, 
‘There let Hymen oft appear 

3n faffron robe, with taper clear, 


And Pomp, and Feaft, and Revelry, 
With Maik and antique Pageantry, 
Such fights as youthful poets dream, 
On fummer eves by haunted ftream, 
‘Then to the well-trod ftage anon, 

If Johnfon’s learned fock be on, 

Of fweetcit Shakefpear, Fancy’s child, 
Warble his native wood-notes wild. 
And ever againft eating cares, 

Lap me in foft Lydian airs, 

Married to immortal Verfe, 

Such as the meeting foul may pierce 
In notes with many a winding bout 
Of linked fweetnefs long drawn out, 
With wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 
The melting voice through mazes running, 
Untwifting all the chains, that tie 

The hidden foul of harmony ; 

‘That Orpheus felf may heave his head 
From golden flumber on a bed 

Of heapt Elyfian flow'rs, and hear 
Such ftrains as would have won the car 
OF Pluto, to have quite fet free 

His half regain’d Eurydice. 

Thefe delights, if thou canft give, 
Mirth, with thee I mean to live, 
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Hence vain deluding Joys, 
The brood of Folly without father bred, 
* How little you befted, 
Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys.? 
Dwell in fome idle brain, 
And fancies fond with gaudy fhapes poffels, 
As thick and numberlefs 
AAs the gay motes that people the fun-beams, 
Or likelicft hovering dreams 
The fickle penfioners of Morpheus’ train, 
But hail thou Goddefs, fage and holy, 
Hail divineft Melancholy, 
Whofe faintly vilage is too bright 
To hit the fenfe of Human fight, 
And therefore to our weaker view 
O’erlaid with black, ftaid Wifdom's huc; 
Black, but fuch as in efteem 
Prince Memnon’s fifter might befeem, 
Or that ftarr'd Ethiop queen that ftrove 
To fet her beauties praife above 
The fea-nymphs, and their pow’rs offended : 
Yet thon art higher far defcended ; 
Tuee bright-hair’d Vetta long of yore 
To folitary Saturn bore ; 
}His daughter fhe (in Suturn’s reign, 
Such mixture was not held a ftain), 
Oft in glimmering bowers and glades 
He met her,-and in fecret fhades 
Of woody Ida’s inmoft grove, 
While yet there was no fear of Jove. 
Come penfivé Nun, devout and pure, 
Sober, ftedfatt, and demure, 
All in a robe of darkett grain, 
Following with majeftic train, 
And fable ftole of Cyprus lawn, 
Over thy decent fhoulders drawn ; 
Come, but keep thy*wonted ftate, 
With even ftep, and mufing gate, 
; And looks commercing with the tkies; 
| Thy rapt foul fitting in thine eyes: 
| There held in holy paffion fill, 
Forget thyfelf to marble, till 
With a fad leaden downward caft 
Thou fix them on the earth as fait : 
And join with thee calm Peace, and Quict, 
Spare Laft, that oft with gods doth diet, 
And-aears the Mufes ina ring 
pfy round about Jove's altar fing : 


And add to thefe retired Leifare, 

That in trim gardens takes his pleafure ; 
But firft, and chiefeft, with thee bring, 
Him that yon foars on golden wing, 
Guiding, the fiery-wheeled throne, 

‘The cherub Contemplation ; 

And the mute Silence hift along, 

*Lefs Philomel will deign a fong, 

In her fweetelt, faddeft plight, 
Smoothing the rugged brow of Night, 
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke, 
Gently o’er th’ accuftom’d oak; 

Sweet bird that fhunn’ft the noife of folly, 
Mott mufical, moft melancholy ! 

Thee chauntrefs oft the woods among 

I woo to hear thy even-fong ; 

And miffing thee, 1 walk unfeen 

On the dry {mooth-fhaven green, 

To behold the wand’ring moon, 
Riding near her higheft noon, 

Like one that had been led aftray 
Through the Heav'n’s wide pathlefs way, 
And oft, as if her head fhe bow’d, 
Stooping through a fieecy cloud, 

Oft on a plat of rifing ground,, 

I hear the far-off curteu found, 

Over fome wide-water’d fhore, 
Swinging flow w:th fullen roar ; 

Or if the air will not permit, 

Some {till removed place will fit, 
Where glowing embers through the room 
Teach Light to counterfeit a gloom, 
Far from alt refort of mirth, 

Save the cricket on the hearth, 

Or the belman’s droufy charm, 

To bicfs the doors from nightly harm : 
Or tet my lamp at midnight hour, 

Be feen in fome high lonely tow'r, 
Where I may oft out-wacth the Bear, 
With thrice great Hermes, or unfphere 
The fpirit of Plato to unfold 

What worlds, or what vaft regions hold 
The immortal mind that hath forfook 
Her manfion in this fefhly nook + 

And of thofe demons that are found 

In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 
Whofe power hath a true confent 

With planet, or with element. 
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Sometime Ict Gorgeous Tragedy 
In fcepter’d pall come fweeping by, 
Prefenting Thebes’ er Pelops' linc, 
Or the tale of Troy divine, 
Or what (though rare) of later age 
Ennobled hath the bufkin’d ftage. 
But, G fad Virgin, that thy power 
‘Might raife Mufeus from his bower, - 
Or bid the foul of Orpheus fing 
Such notes, as warbled to the string, 
‘Drew iron tears down Pluto’s cheek, 
And made Hell grant what Love did feek. 
Or cal! up him that left half told, 
"The ftory of Cambufcan bold, 
Of Camball, and of Algarfife, 
And who had Canace to wife, 
‘That own’d the virtuous ring and glafs, 
And of the wondrous horfe of brafs, 
On which the Tartar king did ride ; 
And if ought elfe great bards befide 
In fage and folemn tunes have fung, 
Of turneys and of trophies hung, 
Of forefts, and inchantments drear, 
‘Where more is meant than meets the ear. 
Thus Night oft fee mein thy pale career, 
‘Till civil-fuited Morn appear, 
Not trickt and froun& as fhe was wont 
With the Attic boy to hunt, 
But kercheft in a comely cloud, 
While rocking winds are piping Joud, 
Or ufher'd with a fhower ftill, 
‘When the guft hath blown his fill, 
Ending on the rufsling leaves, 
‘With minute drops from off the caves. 
«And when the fun begins to fling 
His flaring beams, me goddefs bring 
"To arched walks of twilight groves, 
And fhadows brown that Sylvan loves 
Of pine, or monumental oak, 

~ Where the rude axe with heaved ftroke 


Was never heard the nymphs to daunt, 
Or fright them from their hallow'd haunt, 
There in clofe covert by fome brook, 
‘Where no profaner eye may look, 
Hide me from Dzy’s garifh cye, 

While the bee with honied thie, 

“That at her flowery work doth fing, 
And the waters murmuring, 

‘With fuch confort as they keep, 

Entice the dewy-feather'd fleep : 

And let fome ftrange myfterious dream: 
Wave at his wings in airy ftream 

Of lively portraiture difplay’d, 

Softly on my eyelids laid. 

And as I wake, fweet mufic breathe 
Above, about, or underneath, 

Sent by fome fpirit to mortals good, 
Or th’ unfeen Genius of the wood. 

But let my due feet never fail 

To walk the ftudious cloyfters pale, 
And love the high embowed roof, 
With antic pillars mafly proof, 

And itoried windows rkhly dight, 
Cafting a dim religious light. 

There let the pealing organ blow, 

‘To the full voic’d quire below, 

In fervice high, and anthems-clear, 
As may with fwcetnefs, through mine ear, 
Diffolve me into extacies, 

And bring all Heav’n before mine cyes. 
And may at laft my weary age 

Find out the peaceful hermitage, 

‘The hairy gown and mofly cell, 
Where I may fit and rightly fpell 

Of every ftar that Heav'n doth thew, 
And every herb that fips the dew ; 
‘Till old Experience do attain 

‘Yo fomething like prophetic {train. 
Thefe pleafures, Melancholy, give, 
And I with thee will choofe to live. 











ARCADES. 








Part of an Entertainment prefented to the Countofs Dowager of Derby at Harefield, by 
forse noble Perfons of ber Family, who appear on the Scene in Pafloral Habit, mov- 
ing towards the Seat of State with this Song. . 


I. SONG. 


Jionx Nymphs, and Shepherds look, 
What livdden blaze of majetty 
Ysthat which we front hence defery, 
Too divine to be miftook ! 
| "This, this is the 
{To whom oar vows and withes bend 5 
Here our folemn fearch hath end. 
Fame, that ber high worth to raife, 
i Seem’d erft fo lavifh and profute, 
> We may juftly now accule 
: Of detradtion from her praife 5 
Lefs than half we find cxpreft, 
Envy bid conceal the reft. 
| Mark what radiant ftate fhe fpreads, 
VIn civele round her fhining throne, 
Shooting her beams Hike filver threads 5 
This, this is fhe alone, 
psitting like a goddefs bright, 
In the centre of her light. 
Might fhe the wife Latoua be, 
‘Or the towered Cybele, 
Mother of a hundred gods 
Juno dares not give her odds 5 
Who had thought this clime had held 
A deity fo unparallel’d ? 





As they come forward, the GENS of the wood ap- 
pears, and turning toward them, fpeaks. 


Gen. Stay, gentle Swains, for tho’ in this dif 
guife, 

Ife bright honour fparkle through your eyes 5 
OF famous Arcady ye are, and fprung 

Of that renowned flood, fo often fung, 

Divine Alpheus, who by fecret fluce 
‘Stole under feas to mect his Arethufe ; 

And ye, the breathing rofes of the wood, 

Fair filver-butkin'd Nymphs as great and good, 
Jknow this queft of yours, and free intent, 
‘Was all in ‘honour and devotion meant 

T'o the great miftrefs of yon princely thrine, 
‘Whom, with low reverence, I adore as mine, 


And with all helpful fervice will comply 





"To further this night’s glad folemnity 5 

And lead ye where ye may more nzar behold 

What fhallow fearching Fame hath left untold ; 

Which If full oft, amidft thefe fhadcs alone, 

Have fat to wonder at, and gaze upon : 

For know by tot from Jove I am the power 

Of this fir wood, and live in oaken bower, 

‘To nurle the fuplings tall, and curl the grove 

With ringlets quaint, and wanton windings wove, 

And all my plants I fave from nightly ill 

Of noifome winds, and blafting vapours chill ; 

And from the boughs bruth off the evil dew, 

And heal the harms of: thwarting thunder blue, 

Or what the crofs dire-looking planet fimites, 

Or hurtful worm with canker'd venom bites. 

When Ev'ning grey doth rife, I fetch my round 

Over the mount, and all this hallow’d ground, 

And early, e’er the odorous breath of Morn 

Awakes the flumb’ring leaves, or taffel’d horn 

Shakes the high thicket, hafte I all about, 

Number my ranks, and vifit ev'ry fprout 

With puifflant words, and murmurs made to 
blefs ; 

Pat elfe in deep of night, when drowfinefs 

Hath lock’d up mortal fenfe, then liften 1 

‘Yo the celcftial Sirens’ harmony, 

"That fit upon the nine infolded {pheres, 

And fing to thofe that hold the vital fhears, 

And turn the adamantine {pindle round, 

On which the fate of gods and men is wound, 

Such {weet compulfion doth in mufic lie, 

To luli the daughters of Neceflity, 

And keep unfteady Nature to her law, 

And the low world in meafur’d motion draw 

After the heav’nly tune, which none can hear 

Of human mould with grofs unpurged ear; 

And yet fuch mufic worthieft were to blaze 

‘The peerlefs height of her immortal praifc, 

Whole luftre leads us, and for her moft fit, 

1f my inferior hand or voice could hit 

Inimitable founds, yet as we yo, 


Whate’er the ikili of leffer gods can thew 
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¥ will affay, her worth to celebrate, 

And fo attend ye toward her glittering flate ; 
‘Where ye may all that are of noble ftem 
Approach, and kifs her facréd vefture’s hem. 


2. SONG. 


O'eR the fmooth enamel’d green, 
Where no print of ftep hath been 
Follow me as I fing, 
And touch the warbled ftring, 
Under the fhady roof 
Of branching clm {tar proof. 
Follow me, : 
Lwill bring you where fhe fits, 
Clad in fplendour as befits 
Her deity. 
Suchea rural queen 
All Arcadia hath not feen, 


3. SONG. 


Nymens and Shepherds, dance no more 
By fandy Ladon’s lilied banks, 
On old Lyczus or Cyllene hoar 
‘Trip no more in twilight ranks, 
Tho’ Erymanthy our lof deplore, 
A better foil fhall give ye thanks, 
From the ftory Mecnalus 
Bring your flocks, and live with us 5 
Here ye fhall have greater grace, 
‘Yo ferve the lady of this place, 
‘Tho’ Syrinx your Pan’s miftrefs were, 
Yet Syrinx well might wait on her, 
Such a rural queen 
All Arcadia hath not feen, 





ee 
LYCIDAS, 








tn this. Monody the Author bewsils a Searned Friend, unfortunatly drowned on his Paffage from Chefter, on 
the Irifo Seas, 1637, and by accafion forctells the ruin of cur corrupted Clergy, then in their height. 


i Yer once more, O ye laurels, and once more 
} Ye Myrtles brown, with Ivy never four, 
Tcome to plack your berries harth and crude, 
And with fore’d fingers rude 
Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year, 
Bitter corsft and fad eccafion dear, 
Compels me to difturb your feafon due : 
For L.ycidas is dead, dead e’er his prime, 
Young J.ycidas, and hath not left his peer: 
Who vould not fing for Lycidas? he knew 
Himicif'to ting, and build the lofty rhime. 
He mutt sot foat upon his watry bier 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind, 
Without the meed of fome melodious tear, 

Begin then, Sifters of the Sucred Well, 

‘That from beneath the feat of Jove doth fpring, 
F Bevin, and fomewhat loudly {weep the ftring, 
Hence with denial vain, and coy excufe, 

So may fome gentle Mufe 

With lucky words favour my deftin’d urn, 
Afid as he pafles turn, 

And Did fair peace be to my fable fhroud + 
For we were nurftupon the felf-famic hill, 
Fed the fame flock, by fountain, fhade, and rill. 
gether both, cer the high lawns uppear'd 
hUnder the opening eye-lids of the Morn, 

We drove asticld, and both together heard 

What time the grey-fly winds her fultry horn, 
Batt’ning our“flocks with the freth dews of night 
Oft till the ftar that rofe at evening bright, 
| Tuw'rds Heav’n's defcent had flopt his welt’ring 
I wheel. 
| Meanwhile the rural dittics were not mute, 
‘Yemper’d to th? oaten flute, 

Rough Satyrs dane’d, and Fauns with cloven keel 
From the glad found would not be abfent Jong, 
‘And old Dantas lov’d to hear our fong. 

But O the heavy change, now thou art gone, 
Now thou art gone, and never muft return! 
‘Thee Shepheri, thee the woods and defert caves 
With wild thyme and the gadding vine oergrown, 
And all their echoes mourn. 

‘The willows and the hazel copfes green, 
Shall now no niore be feen, 


Fanning their joyous leaves to thy foft lays, 

As killing as the canker to the rofe, 

Or taint, worm to the weanling herds that grazé,’ 
Or froft‘to flowers, that their gay wardrobe wear, 
When firft the white thorn blows; 

Such, Lycidas, thy lofs to fhepherd’s ear. 

Where were yc, Nymphs, when the remorlelefs 
Clos’d o’er the head of your lov’d Lycidas ? [deep 
For neither were ye playing on the fteep, 

Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie, 

Nor on the fhaggy top of Mona high, 

Nor yet where Deva Ipreads her wiaard ftream t 

Ay me! I fondly dream aes 

Had you been there; for what could that hava 

done ? 

What could the Mufe herfelf that Orpheus bore, 

Vhe Mate herfelf for her enchanting fon, 

Whont univerfal Nature did lament, 

When by the rout that made the hideous roar, 

His goary vifage down the ftream was fent, 

Down the fwift Hebrus to the Lefbian thore ? 
Alas! what boots it with inceffant care 

To tend the homely flighted fhepherd’s trade, 

And ftri@tly meditate the thanklefs Mute ? 

Were it not better done, as others ufe, 

To Sport with Amaryllis in the fhade, 

Or with the tangles of Necra’s hair? 

Fame is the {pur that the clear {p’rit doth raife 

(That laft infirmity of noble mind) 

‘To {corn delights, and live laborious days ; 

But the fair guerdon when we hope to find, 

And think to burft out into fudden blaze, 

Comes the blind Fury with th’ ubhorred fhears, 

And flits the thin-fpun life. But not the praife, 

Phebus reply’d, and touch’d my trembling ears 5 

Fame is no plant that grows in mortal foil, 

Nor in the glif’ring foil 

Set off to th’ world, nor in broad Rumour lies, 

But lives, and Spreads aloft by thofe pure eyes, 

And perfc& witnefs of ell judging Jove ; 

As he pronounces laftly on each decd, 

OF {0 much fame in Heav’n expe@ thy meed. 

O fountain Arethafe, and thou honour’d flood, 
Smeoth fliding Mincius, crown’d with vocal reeds, 






























160 


"That ftrain I heard was of a higher mood ; 

But now my oat proceeds, 

And liftens to the herald of the fea 

That came in Neptune’s plea ; 

He afk’d the waves, and alk'd the felon winds, 

‘What hard mifhap hath doom'd this gentle fwain? 

And queftion'd every guit of ragged winds 

‘Dhat blows from off cach bezk’d promontory ; 

‘They knew not of his Rory, 

And fage Hippotades their anfwer brings, 

‘That not’a blaft was from his dungeon itray’d, 

"Lhe air was calm, and on the level brine 

Sleek Panope with all her filters play’d. 

It was that fatal and perfidious bark 

Built in th’ eclipfe, and rigg’d with curfes dark, 

"That funk fo dow that facred head of thine. 

Next Camus, reverend fire, went footing flow, 

His mantle hairy, and his bonnet fedge, 

Invrrought wich figures dim, and on the edge 

Like to that fanguine flower, inferib’d with woe, 

‘Ah! who hath reft (quoth he) my deareit pledge ! 

Laft came, and lait did go, 

‘The pilot of the Galilean lake, 

"Two maffy keys he boreof metals twain, ; 

(The golden opes, the iron fhuts amain) 

We fhook his miter’d locks, and ftern befpake, 

How well could I have f{par’d for thee, young 
Swain, 

Enow of fuch as for their bellizs’ fake 

Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold? 

Of other care they little reck’ning make, 

"Than how to ferzmble at the thearer’s feaft, 

And fhove away the worthy bidden gueft; 

Blind mouths! that fearce themfelves know how 
to hold 

A fheep-hook, or have learn'd ought clfe the Ieaft 

‘That to the faithful herdman’s art belongs ! 

What recks it them? What need they? they are 
{ped ; 

And Shen they lift, their lean and flafhy fongs 

Grate on thcir ferannel pipes of wretched ftraw ; 

Fhe hungry fheep look up, and sre not fed, 

But fwoll'n with wind, and the rank miit they 
draw, 

Rot inwardly, and foul contagion {pread ; 

Befides what the grim wolf, with privy paw, 

Daily devours apace ; and nothing faid, 

But that two-handed engine at the door, 

Stands ready to fmite once, and fmite no more, 

Return, Alpheus, the dread voice 

That fhrunk thy ftreams; return, 

And call the vates, and bid them hither cat 

Their beils, and flow’rets of a thoufand hues. 

Ye valleys low, where the mild whifpers ufe 

Of fhades, and wanton winds, and gufhing brooks, 

Qn whofe freth lap the fwart far rarely looks, 
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‘Throw hither all your quaint enamel’d cyes, 

That on the green turf fuck the honied thowers, 

And purple all the ground with vernal flowers. 

Bring the rathe priarofe that forfaken dies, 

‘The tufted crow-toe, and pale jcifamine, 

The white pink, and the panfy freakt with jet, 

‘The glowing violet, 

The mufk-rofe, and the well attir’d woodbine, 

With cowllips wan, that hang the penlive head, 

And every flower that fad embroidery wears : 

Bid Amarantus ail his beauty shied, 

And daffadiilies fill their cups with tears, 

To tow the taureat herfe where Lycid lies. 

For fo to interpofe a litrle cafe, 

Let ouir frail thoughts dally with falfe furmife. 

Ay me! whilit thee the fhores and founding feas 

Wath far away,,where’er thy bones are hurl’, 

Whether beyond the ftormy Mebrides, 

Where thou perhaps, under the whelming tide, 

Vilit't the bottom of the monitrous world ; 

Or whether thou to our moiit vows deny’d, 

Sleep'ft by the fable of Belleras old, 

Where the great vifion of the guarded mount 

Looks tow'’rd Namancos and Bayona's hold ; 

Look homeward ange! now, and melt with ruth¢ 

And, O ye Dolphins, waft the hopelefs youth, 
Weep no more, woeful fhepherds, weep no more ; 

Fer Lycidas your forrow is not dead, 

Sunk tho’ he be beneath the wat’ry floor 5 

So finks the day-ftar in the ocean bed, 

And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 

And tricks his beams, and with new-fpangled ore 

‘lames in the forchead of the morning fy; 

So Lycidas funk low, but mounted high. 

‘Vhrough the dear might of him that wall’d the 

waves, 

Where other groves and other fircams along, 
With near hue his oozy locks he laves, 

And hears the unexpreflive nuptial fong, 

In the bleft kingdoms meek of Joy and Love. 

"Phere entertain him all the faints above, 

In fulemn troops and fweet focieties, 

That jing, and finging in their glory move, 

And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 

Now, Lycidas, the fhepherds weep no more 5 

Henceforth thou art the genius of the fhore, 

In thy large recompenfe, and thalt be good 

“Yo ail that wander in that perilous flood, 

"Thus fang the uncouth fwain to th’ oaks and rills, 

While the ftill Morn went out with jandals gray, 

He touch’d the tender flops of various quills, 

With eager thought warbling his Doric lay : 

And new the fun had ftretch® ‘d out all the hills, 

Aud now was dropt into the weftern bay ; 

At lait he rofe, and twitch'd his mantle blue ; 

‘To-morrow to frefh woods and pafturcs new. 
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POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


J. Anno atatis £7. On the death of a fair Infant, dy- 
ing of a Cough. 


ih 
O earnest flower, no fooncr blown but blafted, 
Soft filken primrofe fading timeletsly, 
Summer's chief honour, if thou hadi out-lafted 
Pleak Winter’s force that made thy bloflom dry 
For he being amorous on that lovely dye 
That did thy cheek envermeil, thought to kifs, 
But kill’d, alas! and then bewail’d his fatal blifs. 
n. 
For fince grim Atuilo, his charioteer, 
By boift’rous rape th’ Athenian dam(el got, 
He thought it touch’d his deity full near, 
if likewife he fome fair one wedded not, 
"Thereby to wipe away th’ infamous blot 
Of long uncoupled bed, and childless eld, 
Which ’mongift the wanton gods a foul reproach 
was held. 
mi. 
So mounting up in icy-peart’d car, 
» Thrangh middic empire of the freezing air 
He wander'd Jong, till thee he fpy’d from far: 
"Phere ended was his queft, there ceas’d his care. 
Down he deicended from his fnow-foft chair, 
But all unwares with his cold kind embrace 
Unhous'd thy virgin foul from her fair biding 
place. 
Iv. 
Yet art thou not inglorious in thy fate; 
For fo Apollo, with unweeting hand, 
Whilome did flay his dearly loved mate, 
Young Hyacinth horn on Eurota’s ttrand, 
Young Hyacinth, the pride of Spartan land ; 
But then trarfsform’d him to 2 purple flower: 
Alack that fo to change thee Winter had no 
power, 
ve 
Yet can } not perfuade me thou art dead, 
Or that thy corfe cortupts in earth’s dark womb, 
Or that thy beauties lic in wormy bed, 
Hid from the world in a low delved tomb ; 
~ Could Heav’n for pity thee fo ftrigly doom ? 
‘Oh no! for fomething in thy face did fhine 
Above mortality, that thew’d thou waft divine: 


VE. 
Refolve me thei, oh Soul moft furely bleft, 
(If fo it be that thou thefe plaints doft hear) 
‘Tell me, bright Spirit, where’er thou hovereft, 
Whether above that high firft moving {phere, 

Or in th’ Elyfian Fields, (if fuch there were) 
Oh fay me true, if thou wert mortal wight, 
And why from us fo quickly thou didft take thy 

flight. 
vil. 
Wert thou fome ftar which from the ruin’d roof 
Of fhak’d Olympus by mifchance didft fall ; 
Which careful Jove, in Nature’s true behoof, 
Took up, and in fit place did reinftal ? 
Or did of late Earth’s fons befiege the wall 
Of fheeny Heav‘n, and thou fome goddefs fled 
Aimongft us here below to hide thy nectar’d head ? 
vul. 
Or wert thou that juft maid who once before 
Forfook the hated Earth, O tell me footh, 
And canv’ft again to vilit us once more? 
Or wert thou that {weet filing youth, 

Or that crown’d matron, fage white-robed Truth ? 
Or any other of that heav’nly brood os 
Let down in cloudy throne to do the world fome 

good? 


Ix. 
Or wert thou of the golden-winged hoft, 
Who having clad thyfelf in human weed, 
‘To Earth from thy prefixed feat didft poft, 
And after fhort abode, fly back with peed, 
Asif to fhew what creatures Heav’n doth breed ? 
Thereby to fet the hearts of men on fire, 
To {corn thefordid world, and unto Heav'n afpire? 


x. 
But oh why didft thou not ftay here below 
‘Yo blefs us with thy Heav'n-lov’d innocence, 
‘To.flake his wrath whom fin hath made our foe, 
To turn {wift-rufhing black Perdition hence, 
Or drive away the flaughtering Peitilence, 
"To ftand ’twixt us knd our deferved fmarts ? 
But thou can’ft beft perform that office where 
thou art. 
Xt 
‘Then thou, the mother of fo fweet a child 
Her falfe imagin’d lof ceafe to lament, 


L 


16 
‘And wifely learn to curb thy forrows wild : 
"Phink what « prefent thou to Ged hath fent, 
And render him with patience what he leat! 
This if thou do, he will un cflepring give, 
"That till the world’s laft end fhali make thy name 
to live, 


TI, Anno etatis 19. At a v2cation Exercife. in the 
College, part Latin, part Englifp. The Latia 
Speeches ended, the Englifo thus began. 


Varn native Language, that by finews weak 

Didt move my fir encavouring tongue to fpeak, 

‘And mad’? inperfed words with ch h trips, 

Helf-unpronowne’d, flide through my infant lips, 

Driving dumb Silence from the portal door, 

Where he had mutcly fat two years before: 

Here I falute thee, and thy pardon afk, 

"That now J ufe thee in my latter tafk : 

Small lofs it is that thence can come unto thee, 

I know my tongve but little grace can co thee > 

"Thou need'it not he ambitious to he firft, 

Believe me, I have thither packt the worft: 

and, if it happens as 7 did forecatt, 

The daintiet eifhes thall be ferv'd up laf, 

T pray thee then deny me not thy aid 

For this fame {mall neglect that I have made: 

Put hafte thee {trait to do me once a pleafure, 

‘And from thy wardrobe bring thy chicfe trea- 
fure, 

Not thofe new-fangled toys, and trinuning flight 

Which takes our late fantattics with delight, 

But en'} thofe richeft robes, and gay’ft attire 

‘Which deepett fpirits, and choicelt wits defire : 

T have fome naked thoughts that rove about, 

And loudly knock to have their paffage out 5 

And, weary of their place, do only ftay 

"Till thou haft deck’d them in thy beft array ; 

That fo they may, without fufpect or fears 

FIG fwiftly to this fair affernbly’s ears. 

Yet Shad rather, if 1 were to choofe, 

Thy fervice in fome graver fabie& ule, 

Such as may make thee fearch thy coffers round, 

Before thou clothe my fancy in dt found : 

Such where the deep tranfported mind may fear 

Above the wheeling poles, and at Heav’n’s door 

Look in, and fee gach blifstul deity, 

How he before the thunderous throne doth lic, 

Lif'ning to what unfhorn Apollo fings 

“Lo th’ touch of golden wires, while Hebe brings 

Immortal negur to her kingly fire : 

‘Then pafling through the fpheres of watchiul 
fire, 

And mifty regions of wide air next under, 

‘And hills of fnow, and lofts of piled thunder, 

May tell at length how green-cy’d Neptune 
raves, 

In Heav'’n's defiance maft’ring all his waves ; 

‘Then fing of fecret things that came to pals 

When beldam Nature in her cradle was; 

And latt of kings and queens, and heroes old, 

Such as the wife Demodocus once told 

In folemn fongs at King Alcinous’ featt, 

‘While fad Ulyffes’ foul and all the ref 





























In willing chains and {weet captivity. 


But fie, my wand'ring Mufe how thou doft flray ? 
Expedtance calls thee now another way 5 

‘Thou know’ft it muf be now thy only bent. | 
‘To keep in compafs of thy predicament : 

‘Then quick about thy purpos’d bufinefs come, 
‘That te the next J may refign my room. 





Then Ens is reprofented as Father of the Predicaments 
Lis ton Sons. whereof the eldeft flood fur Subflance 
with bis canons, which Ens, thus freaking exm 
plains 


Good luck befriend thee, Son; for at thy birtlr 
The fairy ladies danc’d upon the hearth 5 
“Vhy droufy aurle hath Sworn he did them fpy 
Come tripping to the room where thou didft lic, 
\.nd fweeily finging round about thy bed, 
Strow all their blefii.ge on thy fleeping head. 
She heard them give thee this, that thou fhouldft 

fill 

From eyes of mortal walk invitible : 
Yet there is fomething that doth force my fears 
For once i: was my difmal hap to hear 
A Siby! oid, bow-bent with crouked age, 
"Yhat far events full wifely could prefage, 
And in time’s long and dark profpective glafs 
Forefaw what future days fhould bring to pafs 5 
Your fon, faid fhe, (nor can ye it prevent) 
Shall fubject be to many an accident : 
O’er al! his brethren he fhall reign as king, 
Yet every one fhal) make him underling, 
And thofe that cannot live from him afunder” 
Ungratefully thal ftrive to keep him under : 
In worth and excellence he fhall out-go them ; 
Yet being above them, he fhall be b:low them = 
From others he fall ftand in need of nothing, 
Yet on his brothers shall depend for clothing = 
"Yo find a foe it hall not be his hap ; 
‘And Peace fhall lull him in her flow'ry Jap; 
Yet fhail he live in ftrife, and at his door 
Devouring war fhail never ceafe to roar: 
Yea, it fhall be his natural property 
‘Vo harbour thofe enmity. 
wer, what mighty fpell, i 
ned hands, can loofe this Gordian knot ? 
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fpake in Profs, then 


by bis nase 


The next Quantity and Qua 
Relation was call 






Rivers arife ; whether thou be the fon 
OF utmot ‘weed, or Oofe, or gulphy Dun, 
Or Trent, who like fome earth-born giant fpreads 
His thirty arms along th’ indented mcads, 
Or fullen mole that runneth underneath, 
Or Severn Swift, guilty of maiden’s death, 
Cr rocky Avon, or of fedgy Lee, 
Or coaly Tyne, or ancient hallow'd Dee, 
Or Humber loud, that keeps the Scythian’s name, 
Or Mcdway {meoth, or royai towered ‘Thame. 





(The rofl was Prof.) 


POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 


NL On the Morning of Chrif's Nativity. 
‘ Compes'd 1629. 
ba I. 
Tare is the month, and this the happy morn, 
Wherein the Son of Heav’n’s eternal King, 
OF wedded maid, and Virgin mother bora, 
Our great redemption from above did bring 5 
For fo the holy Sages once did finz, 
‘Lhat he our deadly forfeit thould releafe, 
And with his Father work us a perpetual peace. 
4d, 
That glorious form, that light wnfafferable, 
And that far-beaming blaze of majelty, 
Wherewith he wont at Heav'n’s high council-table 
| Lo fit the midtt of Trinal Unity, 
He laid atide ; and here with us fo be, 
Forfook the courts of everlafting day, 
And chofe wich us a darkfome houfe of mortal 
clay. 








WW, 
Say, heav’nly Mufe, fhall not thy facred vein 
Afford a pretent to the infant God ? 
Haft thou no verfe, no hyma of folemn train, 
‘To welcome hin to this his nev ahode, 

Now, while the Heav’n by the fun’s teum untrod, 
Hath took no print of the approaching light, 
And ail the fpangled hoi keep watch in {quae 

drons bright? 
Iv. 
See how from far upon the eaftern road 
‘the Rareled Wizards halte with odours fweet : 
O run, pr&ent them with thy humble ode, 
And lay it lowly at his bleffed fect ; 
Have thon the honour firft thy Lord to grect, 
And join thy voice into the angel quire, 
From out his fecret altar touch'd with hallow'd 
fire, 


The Hymn, 


L 












Ty was the winter wild, 
White the Heav’n-born child 

All meanly wrapt in rude manger lies; 
Nature in awe to him 
Had dofft her gaudy trim, 

With her great Matter fo to fympathize : 
It was no feafon then for her 
Yo wanton with the fan her lufty paramour. 

i 

Only with {pecches fair 
She woo’s the gentle air 

To hide her guilty front with innocent fhow, 
And on her naked fhame, 
Pollute with finful blame, 

The fainty veil of maiden white to throw, 
Confounded, that her Maker's eyes 
Should look fo near upon her foul deformities. 

ui 

Put he, her fears to ceafe, 
nt down the meek-ey'd Peace; 
She, croWwn'd with olive grecn, 
lown thro’ the turning fphere 
His ready harbinger, 


came foftly 
[Riding 










63 
} _ With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing , 
| And waving wide her myrtle wand, 
| She trikes an univerfal peace throngh fea and 
i land. 
| Iv. 
; No war, or battle’s found 
{ Was heard the world around : 
| ‘Vhe idle fpear and thield were high up hung ; 
| "Yhe hooked chariot ftood, 

Unftain’d with hoftile bloéd 

‘The trumpet {pake not to the armed throng; 
And kings fat fill with awful eye, 
As if they furely knew their fov' reign Lord was bys 


ve 
But peaceful was the night, 
Wherein the Prince of Light 
His reign of peace upon the earth began + 
The winds with wonder whift 
Smoothly the waters kift, 
Whifp’ring new joys to the mild ocean, 
Who now hath quite forgot to rave, 
While birds of calm fit brooding on the charmed 
wave, 
‘ vi. 
The ftars with deep amaze 
Stand fix’d in ftedfatt gaze, 
Bending one way their precious influence, 
And will not take their fight, 
For all the morning light, 
Or Lucifer, that often warn’d them thence j 
orbs did glow, 


But in their glimmering , 
Until their Lord himfeli befpake, and bid them Py 
vin. 

And tho’ the fhady gloom 

Had given day her room, . 
‘The fun himfelf with-held his wonted fpeed, 

And hid his head for fhame, 

As his inferior flame 3 need. 
The new enlighten’d world no more thould 


He faw a greater fun appear 
Than his bright thronc, or burning axletree coul 
bear. 
vit. 

The thepherds on the lawn, 
Or e’er the point of dawn, 

Sat fimply chatting in a ruftic row ; 
Full little thought they then 
‘That the mighty Pan 

Was kindly come to live with them below; 
Perhaps their loves, or elfe their fheep, 
‘Was all that did their filly thoughts fo bufy keep, 

Ix, 

When fuch mafic fweet 
Their hearts and ears did greet, 

As never was by mortal finger ftrook, 
Divinely warbled voice 
Anfw'ring the ftringed noife, 

As all their fouls i blifsful rapture took : 
The air fuch pleafure loth to lofe, 
With thonfand echoes ftill prolongs each heay’aly 
clofe. 


x. 

Nature that heard fuch found, 

Beneath the hollow round 

OF Cynthia’s feat, the airy region thrilling, 
Li 


Aids 
Nouw-was almoft won 
‘To think her part was done, 
And that her reign had here its laft fulfilling 
She knew fach harmony alone 
Could held all Heav'n and earth in happier 
union. 


3 


xr. 
At aft furrounds their fight 
A globe of circular light, . 

‘That with long beams the fhame-fac’d Night 
The helmed chernbim; [array’d, 
And fworded feraphim, 

Are feen in glittering ranks with wings dif 
Harping in loud and folemn quire, {play’d, 
‘With uncxprcflive notes to Heav’n’s new-born 

Hair, 
Xi, 
Such mufic (as "tis faid) 
Before was never made, 

But when of old the fons of Morning fung, 
While the Creator great 
¥lis contellations fet, 

‘And the well-balanc’d world on hinges hung, 
And caft the dark foundations deep, e[keep. 
And bid the welt’ring waves their oozy channel 

xu. 
Ring out ye, cryftal fpheres, 
Once blefs our human cars, 

(If ye ha¥e power to touch our fenfes fo} 
And ict your filver chime 
Move in melodious time, 

And let the bafe of Heav'n’s deep organ blow, 
And with your ninefold harmony, 

Make up full confort to th’ angelic fymphony. 

' xiv. 

For if fuch holy fong 
Inwarp our fancy long, 
‘Time will run back, and fetch the age of Gold, 
And fpeckled vanity, 
Will ficken foon and die, 
And leprous fin will melt from earthly mould, 
“And hell itfelf will pafs away, 
And leave her dolorous manfion to the peering day. 


xv, 
Yea Truth and Juftice then 
‘Will down réturn to men, 

Orb’d in a rainbow ; and like glories wearing 
Mercy will fit between, 

‘Thron’d in celeflial theen, 

With radiant feet the tiffued'clouds down fteer- 
‘And Heav’n, as at fome feltival, ling, 
‘Will open wide the gates of her high palace hail. 

XVI. 
But wifcft Fate fays no, 
This muft not yet be fo, 

The Babe lies yet in fmiling infancy, 
‘That on the bitter crofs 
Muft redeem our lots; 

So both himfelf and us to glorify 
‘Yet firft to thofe ychain’d in fleep, 

‘The wakeful tramp of Doorn muft thunder thro’ 
the deep. 
xvi 
‘With fuch 2 horrid clang, 
As on Mount Sinai rang, 
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While the red fire and fmould’ring clouds ont- 
‘The aged Earth aghaift, (brake: 
With terror of that blaft, & 

Shalt from the furface to the centre fhake; 
When at the world’s laft ceffion, 

‘The dreadful Judge in middle air thall fpread hie 
throne. . 
XVI, 
And then at lait our blifs 
Full and perfed is, 

But now begins; for from this happy day 
‘Th’ old Dragon under ground 
In ftraiter limits bound, 

Not half fo far cafts his wlurped fway, 

And wroth to fee his kingdom fail, 

Swindges the fcaly horror of his folded tail. 
oF x1xX. 

The oracles are dumb, 

No voice or hideous hum 

Runs thro’ the arched roof in words deceiving. 
Apollo from his fhrine 
Can no more divine, 

With hollow thriek the fteep of Delphos leaving. 
No nightly trance or breathed fpell 
Infpires the pale-ey’d Prieft fromthe prophetic cell. 

XX. 
‘The Joncly mountains o’er, 
And the refounding fhore, 
A voice of weeping heard, and loud lament = 
From haunted fpring, and dale 
Edg’d with poplar pale, 

‘Yhe pasting Genius is with fighing fent 5 
With flower-inwoven treffes torn, 

The nymphs in twi'light thade of tangled thickets, 
mourn, 

XXL, 
In confecrated earth, 
And on the holy hearth, 
The Lars and Lemures moan with midnight 

plaint ; 

In urns, and altars round, 

A drear and dying found 

Affrights the Bamens at their fervice quaint 5 
And the chill marble feems to fweat, 

While cach peculiar power forgoes his wonted 
feat. 


xxi 
Peor and Baalim 
Forfake their temples dim, 
yith that twice batter’d god of Palcftine : 
And mooned Afhtaroth, 
Heav'n’s queen and mother both, 
Now fits not girt with taper’s holy thine 
‘The Lybic Hammon fhrinks his horn; 
In vain the Tyrian maids their wounded Tham~- 
mus mourn. . 
XXL. 
And fuilen Moloch fled, 
Hath left in fhadows dread 
His burning idol all of blackeft hue 5 
In vain with cymbals’ ring 
They cali the grifly King, 
In difmal dance about the furnace blue 5 
The brutith gods of Nile as faft, 
Ifis and Orus, and the dog Aniubus hatte. - 
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xxv 
Nor is Ofiris feen 
™n Memphian grove or green, 

‘Trampling the unfhow’r'd grafs with lowings 
Nor can he be at reft [loud : 
Within his facred cheft, 

Nonght but profoundeft Hell can be his fhroud ; 
In vain with timbre!’d anthems dark 
‘The fable-ftoled forcerers bear his worfhipt ark. 

XX. 
He feels from Juda’s land 
“he dreadful Infant’s hand, 

‘The rays of Bethlehem blind his dutky eyn ; 
Nor all the gods befide, 

Longer dere abide, 

Not ‘Typhon huge ending in fnaky twine + 
Our Babe to thew his Godhead truc, 

Can in his fwadling bands controul the damned 
XXXVI. [erew. 
So when the fun in bed, 
Curtain’d with cloudy red, 
Pillows his chin upon an orient wave, 
"Phe flocking shadows pale 
‘Lroop to the infernal jail, 

Each fetter’d ghoft flips to his feteral grave, 
And the yellow-fcirted Fayes 
Vly after the night-feeds, leaving their moon- 

Tov'd maze. : 
XXVIII. 
But {ce the Virgin bleft 
Hath laid her Babe to reft; 

Time is our tedious fong fhould here have 
Heav'n’s youngeft ceemed ftar {ending : 
Hath fix’d her polifh’d car, 

Her fleeping Lord with handmaid lamp at- 
And all about the courtly ftable {tending, 
Bright harnefs'd angels fit in order ferviceable. 





IV. The paffion, 
1 
Fo rawure of mufic, and ethereal mirth, 
Wherewith the ftuge of air and earth did ring, 
And joyous news of heav’nly Infant’s birth, 
My Mufe with angels did divide to fing ; 
But headlong Joy is ever on the wing, 

In wintry folitic like the fhorten’d light [night 
Soon fwsllow’d up in dark and long out-living 
nH, 

For now to forrow mnuft.I tune my fong, 
-And fet my harp to notes of faddeft woe, 
Which in our deareft Lord did feife eer long, 
Dangers, and nares, and wrongs, and worfe than 
Which he for us did freely undergo ; [fo, 
Mott perfect Hero, try'd in heavielt plight 
Of labourshugeand hard, toohard forhuman might? 
111, 
He, fov'reign Prieit, ftooping his regal head, 
‘That dropt with odorous oi] down his fair eyes, 
Poor fleihly tabernacle entcred, 
His ftarry front low-rooft beneath the fkies ; 
© what a matk was there, what a difguife ! 
Yet morc; the ftroke of death he muft abide, 
Then ae Fim meekly down faft by his bretbren’s 
le. 


‘ 


sb 


« Iv, 

‘Thef@atett fcenes confine my roving verfe, 

‘Lo thihorrizon is my Phebus bound; 

His godlike aéts, aud his temptations fierce, 

And former fufferings other where are found ; 

Loud o'er the reft Cremona’s trump doth found; 
Me fofter airs befit, and fofter ftrings 

Of lute, or viel {till, more apt for mournful things. 

ve _ 

Befriend me, Night, beit-patronefs of grief ; 

Over the pole thy thickeft mantle throw, 

And work my flatter’d fancy to belief, 

‘That Heav'n and earth are colour’d with my woe ; 

My foxrows are too dark for day to know : 7 
‘The leaves fhould all be black whereon I write, 

And letters where my tears have wath’d a wane 

F vie - {nith white, 

Sce, fee the chariot, and thofe rufhing wheels, 

‘That whirl'd the prophet up.at Chebar flood, 

My fpirit fome traniporting cherub feels, 

‘To bear me where the towers of Salem ftood,~ 

Once glorious towers, now funk in guiltlefs bloods 
There doth my foul in holy vifion fit 

In penfive trance, and anguifh, and ecftatic fit. 

Vil. 

Mine eye hath found that fad fepulchral rock 

‘That was the cafket of Heav’n’s richeft ftore, 

And here though grief my fecble hands uplock, 

Yet on the foften’d quarry would I {core * 








My plaining verfe as lively ne before 3774.'* 0: * 
For fure fo well intruded areamy tear, 
‘That they would fitly fall in order’d charaéters, 


vin. 
Or fhould I thence hurried on viewlefs wing, 
‘Take up a weeping on the mountains wild, 
“the gentle neighbourhood of grove and {pring 
Would foon unbofom all their echoes mild, 
And I (for grief is eafily beguil’d) 

Might think th’ infeétion of my forrows loud 
Had got a race of mourners on fame pregnant 

cloud, = 


[This fubj.€ the Author finding to be aboue the years 
Se had, when be worote.it, and nothing fatisfed with 
xchat was begun, left it unfinifeed.) 


V. On Time. 


Fy envious Time, till thou run out thy race, 
Cail on the lazy Ieaden-ftepping Hours, 

Whofe {peed is but the heavy. plummet’s pace, 
And glut thyfelf with what thy womb devours, ** 
Which is no more than what is falfe and vain, 4 
And merely mortal drofs ; 

So little is our lofs, 

So little is thy gain. 

For when as each thing bad thou haft intomb'd, 
And laft of all thy greedy felf confum’d, 

‘Then long eternity fhall greet our blifs 

With an individual kifs ; s 

And joy hall overtake us asa flood, 

When every thing that is fincerely good, 

And perfedtly divine, 

With truth, and peace, and love, fhall ever thine 


Liij 


rod 


166 


About the fupreme throne anes 
OF him, to’ whofe happy-making fight al 
‘Whenjonce our heav'nly-guided foul fh: 
Then all this earthy grofinels quit, 


-: Attir’d with ftars, we fhall forever fit, 


‘Triumphing over Death, and Chance, and thee, 
O Time. 


Wi. Upon the Circumcifion, 


'Yx flaming Powers, and winged Warriors bright, 
‘That erft with mufic and triumphant fong, 
Firft heard by happy watchful thepherds’ ear, 
So fweetly {ung your joy the clouds along, 
‘Through the foft filence of the lif’ning Night ; 
Now mourn, and if fad fhare with us to bear 
Your. fiery effence can diftil no tear, 
Burn in your fighs, and borrow 
Seas wept from our deep forrow ¢ 
He who with all Heav'n’s heraldry whilere 
Enter’d the world, now blecds to give us cafe; 
Alas how foon our fin . 

Sore doth begin . 

His infancy to feife! 

© more exceeding love, or law more juft! 


. pe Jaw indeed, but more excecding love ! 





or we by rightiul doom remedilels 
Were loft in death, till he that dwelt above 
High thron’d in fecree blifs, for us frail duit 
Emptied his glory, ev'n to nakednefs; 





’ And that great covenant which we {till tranfgrefs 


Entircly fatisfied, 

And the full wrath befide 

Of vengeful Juitice bore for our excefs, 

And feals obedience firft with woundiug {mart 


° ‘This day, but O e'er long 
°) Huge pangs and ftrong 


‘Will pierce more near his heart. 


e VU. At a folemn Mufic. 


‘Breer pair of Sirens, pledges of Heav'n’s joy, 
Sphere-born harmonious fiftcrs, Voice and Verte, 
‘Wed your divine founds, and mix’d power employ 
Dead things with inbreath’d fenfe able to pierce, 
And to our high rais’d phantafy prefent 

‘That undifturbed fong of pure concent, 

Ay fung before the faphir-colour'd throng 

‘To him that fits thereon 

With faintly fhout, and fotemn jubilce, 

Where the bright ferapliim in burning row 
‘Their loud up-lifted angei-trumpets blow, 

And the chervhic hoft in thoufand quircs 

"Touch their immortal harps of golden wires. 
With thofe jut {pirits that wear victorious palms, 
Hymns devout and holy pfalms 

Singing everlattingly ; 

That we on earth with undifcording voice 

May rightly anfwer that mclodions noife ; 

As once we did, till difproportion’d Sin 

Jarr’d again Nature’s chime and with harfh din 


. Broke the fair rovfic that all creatures made 


To their great Lord} whofe love their motion 
Sway'd 
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In perfeét diapafon, whilt they cod, 

In fir ebedience, and their itate of good. 

O may we foon again renew that fong, 2 
And keep in tune with Heav'n, till God e’er long 

‘To his celeitial confort us unite, [light. 

To jive with him, and jing in endlefs morn of 





VIN. An Epitoph on the Marchionefs of Winchefters 


Tus rich marble doth inter 
The honour’d wife cf Winchefter. 
A vifcuunt’s daughter, an Earl’s heir, 
Befides what her vireucs fair 
Added to her noble birth, 
More than fhe could own from earth, 
Summers three times cight fave one 
She had told; alas too foon, 
After fo fhort time of breath, 
‘To houfe with darknels, and with death. 
Yet had the number of her days 

Been as complete as was her praife, 
Nature and Fate had had no itrife 

In giving limit to her life, 
Her high birth, and her graces fweet, 
Quickly found a lover meet ; 
The virgin quire for her requeft 
‘Vhe god that fits at marriage feaft 5° 
He at their invoking came, 

But with a fearce well-lighted flame ; 
And in his garland as he itood 

Ye might difcern a cyprefs bud, 

Once had the early matrons run 
‘Yo greet her of a lovely fon, 

And rew with fecond hope fhe goes, 
And calls Lucina to her throes ; 

But whether by inifchance or blame 
Atropos for Lucina came ; 

And with remorfelefs cruclty 

Spoil’d at once both fruit and tree ¢ 
The haplefs babe before his birth 
Had burial, yet not laid in earth ; 
And the I:nguith'd mother’s womb 
‘Was not long a living tomb. 
So have I fevn fome tender ip, 
Sav'd wih care from Wi i 
‘Vhe pride of her carnation ¢ 
Pluck'd up by fome urheedy fwain, 
Who only thought to crop the flow’r 
New thot up from vernai fhow’r ; 
But the fair bloffom hangs the head 
Side-ways as on a dying bed, 
And thofe pearls of dew the wears, 
Prove to be prefaging tcars, 
Which the fad Morn had ict fa'l 
On her haft’ning foneral, 

Gentle Lady, may thy grave 

Peace and quiet ever have ; 
After this thy travel fore 
Sweet reft feize thee evermore, 
That to give the world increafe, 
Shortened haft thy own life's iea‘c. 
Here, befides the forrowing 
That thy noble houfe doth bring, 
Here be tears of perfect moan 
‘Wept for thee in Helicon, 














POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. ; a 


Find fume Hower:, and { bays, 
¥or thy herfe, to ftrow the ways, 
Nent thee from the banks of Came, 
Devoted to thy virtuous name ; 
Whilit thoa, bright Saint, high fit in glory, 
Next her moch like to thee in ftory, 
‘That fair Syrian thepherde&, 

Who after years of barrennefs, 

‘The bighly favour’d Jofeph bore 

‘Lo him that ferv'd for her before, 
And at her next birth much like thee, 
‘Through pangs fi-d to felicity, 

Far within the bofom bright 

Of blazing Majefty and Light : 
‘There with thee, new welcome faint, 
Like fortunes may her foukacquaint 
With thee there clad in radiant dheen, 
No Marchionefs, bu now a Queen, 


IX. Song. On May Morning. 


Now the bright morning ftar, day’s harbinger, _ 
Comes dancing’ from the Eaft, and leads with ier 
‘Lhe flow’ry May, who from her green lap throws 
“The yelkw cowsip, and the pale primrofe, 

Hail bowstcous May!! that doit infpire 

Mirth, and youth, and warm defire ; 

Woods and groves are of thy dreffing, 

Hill and daie.doth bout thy blefing. 
“Thus we falute thee with our early fong, 
vind weicome thee, and with thee loag. 


X. On Shak fear, 1630. 


Waar needs my Shakefpeare for his honour’d 
bones 

"The labour of an age in piled ftones, 

Or that his hallow"d reliques fhould be hid 

Under @ Rarry-pointing pyramid ? 

vmory, great heir of Fame, 

hou fuch weak witnels of thy name? 

: nour wonder and aftonithment 

dTas built th livelonp: monument. 

Yor whilft to th’ fhame of flow-endeavouring Art 

‘thy eafy numbers flow, and that cach Aeart 

Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued book 

‘Thofe Dalphie kines with deep impreffion took ; 

‘Then tltov our fancy of itfell hereaving, 

Do make us marble with too much conceiving ; 

Ard fo fepulcher'd, in fuch pomp dof lie, 

“Ghat kings for fach a tomb would with to die. 










XI. On the Univerfity Carrier, ixho fickened in the 
time of his vacancy, being forbid 19 go to Lone 
don, by reafon of the plague. 


Tlenr tics old Hobfon; Death hath broke his 
girt, 

And here alas, hath laid him in the dirt 3} 

Or elt the ways being foul, twenty to one, 

He's here ftuck in a flough, and overthrown. 

"Twas fuch a thifter, that if truth were known, 

Death was half glad when be had got him down ; 


* 
i 


For hg had any time this ten years full 

Dodg’ with him, betwixt Cambridge and th 

“Bull 

And farely Death could.never have prevai:'d, 

Had not his weekly courfe of catriage fail’d ; 

But Jately finding him fo tong at home, 9 

And thinking now his journey’s end was come,” 

And that he had ta’en up his lateft inn, 

In the kind office of a chamberlain | 

Shew’d him his room where he muft lodge tha 
night, ‘ 

Pali'd off his boots, and took away the light 

If any afk for him, itdhall be faid, 

Hobfon has fupt, and’s newly gone to bed. 


XI, Another on the Jims, 


Her lieth ond who did moft traly-prove,, 

‘Vhat he could- never die while he could moves . 

So hung his deftiny, never to rot - 

While he might till jog oh and keep his trot, 

Made of {phere-metal, never to decay 2 

Urhil his revolution was at flay. ‘ 

‘Time numbers mation (yet without a crime 

*Gaintt old Trath),. motion number'd out His 
time: . r) 

And like an engine mov'd with wheel and weight, 

His principles being ceas'd, he ended ftrait. 

Reft that gives all men life. gave him his death, 

And too much breathing put him out of breath’; | 

Nor were it contradi@ion to affirm, 

‘Too long vacation haften’d on his term, 

Merely to drive the time away, he ficken’d, 

Vainted, and diéd, nor would with ale be quick 
en’d; a 

Nay, quoth he, on his fwooning bed out-ftretch’d,' 

If | meyn't carry, fure Pll ne’er be fetch'd, 

Lut vow, though the crofs doors all ftood heare 
ers, 

For one carrier put down to make fix bearers, 

Eafe was bis chief difeafe, and to judge right, 

He for heavinefs that his cart went light : 

His lcifure told him that his time was come, 

And lack of load made his life burthenfome, 

‘That ev'n to his laft breath (there be that fay’t) .: 

As he were prefs'd to death, he cry'd more weight; - 

Dut had his doings lafted 2s they werey . 

He had been an immortal carrier, 

Obedient to the moon, he {pent his date 

In courfe reciprocal, and had his fate 

Link'd to the mutual flowing of the feas, - 

Vet (ftrange to think) his wain was his increafe : 

Histetters are deiiver'd all and gone, 

Onty remain this fuperfcription. 5 





“XUN, Ad Pyrrbam. Ode ¥. 
Horatias ex Pyrrba illecebris tanquam 2 naufragio 
cnataverat, cujus amore irretites, affirmat effe iaim 


foro 


Qors multa gracilis te puer in rofa 

Perfufus liquidis urget odoribus, 
Grato, Pyrrha, fub antro ? 
Cui flavam religas comam 


Li iij 


OR 


Simplex munditiis? heu quotics fidem 
‘Mutatofque deos flebit, et afpera 
Nigris equora ventis 
Emirabitur infolens! 
» Qui nunc te fruitur credulus aurea, 
Qui femper vacuam femper amabilem 
Sperat, nefcius ayre 
Fallacis. Mifefi quibus 
Jntentata nites. fe tabula facer 
Votiva paries indicat uvida 
Sufpendiffe potenti 
Veftimenta maris Deo. 


XL. The fifth Ode of Horace, Lib. I. 


Quis mutta gracilis te pucr in rofa, rendered almoft 
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Unmindful. Haplefs they {vow'd 
‘To whom thou untry’d feem’it fair. Me in my 
Pidure the facred wall declares to” haye hung 

My dank and dropping weeds 

To the ftern God of fea. 


XIV, On the new forcers of confeience under the Long 
Parliament. 


Because you have thrown off your Prelate lord 
And with ftiff vows renounc’d his liturgy, 
To feize the widow’d whore Plurality 
From them whofe fin ye envied, not abhorr’d, 
Dare ye for this adjure the civil fword 
‘To force our confciences that Chrift fet free, 
And ride us with a claffic hierarchy 


‘word for word without chime, according to the La- | Taught ye by mere A. S.and Rotherford ? 


tin meafidve, as near as the language will permit. 


‘Waar flender youth bedew'd with liquid odours 
Courts thee on rofes in fome pleafant cave, 
Pyrrha? for whom bind’ft thot a 
In wreaths thy golden hair, 

Plain in thy neatnefst O, how oft fhall he 
On faith and changed gods complain, and feas 
Rough with black winds and ftorms 

Unwonted fhall admire ! 
Who now enjoys thee, credulous, all gold, 
‘Who always vacant always amiable - 
Hopes thee, of flattering gales 


Men whofe life, learning, faith and pureintent, 
Would have been held in high efteem with Paul, 
Mutt now bo nam'd and printed Heretics 
By fhallow Edwards and Scotch What-d’ye-call + 
But we do hope to find out all your tricks, 
Your plots and packing worfe than thofe of 
‘Trent, 
‘That fo thé Parliament 
May with their wholcfome and preventive fhears 
Clip your phylaéterics, though bauk your ears, 
And fuccour our juft fears, 
When they hall read this clearly in your charge, 
New Prefbyter is but Old Prieft writ large. 


IE 





SONNETS. 








I. To the Nightingale. 


. O wrourinaans, that on yon bloomy {pray 
Warbleft at eve, when all the woods are ftill, 
‘Thou with, freth hope the lover’s heart does fill, 

‘While the jolly Hours lead on propitious May. 

; ‘Thy liquid notes that clofe the eye of day, 

Firft heard before the fhallow cuccco’s bill, 

Portend fuccefs in love ; O if Jove’s will 
Have link’d that amorous power to thy foft lay, 

Now timely fing, e’er the rude bird of hate 
Foretcll my hopelefs doom in fome grove nigh ; 

‘As thou from year to year hait fung too late 
For my relief, yet hadft no reafon why 

Whether the mufc, or love call thee his mate, 
Both them J ferve, and of their train am I 


ML. - 


Donna leggiadra il cui bel nome honora 
L'herbofa val di Rheno, ¢ il nobil varco, 
Bene € colui d’ogni valore feafco 
ge tuo fpirto gentil non innamora, 
| Ghe dolcemente moftra fi di fuora 
De fui atti foavi giamai parco, 
| Eidon’, che fon d’amor favtte ed arco, 
' La onde I’ alta tua virtu @infiora. 
: Quando tu vaga parli, o lieta canti 
Che mover poffa duro alpeftre legno 
| Guardi ciafcun a gli occhi, ed a gli orecchi 
Le’entrata, chi dite fi truova indegno 5 
Gratia‘fola di fu gli vagiia, inanti 
Che’! difio amorofa al cuor f’invecchi. 


i, 


Quax in colle afpro, al imbrunir di fera 
L’avezza giovenetta paftorella 
Va bagnando Vherbetta ftrana e bella 
Che mal fi fpande a difufata fpera 
Yuor di fua natia alma primavera, 
Cofi Amor meco infil Ja lingua foclla 
‘Defta il fior novo di ftrania favella, 
, Mentre io di te, vezzolamente altcra, 
Canto,-dal mio buon pepol non intefo 
E’l bel l'amigt cangio col bel Arno. 
Amor lo volfe, ed io a Paltrui pefo 
-Seppi ch’ Amor cofa mai volfe indarno. 
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Deh! fofs’ il mio cuor lento e’l duro feno 
A chi pianta dal ciel fi buon terreno, 


Canzone. 


Runoysr donne e giovani amorofii 
accoftandofi attorno, e perche ferivi, 
Perche tu fcrivi in lingua ignota e ftrana 
‘Verfeggiando d’ amor, e come t’ of? 
Dinne, fe la tua fpeme fia mai vana, 
E de penfieri lo miglior t’ arrivi; 
Cofi mi van burlando, altri rivi 
Altri lidi t’afpettan, et altre onde 
Nelle cui verdi fponde- - Ars 
Spuntati ad hor, ad hor « Ja tua chiomis” 
L’immortal guiderdond d’ eteriit frondi 
Perche alle fpalle tue foverchia foma? 
Canzon dirotti, ¢ tu per me rifpondi 
Dice mia Donna, e’l fuo dir, é il mio cuore 
Quefta c lingua di cui fi vanta Amore. 


Iv. 
Dronart, e te’l diro con maraviglia, 
Quel ritrofo io ch’amor fpreggiar foléa 
E de fuci lacci fpeffo mi ridéa 
Gia caddi, ov’huom dabberi talhor Pimpiglia 
Ne treccic d’ oro, ne guancia vermiglia. 
M? abbaglian si, ma fotto nova idca 
Pellegrina bellezza che’l cuor bza, 
Portamenti alti honefti, ¢ nelle ciglia 
Quel fereno fulgor d’ amabil nero, 
Parole adorne di lingua piu d’ una, 
#’l cantar che di mezzo l’hemifpero 
Traviar ben puo la faticofa Luna, 
E degli occhi fuoi auventa fi gran fuoco 
Che Pincerar gli orecchi mi fia poco. 


v. 


Pex certo i bet voftr’ occhi Donna mia 
Effer non puo che non fian lo mio fole 
Si mi percuoton forte, come ei fuole 
Per Iarene di Libia chi Pinvia, 
| Mentre un caldo vapor (ne fenti pria) 
Da quel lato fi fpinge ove mi duole, 
‘Che forfe amanti nelle lor parole 
Chiaman fofpir ; io non fo che & fia : 
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Parte rinchiula, ¢ turbida fi ccla 
Scoffo mre il petto, e poi n’vfcendo poco 
Quivi d’attorno o Cagghiaccia, o Pingiela ; 
‘Ma quanto a gli occhi giunge a trovar-loco 
Tuite le notti a me fuol far ptovofe 
Finche mia Alba rivien colma di rofe. 






Vi . 


Guovanr piano, e femplicetto amante 
Poi che fuggir me fteffo in dubbio fono 
Madonna a voi def mio cuor ’hummil dono 
Faro divoto ; io certo a prove tante 
L’hebbi fedcle, intrepido, coftante, 
De penfieri leggiadro, accorto, e buono ; 
* Qnando rugge il gran mondo, e feocca il tuono, 
Sarma di fe, ¢ d’ intero dimante, 
"lanto del forfe ¢ d’ invidia ficuro, 
Di timori, c fperanze al popol uie 
Quanto d’ingegno, ¢d’ alto valor vago, 
E di cetta fonora, e delle mufe : ; 
Sol troverete in tal parte men duro 
Ove Amor mile l'infanabil ago. 


VII. On bis being arriv’d at the age of trwenty- 
three, 


Wow foun hath Time, the fubtle thief of youth, 
Stol’n on his wing my three and twentieth 
ear! 
My hafting days fly on with full career, 
Rut my late {pring no bud or bloffom thew’th. 
Perhaps my femblance might deceive the truth, 
That I to manhood am arriv’d fo near, 
And inward ripenefs doth much lefs appear, 
"That fome more timely happy fpirits indu’th. 
Yet he it lefs or more, or foon or flow, 
Ie shall be Mill in ftri@eft meafure cven 
c- To that fame lot, however mean pr high, 
‘Toward which ‘Time leads me, and the will of 
Heav’n; 
All is, if I have grace to ufe it fo, 
As cver in ray great Tatk-mafter’s cye. 








VIML, When the Affult was intended to the City, 


Carratn or Colonel, or Knight in arms, 
Whofe chance on thefe defencclefs doors may 
¥f deed of honour did thee ever pleafe, [feizc, 
Guard them, and bim within protedt frem harms. 
He can requite thee, for he knows the charms 
That call fame on fugh gentle acts as thefe ; 
And he can fpread thy name o’er lands and 
feas, 
‘Whatever clime the fun's bright circle warme, 
Lift not thy fpear againft the Mufes’ bower ; 
‘The great Emathion conqueror bid {pare 
The houfe of Pindarus, when temple’ and 
tow’r 
‘Went to the ground: and the repeated air 
OF fad Eledtra’s poct had the power 
To fave th Athenian walls from ruin bare. 
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Lapy that in the prime of eatlie youth 

Wifely hath fhunn’d the broad way and the 
green, 
And with thofe few art eminently feen, 

That labou: up the hill of heav’nly ‘Truth, 

The better part with Mary and with Ruth, 
Cholen thou haft ; and they that overween, 
And at thy growing virtues fret their fpleen, 

No anger find in thee, bnt pity’ and ruth, 

Thy care is fix’d, and zealoufly attends 
.'To fill thy odorous lamp with deeds of light, 

And hope that reaps not fhame. ‘Iherefore be fure 

Thou, when the bridegroom with his feaftful 
friends? 
Paffes to blifs at the mid hour of night, 

Haft gaiu’d thy entrauce, virgin. wife and pure. 





X. Yo the Laty Margaret Leys 


Daveuter to that good Earl, once prefident 

Of England’s council, and her treafury, 

Who liv’d in both, unftain'd with gold or fee, 
(Aad left them both, more in himfelf content, 
Till fad the breaking of that Parliament 

Broke him, as that dithoneit vi@ory 

At Cheronea, faral to liberty, 

Kill’d with report that old man eloquent, 

‘Vhough later born than to have kuown the daya 

Wherein your father flourith'd. yet by you, 
Madam, methinks I fee him living yet ; 
So well your word his noble virtues praife, 
‘TRat all both judge you to relate them truc, 
And to poffefs them, honuur’d Margaret. 








XI. On the detrattion which followed upon my writing 
certain treatifes. 


« 
A. noox was writ of late call’d Tetrachordon, 
And woven clofe, both matter, form, and ftile } 
"The fubjec new ; it walk’d the Town a whi-e. 
Numb’ring good intelleéts; now feldom por’d ot 
Cries the ftall-reader, Blefs us! what a word on 
‘A title page is this! and fome in file 
Stand fpelling falfe, while oue might walk to 
Mile- ss 
End Green. Why is it harder, Sirs, than Gordon, 
Colkitto, or Macdonnel, or Galafp? 
Thofe rugged names to our like mouths grow 
fleek, 
That would have made Quintilian ftare and 


‘Thy age hie ours, O Soul of Sir John Cheek, 
Hated not learmng worfe than toad or afp, 
When thon taught’it at Cambridge, and King 

Edward Greek. 


XII. On the fame. 


T pip but prompt the age to quit their clogs 
By the known rules of ancient Rberty, 
When ftrait a barbarous noife environs me 


SONNETS, 


Of owls and cuccoos, affes, apes, and dogs : 
As when thofe hinds that were transform’d to 
frogs 2 
Rail'd at Latona’s twin-born progeny, 
Which after held the fun and moon in fee. 
But this is got by cafting pearls to hogs, . 
‘That baw] for freedom in their fenfeleis mood, 
And ftill revolt when Truth would fet them free; 
Licence they mean when they cry Liberty; 
For who loves that, mult firft he wife and 
geod; 
But from that mark how far they rove we fee, 
For all uhis wafte of wealth, and lofs of blood. 


XML To Mr. H. Lawes, om bis*Airs. 


Tazry, whofe tuncful and well-meafur'd fong 
Firft taught our knglifh mufie how to fpan 
Words with juft note and accent, not to fean 


. With Midas’ ears, committing fhort and long ; 


"hy worth and fkiil exempts thee from the 
throng, 
With prailc enongh for Envy to look wan; 
‘To after age thou fhalt be writ the man 
That with {mooth air could’{t humour beft cur 
tongue, 
‘Thou honour’ ft verfe, and verft nit lend her 
wih) 
To honour thee, the prieft of Phebus’ quire, 
‘That cun'tt their happicit tines in hymn or ftory. 
Dante thail give Pame leave to fet thee higher 
‘Yhan his Cafclla, whom he woo'd to ting 
Met in the milder fhades of Purgatory. 


VW. On the religious memory of Mrs. Catharine 
Thorfon, my Chrifian friend, deceafed 36th Dec, 


1640. 
Woen faith and love, which parted from thee 
never, 
Had ripen’d thy jut foul to dwell with God, 
Meckly thou didit relign this earthly Joad 
Of death, call’d life ; which us from life doth fever. 
‘Thy works and alns, and all thy good endeavour, 
Stay’ not behind, nor in the grave were trod, 
But as Faith pointed with her golden rod, 
Follow'd thee up to joy and blife for ever. 
Love led them on, and Faith who knew them 
heft 
‘Thy hand-maids,clad them o'er with purple beams 
And azure wings, that up they flew fo drett, 
And fpake the truth of thee on glorious themes 
Betore the Judge, who thenceforth bid thee 
reft, 
And drink thy fill of pure immortal ftreams. 








RV. To the Lord General Fairfax. 


bys : 
Famrax, whofe name in arms through Europe 
rings, 





Filling cack: mouth with envy or with praife, 
And ail her jealous monarchs with amaze 


I7E 
And ramours nud, that daunt remoteft kings 
Thy firma unfhaken virtue ever brings 
Vigory thome, though new rebellions raife 
‘Their Hydra heads, and the falfe North difplays 
Her broken league to imp their ferpent wings, 
© yet a nobler tafk awaits thy hand, 
(For what can war, but endlefs war ftilt breed ?) 
‘Till truth and right from violence be freed, 
And public faith clear’d from the thameful 
brand . 
OF public traud. In vzin doth Valor bleed, 
While Avarice and Rapine hare the land. 


XVI. To the Lord General Cromwell. 


Cromwett, our chief of men, -who through a 
cloud 
Not of war only, but detractions rude, 
Guided by faith, and matchlefs fortitude, 
Yo peace and truth thy glorious way haft 
piough’d, 
And on the neck of crowned Fortune proud 
Haft rear’d God's trophies, and his work pur- 
fued, 
While Darwen ftream with blood of Scots im= 
brued, 
And Dunbar field refounds thy praifes loud, 
And Worcester’s laureat wreath. Yet much remains - 
‘Yo conquer full; Peace -hath her vidories 
No lefs renown’d than. wart new foes arife 
‘Threat'niag to bind our fogs with fecular chains: 
Help us us to fave free cofifcience from the paw. 
Of hireling wolves, whofe golpel is their maw, 





XVIL To Sir Henry Pane the younger. 


Vane, young in years, but in fage counfel old, 
‘Than whom a better fenator ne'er held 
‘The helm of Rome, when gowns not arms rer 
The fierce Bpirot and the African bold, [pell’a 
Whether to fetile peace, or to unfold” 
The drift of hollow ftates hard to be fpeli’d 
Then to advife how War may beft upheld 
Move by her two main nerves, iron and gold, 
In all her equipage : befides to know 
Both {piritual power and civil, what each 
means, 
What fevers each, thou’ haft learn’d, which few 
have done : 
The bounds of either fword to thee we owe; 
Therefore on thy firm hand Religion leans 
In peace, and reckons thee her eldeit fon. - 


XVIIL On the late Maffacre in Piement, 


Avexce, O Lord, thy flaughter’d faints, whofe 
bones 
Lie fcatter’d on the Alpine mountains cold ; 
Ev'n them who kept thy truth fo pure of old, 
When all our fathers worthipt ftocks and ftones, 
Forget not; in thy book record their groans 
Who were thy fheep, and in their ancient fold 
Sluin by the bleody Piemontefe that roll’d 


ry. 


Mother with infant down the rocks. Their 
moans 
The vales redoubled eo the hills, and they 
‘To Heav’n. Their martyr’d blood and athes fow 
O’er all th’ Italian fields where ftill doth fway 
‘The triple Tyrant ; thet from thefe may grow 
A hundred fold, who having learn’d thy way, 
Early may fly the Babylonian woe. 


XIX. On bis blindnefi. 


‘Waren ft confider how my light is fpent 
B’er half my days in this dark world and wide, 
And that ‘one talent which is death to hide, 
Lodg’d with me ufelefs, though my foul more 
bent 
To ferve therewith my Maker, and prefent 
My true account, left he returning chide ; 
Doth God exaé& day labour, light deny’d, 
¥ fondly afc ? but patience to prevent 
‘That murmur, foon replics, God doth not need 
Either man’s work or his own gifts ; who heft 
Bear his mild yoke, they ferve him beft : his 
Is kingly ; thoufands at his bidding {peed, [ftate 
And pott o'er land and ocean without reft ; 
They alfo ferve who only and and wait. 


XX. To Mr. Lawrence, 


Lawaence, of virtuous father, virtuous fon, 
Now that the fields are dank, and ways are 
mire, e 
Where fhall we fometimes mect, and by the 
Help wafte a fnllen day what may be won [fire 
From the hard feafon gaining ? time will run 
On smoother, till Favanious re-infpire 
‘The frozen earth, and cloth in frefh attire 
‘Lhe lily’ and rofe, that neither fow'd nor fpun, 
> What neat repaft hall feaft us, light and 
choice J 
Of Attic tafte, with wine, whence we may rife 
To hear the lute well touch’d, or artful 
voice 
‘Warble immortal notes and Tufcan air 
He who of thofe delights can judge, and fpare 
‘To interpofe them oft, is not unwile. 


XXL. To Cyriac Skinner. 


Ceriac, whofe grandfire on the royal bench 
Of Britith Themis, with no mean applaufe 
Pronounc’d, and in his volumes taught our 
Jaws, 
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Which others at their bar fo often wrench ; 
‘To day deep thoughts refolve with me to drerch 
In mirth, that after no repenting draws ; 
Let Euclid reft, and Archimedes paufe, 
And what the Swede intends, and what the 
Freach. 
To meafure life learn thou betimes, and know 
Tow’ard folid good what leads the neareft way ; 
For other things mild Heav’n a time ordains' 
And difapproves that care, though- wife in 


thew, 
That with fuperfuous burden loads the day, 
And when God fends a cheerful hour refrains, 


©) XXIL. To the fume. 


Cyrtac, this three years day thefe eyes, tho” 
clear, 
To outward view, of blemith or of fpot, 
Bereft of light, their fecing have forgot, 
Nor to their idle orbs doth fight appear 
Of fun, or moon, or ftar, throughout the year, 
Or man, or woman. Yet I argue not 
Againft Heav'n's. hand or will, nor bate a jot 
Of heart or hope; but ftill bear up, and ftcer 
Right onward, What fupports me? doft thou 
afk : 
The spntelenees Friend, to” have loft them over= 
ply’d 
In liberty’s defence, my noble tafk, 
Of which all Europe talks from fide to fide. 
This thought might lead me thro’ the world’s 
vain mafk, 
Content though blind, had I no better guide. 


KXIM. On bis deceafad Wife, 


Mernoucar I faw my late efpoufed faint 
Brought to me like Alceftis from the grave, ~ 
‘Whom Jove’s great fon to her glad hufband gave 

Refeued from death by force though pale and 

faint. 

Mine, as whom wafh’d from fpot of child-bed 

taint, 
Purification in the old law did fave, 
And fuch, as yet once more I-truft to have 

Full fight of her in Heaw’n without reftraint, 
Came vefted all in white, pure as her mind : 

Her face was veil’d, yet to my fancied fight 
Love, fweetnefs, goodnefs, in her perfon fhin’d 

So clear, as in no face with more delight. 

But O, as to embrace me fhe inclin’d, 

I wak’d, the fled, and day brought back my 

night, 








PSALMS. 





Pfalm 1. Done into verféy 1653. 


Bressen is the man who hath not walk’d aftray 
Tn counfel of the wicked, and i’ th’ way 

Of finners bath not ftood, and in the feat 

OF fcorners hath not fat. But in the great 
Jehovah's law is ever his delight, 

And in his law he ftudies day and night. 

He thall be as a tree which planted grows 

By watry ftreams, and in the feafon knows 

To yield his fruit, and his leaf fhall not fall 3 
And what he takes in hand thall profper all. 

Not fo the wicked, but as chaff which fann’d 
‘The wind drives; fo the wicked fhali not ftand 
In judgment, or abide their trial then, 

Nor finners in ch’ affembly of juft men, 

For the Lord knows th’ upright way of the jutt, 
And the way of bad men to ruin mutt. 


Pfalm 11. Done Aug, 8, 1653. Terzette. 


Wuy do the Gentiles tumult, and the nations 
Mufe a vain thing, the kings of th’ earth up~ 
ftand 
‘With power, and princes in their congregations 
Lay deep their plots together through each land 
Againft the Lord, and his Meffiah dear ? 
Let us break off,fay they, by ftrength of hand, 
Their bonds, and cait from us, no more to wear 
‘Their twifted cords: he who in Heav'n doth 
dwell 
Shall laugh, the Lord thall fcoff them, then fe- 
vere 
Speak to them in his wrath, and in his fell 
And fierce ire trouble them ; but I, faith he, 
Anointed have my King (though ye rebel) 
On Sion my holy hill, A firm decree 
I will deelare ; the Lord to me hath faid 
‘Thou art my fon, I have begotten thee 
‘This day ; afk of me, and the grant is made; 
As thy poffcflion I on thee beftow 
Th’ Heathen, and as thy conqueft to be fway’d 
Earth’s utmoft bounds : them ‘hale thou bring full 
low 
With iron fceptre bruis'd, and them difperfe 
Like toa potters veffel fhiver’d fo. 
And now be wife, at length, ye Kings averfe, 








Be taught ye Judges of the earth; with fear 
Jehovah ferve, and let your joy converte 
With trembling ; kifs the Son, teft he appear 
In anger, and ye perifh in the way, 
If once his wrath take fire like Huel fere, 
Happy all thofe whe have him in their fay - 
4 


Pfalm w1. Aug. 9, 1653. When be fled from 
i AYalom. 


Lorp how many are my foes? 
How many thofe 

‘That in arms againft me. rife! 
Many are they aad 
‘That of my life diftraftfully thus fay, 

No help for him" in Ged their lies, 
But thou, Lord ! art my thield, my glory, 
Thee through my ftory 

‘Th’ exalter of my head I count ; 
Aloud I ery’d 
Unto Jehovah, he full foon reply’d, 

And heard me from his holy mount. 
I Jay and flept, I wak’d again, 
For my fuftain 

Was the Lord. Of many millions 
‘The populous rout 
I fear not, though encamping round about 

‘They pitch againft me their pavilions, 

Rife, Lord, fave me my God, for thou 
Hatt {mote e’er now 

On the cheek-bone all my foes, 


Of men abhorr’d 7 
Haft broke the teeth. This help was from the 
Lord; 


Thy blefling on thy people fows. 


Pfalm w. Aug. 10. 1653. 


Answer me, when I call, 

God of my righteoufnefe ; 

In ftraits and in diftrefs 
Thou didft me difinthral, 

And fet at large; now {pare, 

Now pity me, and hear my earneft pray’r. 
Great ones, how long will ye 

My glory have in fcorn, 

How long be thus forbern 


PSAL N38. 


Still to love vanity, 

To love, to feck, ta prize 

‘Things falfe and vain, and nothing elfe but lies? 
Yet know the Lord hath chofe, 

Chofe to himielf apart, 

The good and meek of heart 
(For whom to choofe he knows) 

Jchovzh from on high 

‘Wil hear my voice what time to him I cry. 
Be aw'd; and do not fin ; 

Speak to your hearts alone, 

Upon your beds, each one, 
And be at peace within. 

Offer the offerings jufl 

OF righteoufnels, and in Jchovah truft. 
Many there be that fay, 

Who yce will fhew us good ? 
* Talking like this world’s brood ; 
But, Lord, thus let me pray, 

‘On-us lift up the Jight, 

Lift up the favour of thy count’nance bright. 
Into my heart more joy 

And gladnefs thou haft put, 

Than when a year of glut * 
‘Their ftores doth over-cloy, 

And from their plenteous grounds 

With vait increafe their corn and wine a- 

bounds. 

In peace at once will I 

Both lay me down and fleep, 

For thou alone dof keep 
Me fate where’er 1 lie ; 

Aa ina rocky cell 

Thou, Lord, alone, in fafety mak’ me dwell. 


Pfalav, Aug. 12. 1653. 


Jenovan ! to my words give ear, 

My meditation weigh, 
‘T’2 voice of my complaining hear, 

My King and God; for unto thee I pray. 
Jehovah ! thou my early voice 

Shalt in che morning hear, 
V th’ morning I to thee with choice 

‘Willrank my pray’rs and watch till thou ap- 
For thou art not a God that takes [pear. 

In wickednefs delight, 
Evil with thee no biding makes, 

Fools or madmen ftand not within thy fight. 
All workers of iniquity 

Thou hat’ft; and them unbleft 
‘Thou wilt deftroy that {peak a lie; 

The bloody’ and guileful man God doth deteft. 
But I will in thy mercies dear, 

‘Thy numerous mercies, go 
Into thy houfe; I in thy fear, 

Will tow’ards thy holy temple worfhip low. 
Lord, lead me in thy righteoufnels, 

Lead me becaufe of thofe 
‘That do obferve if I tranfgrefs, 

Set thy ways right before, where my =e goes. 
For in his faltring mouth unftable 

No word 1s firm or footh; 
"Their infide, troubles miferable ; 


An open grave their throat, their tongye they 
God, find them guilty ; let them fall [/mooth. 
By their own counfels quell’d ; 7 
Pofh them in their rebellions al 

Still on; for againft thee they have rebell’d, 
Thea all who truft in thee fhall bring 

‘Vheir joy, while thou from blame 
Defend’ them, they fhall ever fing 

And fhail triamph in thee, who love thy name. 
For thou, Jehovah, wilt be found 

To biefs the juft man fill, 
As with a fhield thou wile furround 

Hum with thy lafting favour and good will. 


Pfabn v1. Aug. 13, 1653. 


Lorp! in thine anger do not reprehend me, 
Nor in thy hot difpleafure me corrcet ; 
Pity me, Lord, for !am much.dejeé, 
And very weak and faint; heal and amend me: 
For all my bones, that even with anguith ake, 
Are troubled, yea my foul is trozbled fore, 
And thou, O Lord, how Jong? turn, Lord, 
reftore 
My foul, O fave me for thy goodnefs fake : 
For in death no remembrance is of thee; 
Who in the grave can celebrate thy praife? 
Wearied I am with fighing out my days, 
Nightly my couch 1 make a kind of fea; 
My bed I water with my tcars; mine eye 
‘Through grief confumes,is waxen old and dark, 
T th’ midft of all mine enemies that mark. 
Depart all ye that work iniquity, 
Depart from me, for the voice of my weeping 
The Lord hath heard, the Lord hath heard 
my pray’r, 
My {upplication, with acceptance fair 
The Lord will own, and have me in his keeping. 
Mine encmies fhall all be blank, and dafh’d 
With much confufion ; then, ‘grown red with | 
fhame; 
They thall return in hafte the way they came, 
And in a moment fhall be quite abafa’d. 


Pfalm wt1. Aug. 14+ 1653. 
Upon the words of Cufo the Benjamite again bins, 


Lorn! my God to thee I fly; 
Save me, and fecure me under * 
Thy prote@ion while 1 cry, 
Left as a lion (and no wonder) 
He hafte to tear my foul afunder, 
Tearing, and no refcue nigh, 
Lord my God, if I have thought 
Or done this; if wickednefs 
Be in my hands; if I have wrought 
Hl to him that meant me peace, 
Or to him have render’d lefs, 
And not freed my foe for nought; 
Let th’ enemy purfue my foul 
And overtake it let him tread 
My life down to the earth, and roll 
In the duft my glory dead, . 
In the duft, and there-out {pread, 
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Lodge it with dithonoar foul. 
Rife, Jehovah, in thine ire, 
Roufe thyfeif amidit the rage 
Of my foes that urge lke fire ; 
® And wake for me, their fury’ affwage ; 
Judgment here thou didit engage 
And command which I defire. 
So th’ aflemblies of each nation 
Will furround thee, feeking right, 
"Thence to thy glorious habitation” 
Return on high, and in their fight. 
Jehovah judgeth moft upright 
All people from the world’s foundation. 
Judge me, Lord; be judge in this 
Aceordiug to my righteoufne fs, 
» And the innocence which is 
£ Upon me: caule at length to ceafe 
s OF evil men the witkednefs 
: And their pow’r that do amifs. 
: But the juit eftablith faft, 
Since thou art the juft Ged that tries 
, Hearts and reins. Qn God is caft 
| My defence, apd in him lies, 
{ iu him who both juft and wife 
} Saves th? upright of heare at laft. 
+ God isa juft judge and fevere, 
And God is every day offended ; 
} HE the unjufe will not forbear, 
} His {word he whets, his bow hath bended 
ft Already, and for him intended 
' The tools of death, that waits.him near. 
| (His arrows purpofely made he 
For them that perfecute ) Behold 
| He travels big with vanity ; 
» Trouble he hath conceiv’d of old 
‘As in a womb, and from that mould 
Hath at length brought forth a lie. 
He digg'd a pit, and delv'd it deep, 
And fell into the pit he made; 
Mis mifchicf that due courfe doth keep, 
“Vurns on bis head, and his iil trade 
Ur violence will undelay’d 
Tall an his crown with ruin fleep. 
“Lhen wili ! Jehovah's praife, 
According to his jultice raife, 
And fiog the Name and Deity 
Of Jchovah the Mot High, 








Pla vist. Aug. 14. 1653- 


© jenovau, our Lord, how wondrous great 
And gloricus is thy name through all the carth! 
So as above the Heav’ns thy praife to fet 
Out of the tender mouths of lateft birth. 
Out of the mouths of babes and jucklings thon 
Haft founded ftrength becaufe of all thy foes, 
To ftiut th’ enemy, and flack th’ avengers’ brow, 
‘That bends his rage thy providence to’ oppofe. 
[When f behold thy Heav’ns thy fingers’ art, 
| ‘The moon and ftars which thou fo bright hait 
Jn the pure firmament, then faith my heart, [fet 
- O what is man that thou remembreft yet, 
And think ft upou him ; or of man begot, 
That him thou vifit’ft, and of him art found? 
Scarce to be JefS than gods, thou mad’ft his lot, 
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With honour and with flate thou haft hing 
crown'd. 
er the works of thy hand thou mad’ft him lord, 
Thou baft put all under his lordiy feet, 
All flocks, and herds, by thy commanding word, 
All beafis that in the field or foreft meet, 
Fowis of the Heav’ns, and fith that through the 
wet 
See paths in fhoals do dide, and know no 
dearth. 
O Jehovah, our Lord, how wondrous great 
And glorious is thy name through all the earth, 


Nine of the Pfalms done into metre, wherein all, but * 
what it in a different charafier, are the very words 
of the text, tranflated from the original. April L648. 


ig 

JM. 
Pfalm 1xxx. , 

1 Tuov Shepherd that dot Ifrael deep. 
Give car in time of need, 

Who leadeft like a flock of theep 
Thy loved Joleph’s feed, 

That figt between the cherubs érigét 
Between their wings out-fpread, 

Shine forth, and from thy cloud give light, 
And on our foes thy dread, 

2 In Ephraim’s,view and Benjamin’s, 
And in Manatffe’s fight, é 

Awake thy ftrength; come, and befeca - 
To fave us by thy might. F 

3 Turn us again, thy grace divine 
To us, O God, vouchfafe; 

Caufe thou thy face on us to fhine, 
And then we hall be fafe. 

4 Lord God of Hofts, how long wilt thou, 
How long wilt thou declare 

Thy fmoking wrath, and angry brow 
Againft thy people’s pray’r! 

5 Thou feedft them with the bread of tears, 
Their bread with tears they eat, F 

And mak’ft them largely drink the tears , 
Wherewith their checks are wet, 

6 A ftrife thou mak’ us, and a prey 
To every neighbour foe, 

Among themfeives they laugh, they play, 
And flouts at us they throw. 

7 Return us, and thy grace divine 
O God of Holts, vauch/ife ; 

Caufe thou thy face on us to faine, 
And then we fhail be fafe. 

8 A vine from Egypt thou haft brought, 
Thy free love made it thine, 

And drov’ft our nations, proud and haut, 
‘To plart this Jovely vine, 

9 Thou didft prepare for it a place, 
And root it deep and fait, 

‘That it degan to grow apace, 
And fill’'d the land af lef. 

Io With her green fhade that cover'd ai/, 
The hills were overfpread ; 

Her boughs as igh as cedars tall 
Advanc’d their lofty head. 

1x Her branches on she aweflern fide 
Down to the fea the fent, 
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‘And upward to that river wide 
Her other branches went. 

Iz Why haft thou laid her hedges low, 
And broken down her fence, 

‘That all may pluck her, as they go, 
With rudeft violence? 

13 ‘The tufeed boar out of the wood 
Up turnsit by the roots ; 


‘Wild beafts there brouze, and make their food 


Her grapes and tender foots. 
~z4 Return now, God of Hofts, look down 

From Heav’n, thy feat divine, 

Behold us, dnt without a frown, 
‘And vifit this ty vine. 

ty Vifit this vine, which thy right hand 
Hath fet, and planted Jong, 

And the young Branch, that for thyfelf 
Thou haft made firm and ftrong. 

16 But now it is confum’d with fire, 
And cut with axe: down, 

‘They perifh at thy dreadful ire, 
At thy rebuke and frown. =” 

17 Upon the Man of thy right hand 
Let thy good hand be Zaid, + 

Upon the Son of ntan, whom thou 
Strong for thyfelf haft made. + 

18 So thall we not go back from thee 
To ways of fin and foame ; 

Quicken us thou, then géudly we 
Shall cull upon thy name, 

19 Return us, and thy grace divine, 
Lord God of Hofts, vuchfafe 3 

Caufe thou thy face on us to shine, 
And then we fhall be fafe, 


Pfalin LxxXx1. 


1 To God our ftrength fing loud, and clear, 
Sing loud to God our King, 
‘To Jacob's God, that all may hear 
am Loud acclamations ring. 
“a Prepare a hymn, prepare a fong, 
‘The timbrel hither bring, 
* The cheerful pfaitry bring along, 
And harp with pleafant fring. 
4 Blow, as és wont, in the new moon 
With trumpets’ lofty found, 
‘Th’ appointed time, the day whereon 
Our folemn fealt comes round. 
4 This was a ftatute giv'n of old 
For Ifrael to obferve, 
A law of Jacob’s God, to hold, 
From cwhence they might not frverve. 
5 This he a teftimony’ ordain’d 
In Jofeph, ot to change, 
‘When as he pafs’d through Egypt land ; 
‘The tongue I heard was ftrange. 
6 From burden, and from flavifo tvit 
I fet his fhoulder free = 
His hands from pots, and miry foil 
Deliver’d were by me. 
7 When trouble did thee fore affail, 
On me then didft thou call, 
And I to free thee did not fait, 
And led thee out of thrall, 


T anfwer’d thee in thander deep 
‘With clouds encompats’d round 
Itry'd thee at the-water jeep 
Of Merbia renown'd. 
8 Hear, O my people, earken well, 
J teftify to thee, 
Thou ansicnt flock of Uracl, 
Tf thou wilt lit to me, 
9 Throughout the land of thy abode 
No alien god fall be, 
Nor fhalt thou to a foreign god 
In honour bend thy knee. 
zo Iam the Lord thy God which broughe 
Thee out of Egypt’s land; 
Afk iarge enough, and 1, de/inght, 
Will grant thy full demand. 
1x And yet my people would not bear, 
Nor hearken to my voice ; 
And lirael, ebom J lov'd fo dear, 
Millik’d me for his choice. 
12 ‘Then did J Jeave them to their will, 
And to their wand’ring mind ; 
Their own conccits they follow’d ffl, 
‘Their own devices blind. 
13 O that my people would be wife, 
To ferve me all their days, 
And O that Mracl would advife 
To walk my righteous ways! 
14 Then would I foon bring down their foe 
That now fo proudly rife, : 
And turn my hand againft all thofe 
That are their enemies. 
15 Who hate the Lord thould then be fain 
To bow to him and bend, 
But they, bis people, fbould remain, 
‘Their time fhhould have no end. 
16 And he would feed them from the flock 
With flour of fineft wheat, 
And fatisfy them from the rock ? 
With honey for their meat. 


Pfalm uxxxt, 


1 Gop in the great affembly flands 
Of kings and lordly flates’s 

Among the gods, ont both his hands 
He judyes and debates. 

a How long willye pervert the right 
With judgment falfe and wrong, | 

Favouring the wicked by your might, 
Who thence grow bald and firong ? 

3 Regard the weak and fatherlefs, 
Difpatch the poor man’s caufe, 

And raife the man in deep diftrefs, 
By juft and equal laws. 

4 Defend the poor and defolate, 
And refcue from the hands 

Of wicked men the low cftate 
Of him that help demands. 

5 They know not, nor will underftand, 
In darknefs they walk on ; 

‘The carth’s foundations all are mov'd, 
And out of order gone. 

6 Ufaid that ye were gods, yea all 
‘The fons of God moft high; 


he, 


* 9 But ye hall die like men, and fall 
As other princes die. 
8 Rife God, judge thou the earth in might, 
‘This wicked earth redrefs, 
), For thou art he who fhale by right 
‘The nations ail poffefs. 


Pfalm LxXxin. 


x Br not thou filent now at length, 
© God hold not thy peace, 

Sit thou not fill, O God of frengt, 
We cry, and do not ceafe. ‘ 

a For low thy furious foes now fwell, 
‘And ftorm outrageoufly, 

And they that hate thee proud and fell 






3 Againf thy people th 
Their plots and cox 
;, Them to infnare they chiefly ftrive 
|) Whom thon doft hide and keep. 
4 Come let us cut them off, fey they, 
‘Till they no nation be, * 
"That Hracl’s tame for ever may 
Be loit in memory. 
5 For they confidt with all their might, 
And all as one in mind 
‘Themfelves again thee they unite, 
And in firm union bind. . 
6 ‘he teuts of Edom, and the btood 
Of feornfid Ubmwael, 3 
Moab, with them of Flagar’¥blood, 
That in the gefert davell. 
7 Gebal and Ammon there confpire, 
And dateful Amalec, 
‘The Philiitines, and they of Tyre, 
Whnfe bounds the fea doth check. 
& With them great Athur alfo bands 
And doth confirm the kook : 
All thf have tent their aries bards 
“Yo aid the fons of Lot. 
%9 Do to them as to Midian oti, 
That reaped all the coup, 
"So Sifera, and, as is tor, 
Thou didf to Jabin's heft, ve 
#When at the brook of Kithon eld 
They were repulstd and fain, 
zo At Fodor quite cut off, and roll’d 
As dung upon the plain. 
1x As Zcb and Orcb cvil fped, 
So let their princes fpecd, 
As Zcba and Zalmunna bed, 
So let their princes bleed. ; 
12 For they, amiaft their pride, have fsid, 
By right now fhall we feize 
God's houles, and will now invade 
"Pheir ftately palaces, 
_ %3 My God, oh make them as a wheel, 
No quict let them find, 
Giddy and. refll/s let them rect 
Like ftubble from the wind. 
44 As when an aged wood takes fire, 
% Which on a fulden fraysy 
‘The greedy flames run higher and higher, 
‘Jill all the mountains blaze, 
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15 So wih thy whirlwind them purfue, 
And with thy tempeft chace 5 * 
x6 And till they yield thee honour due,” 
Lord, fill-with fhame their face. ~ 
17 Atham’d and troubled let them be, 
‘Yroubicd, and afham’d forever, | 
Ever confounded, and fo die ‘3 
With fhame, and ‘fape it-newers * 


x8 Then fhali they know that thou, whofe name 


Jehovah is alone, ‘ 
Art the meft High, and thow-the fante ‘ 


O’er all the earth avtone. ~ : 


Pfilm Uxxxrv, 





1 How Jovcly are thy dwellings fair 
O Lord of Hols, how dear 
Vhe pleafaat tabernacles are, 
Where Vi Hl fo near} 
2 My foul dot and almoft die * 
‘Thy céurts, O Lond, to fee, 
My heart and fleth aloud doth ery, 
ng God, for thee. 
3 There ev'n the {parrow freed from wrong 
Hath found whoute of ref; 
The fwallow there, to lay her young 
Hath built her drcoding nett ; 
Ev’n by thy altars, Lord of Hoits, 
Ticy fisid-their fafe abode, ” 
And home they fy from round the oft. 
Low' rd thee, my Kine » ay God, 
4 Happy, who in thy honfe selide, =": 
Where thee they ever praife; © 
5 Happy, who in thee doth bide, 
And in their hearts thy ways. 
6 ‘They paly’'d through Baca’s shirfly vale, 
That dry and barren ground, 
As ha fruitful wat'ry dale 
¢ {prings and fhowers abound, . 
y journey oa from flrength to firength, 
ey and yladicft cheer, Nee 
L before our God ef length 
In Sion gp appear. 
8 j.ord Ged of Hofts, hear now my pray*r, 
© Jacoh’s God, give ear, 
9 ‘Thou God our fhicld, look on the face 
OF thine anoimed dar. 
10 For one day in thy courts to de 
Is better, and more blift, 
‘Than ix sof vanity 
A thoufand days af bf, 
Lin the tenrple of my God 
Had rather keep a door, 
‘Than dwell in tents, and rich abode, 
With fin for evermore. 
tr For God the Lord both fun and fhield 
Gives grace and glory bright, 
No good from them fhall he with-held 
Whofe ways are jut and right. 
12 Lord God of Hots, that reign’ft on bigb, 
That man is érely bleft, 
Who only on thee doth rely, 
And in thee only reft. 
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Pfalm ixxxv. 


t Tay lend to favour gracioufly 
‘Thou haf not, Lord, been flack; 

‘Thou haft from bard captivity 
Returned Jacob back, 

2 Th’ iniquity thou doft forgive 
Lhat wroaght thy people woe, 

And all theic fin, that did thee grieve, 
Haltthid where none foall know. 

3 Thine anger all thou hadi remov'd, 

~ And calmly didft return 


From thy fierce wrath, which we had prov'd 


Far worfe than fire to burn, 

4 God of ovr faving health and peace, 

* "Puro us, and us reftore, 

‘Thine indignation caufe to ceafe 
Tow'rd us, and chide no more, 

5 Wilt thou be angry without end, 
For ever angry thus, 

‘Wilt thou thy frowning ire extend 
Front age to age on us? 

6 Wilt thou not turn, and bear our voice 
And us again revive, 

"That fo thy people may rejoice 
By thce preferv’d alive. 

7 Caule us to fee thy goodnefs, Lord, 
‘To us thy mercy fhew, 

‘Thy faving health to us afford, 
And life in us renew. 

8 And now what God the Lord will Speak, 
I will go frrait and hear; 

For to his people he fpcaks peace, 
And to his faints full dear. 

To his dear faints he will fpcak peace, 
But let them never more 

Return to folly, but furceafe 
To trefpofs as before. 

g Surely to fuch as do him fear 
Salvation is at hand, 4 

And glory thall e’er long appear 
Yo dwell within our land. 

38 Mercy and Truth that long were mifi'd. 
Now “jayfiully are met; 

Sweet Peace and Righteoufnefs have kife'd, 
‘And band in band aré fet. 

11 ‘Truth from the earth, Jide f0 a flower, 

* Shall Bud anid blofforn them, 

And Juitice from her keav’nly bow’r 
Look down 6x mortal men. 

12 The Lord will alfo then beftow 
Whatever thing is good 5 

Our and fhall forth in plenty throw 
Her fruits to be our food. 

13 Before him Righteoufnefs thall go 
His royal harbinger 5 

"Then will he come, and not be flow, 
His footfteps cannot err. 


Pfalen vxxxv1. 


1 Tay gracious eat, O Lord, incline, 
O hear me, Z thee pray; 

For I am poor, and almoft pine 

+ With necd, and fad decay. 


2 Proferve my foul; for I have trod 
Thy ways, and love the ju; 

Save thou thy fervant, O my God, 
Who fiii in thee doth truft. 

3 Pity me, Lord, for daily thee . 
Tcall; 4. O make rejoice 

Thy fervant’s foul ; for, Lord, to thee 
Tift my foul and usice. 


.§ For thou art good ; thou, Lord, art prone 


To pardon; thou to all 

Art full of mercy; thou alone, 
‘To them that on thee call. 

6 Unto my fupplication, Lord, 
Give ear, andto the ery 

OF my inceffent pray'rs afford 
Thy hearing gracionfly. 

7 Lin the day of my diltrefs 
Will call on thee for aid; 

For thou wilt grant me free accefi, 
And antwer what I pray’d. 

8 Like thee among the gods is none, 
O Lord, nor any work: 

Of all thut other gods have done 

ike to thy glorious works, 

9 ‘The natiors all whom thou haft made 
Shall come, and all foull frame 

To bow rhein low before thee, Lord, 
And glorify thy name. 

thou art, and wond’rous great 
By thy ftrong hand are done ; 

Thou in thy everlafting feat 

cmaineft God alone. 

h me, O Lord, thy way mof right, 
Yin thy wath will hide § FS 

‘Yo fear thy name my heart unite, 
So full it newer fide, 

1% ‘Thee will I praife, OQ Lord my God, 
Thee honour and adore 

With my whole heart, and blaze abroad 
‘Thy name for cvermore, 

13 For great thy mercy is tow’rd me, 
And thou haft free'd my foul, 

Ey'n from the loweft Hell fet free, 
From derpefl darknoft foul. 

14 O God, the proud againt me rife, 
And violent men are met 

To feek my life, and in their eyes 
No fear of thee have fet. 

tg But thou, Lord, art the God mee mild, 
Readicft thy grace to thew, 

Slow to he angry, and art it'd 
Moft merciful, moft true. 

16 O turn to me thy face at length, 
And me have mercy on; 

Unto thy fervant give thy ftrength, 
And fave thy handmaid’s fon. 

17 Some fign of good to me afford, 
And lect my foes then fec, 

And be afham’d, becaufe thou, Lord, 
Doft help and comfort me. 













Pfala UXXXVI. 


1 Amon the boly mountains bigh 
Is his foundation fait ; 
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Phere feated in bis finEluary, 
His temple there is plac’d. 

2 Sion’s fair gates the Lord oves more 
‘Than all the dwellings fair 

OF Jacob’s land, though there be flore, 

ind all within bis care. : 

3 City of God, moft glorious things 
Of thee abroad are {poke ; 

4 Lmention Egypt, where proud dings 
Did our forefathers yoke. 

I mention Babel to my friends, 
Philiftia ful of feorn, 

And Tyre with Ethiop’s utoof! ends, 
Lo this man there was born : 

§ But tevice that praife foal in our ar 
Be fuid of Sion /af. 

This, and this man was born insher, 
High God hall fix-her faft. 

@ The Lord fhall write it in a {croll 
That ne'er fhall be out-worn, 

‘When he the nations doth inrol, 
‘That this man there was born, 

¥ Both they who fing and they who dance, 
With facred fongs ave there, 

In thee fre brooks, and foft fireams glance, 
nd all my fountains clear. 


Pfalm uxxxvur 


1 J.orp God thou dof me fave and keep, 
All day to thee T ery; 

And all night long before thee weep, 
Before thee roflrate bie. 

2 Into thy prefence let my pray’r 
With fight devout afcend, 

And to my cries, that cea/ele/t are, 
‘Thine ear with favour bend, 

3 For cloy’d with woes and trouble ftore 
Surcharg’d my foul doth Jie, 

My life at Death's uncheerful door 
Unto the grave draws nigh, 

4 Reckon'd 1 am with them that pafs 
Down to the difmal pit ; 

Tam a man, but weak, alas! 
And for that pame unfit, 

5 From life difcharg’d and parted quite 
Among the dead to flzep, 

And like the flain in beady fight 
‘Phat in the grave lie deep, 

Whom thou remembereft no more, 
Dot never more regard, 

‘Them from thy hand deliver’d o’er 
Death's hideous boufe bath barr’d, 

6 Thou in the lowelt pit profound 
Haft fet me all forlurn, 

Where thickeft darknefs bovers round, 
In horrid deeps to mourn. 

9 ‘Thy wrath, from which no SLerlter faves, 
Full fore doth prefs on me; : 

‘Thou break'ft upon me all thy waves, 
And all thy waves break me, 

8 Thou doft iny friends from me eftrange, 
And mak’ft me odious ; 

Me to them odious; for they change, 
Aad I here pent up thus, 


9 Through forrow, and afflictions great, 
Mine eyes grow dim and dead ; 
Lord, all the day I thee intreat, 
My hands to thee I fpread. 
Io Wilt thou do wonders on the dead¢ 
Shall the deceas'd arife, 
And praife thee from their loathfome bed 
With pale and bollow eyes ? 
11 Shall they thy loving kindnefs tell « 
On whom the grave bath bold, ; 
Or they who in perdition davai, 
‘Thy faithfulnels unfold? 
12 In darknefs can thy mighty Lan 
Or wond’rous aéts be known, 
‘Thy juftice in the gloomy land 
Of dark oblivion ! 
13 But I to thee, O Lord, do cry, 
Ever yet my life be fpent, 
And uf to thee my pray’r doth bie 
Each morn, and thee prevent, 
14 Why wilt thou, Lord, my foul forfake, ! 
And hide thy face from me ? 


4 15 That am already bruis’d and fhake 


With terror fent from thee? 

Bruis’d, and afflicted, and fo low 
As ready to expire, 

While I thy terrors undergo 
Aftonithed with thine ire. 

16 Thy fierce wrath over me doth flow 
‘Thy threat*nings cut me through ¢ 

17 All day they roupd about me go,’ 
Like waves they me purfue, ’- 

18 Lover and friend thou haft remov'd, 
And fever’d from me far + 

They fly me now whom 1 have lov'd, 
And as in darknefs are. 





se 


A Parapbrafe on Pfam xiv. 


This and the following Pfalm were done by the Author 
at fijleen years old, 


-~ 

Wuen the blet feed of Terah’s faithful fon 

After long toil their liberty had won, 

And paft from Pharian fields to Canaan land, 

Led by the ftrength of the Almighty’s hand, 

Jehovah's wonders were in Ifrael fhewn, 

His praife and glory was in Ifrael known, 

‘That faw the troubled fea, and shivering fled, 

And fought to hide his froth becurled head 

Low in the earth ; Jordan's clear ftreams reeoil, 

As a faint hoft that hath receiv’d the foil, 

‘The high, huge bellied mountains fkip like rama 

Amongift their ewes, the little hills like lambs, 

Why fied the ocean? and why fkipt the moune 
tains? 

Why turn’d Jordan tow’rd his cryftal fountains ? 

Shake, earth, and at the prefence be aghaft 

Of him that ever was, and ay thall laft, 

That glaffy floods from ruggged rocks can crufhy 

And make foft rills from fiery flint-ftones gufh 


Pfeln cxxxv1, 


Ler us with a gladfome mind 
Praife the Lord ; for he is kind ; 


M ij 


180 


For his mercies ay endure, 
Ever faithful, ever {ure. 

Let us blaze bis name abroad ; 

For of gods he is the God ; 
For his, te. 

© let us his praifes tell, 

‘Who doth the wrathfol tyrants quell, 
For his, &e. 

‘Who with his miracles doth make 

Amazed Heav'’n and earth to fhake. 
For his, tc. 

‘Who by his wifdom did create 

The painted Heav’n fo full of flate, 
For his, tc. 

Who did the folid Earth ordain 

To rife above the wat'’ry plain. 
For his, &c. 

‘Who by his all-commanding might 

* Did fill the new made world with light. 

For his, &c. 

And cans’d the golden-treffed fun 

All the day long his courfe to run, 
For his, &c. 

‘The horned moon to fhine by night, 

Amongft her fpangled fitters bright. 
For his, tc, 

He with his thunder-clafping hand 

Smote the firft born of Egypt land. 
For his, t’e. 

And in defpite of Pharaoh fell, 

He brought from thence his Hrael. 
For his, tc. 

‘The ruddy waves he cleft in twain 

OF the Erythraan main, 
For his, ec 

, The floods ftood fill like walls of glafs, 


PSALMS, 


While the Hebrew bands did pafs. 
For his, &e. 
But full foon they did devour 
The tawny king with all his power. 
For his, &c. 
His chofen people he did blefs 
[n the wafteful wildernefs. 
For his &c. 
In bloody battle he brought down 
Kings of proweds and renown. 
Kor bis, tc. 
He foil’d bold Scon and his hott, 
"hat rul’d the Amorrean coalt. 
For his, &. 
And large limb’d Og he did fubdue, 
With ali his over-hardy crew. 
For his, i. + 
And to his fervant Ifrael 
He gave their land therein to dwell. 
For his, &c. 
He hath with a piteous eye 
Beheld us in our mifery. 
For his, &'c. 
And freed ut from the flavery 
Of the invading enemy. 
For his, tc. 
All living creatures he doth feed, 
And with full hand fupplics their necdy 
For his, &c. 
Let us therefore warble forth 
His mighty majefty and worth, 
For his, tc. 
That his manfion hath on high 
Above the reach of mortal eyc. 
For his mercies ay endure, 
Ever faithful, ever fure, 
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QUORUM PLERAQUE INTRA ANNUM AETATIS VIGESIMUM CONSCRIPSIT. 
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HEC que foquuntur de Authore toftionenia, tamesfi ipfe intelligehit. nom tam de fe quam fupra fe offe difta, & 
quod preclaro ingenio viri, nec non amici ita Sere folent laudare, ut omnia fais potius virtutibus, quam veritati 
congrucntia nimis cupide affingant ; roluit tanen borum egreziam in fe valuntatem non iefe,notam ; cum alii 
Proprtio ut id faceret magnepere fuaderunt, Dum enim nimiz laudis invidiam totis ab fe viribus anolitur, 
Sibique quod plus equa eft non attributum effe mavult, judicium interim hominum cordatorum atgue illuftrium quid 

















Summo fibi bonori ducpt, negare nen pote 
. 
Foannes Baptifla Manfius, Marchio Villenfis, Neopo» . Fero che il fuo valor l’umana eccede + 
Fitanus, ad Foannem Miltonium Anglum. Quefta feconda {4 produrre Eroi, 
2 Ch’ hanno « ragion del fovruman tra nok. 
Ur mens, forma, decor, facies, mos, fi pietasfic, , _-Alla virtd fbandita Jaa 
Nuo anglus, verim hercle Angelus ipfe fore, . Danno ne i petti lor fido ricetto, 
Quella gli é fol gradita, 
Perche in lei fan trovar gioia, e dilleto ; 
dd Foannem Miltonem Anglum, triplict pocfios laurea Ridiflo tu, Giovanni, e moftra in tanto 
coronandum, Graca nimirum, Latina, atque He Con tua vera virti, vero il mio Cantog 
trufea epigramma, Foannis Salfilli Romani. Lungi dal Patrio lido 
: Spinfe Zeufi ? induftre ardente brama; 
Ceoe Meles, cedat cepreffa Mincius urna; Ch’ udio d’ Helena il grido 
Sebetus Taffum deGpat ufque loqui; Con aurea tromba rimbonbar fa fama, 
At 'Thamelis victor cunétis ferat altior undas, E per poterla effigiare al paro 
Nam per te, Milto, par tribus unus crit. Daile pid belle Idee traile i pid raro, 
Cofi Ape Ingegriofa 
‘ Trae con indaftria i] {uo liquor pregiato 
Ad Foannes: Miltonum. Dal giglioe dalla roft, 2 
Gr neta Mxonidem, jaget fibi Roma Maronem {| ¢ quanti vaghi fiori ornano il pratos 
Anglia Miltonum jaétat utrique parem, Formano un doice fuon diverfe Chorde; 
Fan varic voci melodia concorde, 
ied 2 ae Di bella gloria amenta 
Al Signior Gia. Miltoni nobile Inglefe. Milton dal Ciel natio per varie parti 
. Le peregrine piante 
Odes Volgetti a ricercar fcienze, ed arti; 
Del Gallo regnator vedefti i Regnit, 
Tncimi all! Ftrad Clio E dell’ Italia ancor g! Eroi pia degnis 
Perche di ftelle intreceierd corona Fabro quafi divino 
Non pid del Biondo Dio Sol virtit rintracciando il tuo penficro’ 
La Fronde eterna in Pindo, ¢ in Flicana, , ide in ogni confino 
Dienfi a merto maggior, maggiori i regi, Chi di nobil valor caica il feutiéro ; 
A’ cclefte virtii celetti pregi. L’ ottime dal miglior dopo {cegliea 
es Non puo del tempo edace Per fabricar d? ogui virtu I’ Idea, 
imuner preda, eterno alto valore nti nacquere in Flora 
No puo Poblio rapace On in lei del parlar Tofco apprefer P arte, 
| Furar dalle memoric cceelfo anore, La cui memofia anora 
ie Su P arco di mia cctra un dardo forte i] mondo fatta etcrna in dotte carte; 
Vireu nvaddatti, ¢ ferrird la morte, Voleiti ricercar par tio teforo, 
Del Occas profondo E parlafti con lor neil” opre lore. 
| Cinta dagli ampi gorghi Anglia refiede Nell’ altera Babelle 
“> vrata dal mondo, * Per te il parlar confafe Giove in vanoy 
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Che per varie favelle 
Di fe ftelfa trofeo cadde fu'l piano: 
- Ch’ Ode oltr* all Anglia il fuo piu degno 
Idioma 

Spagna, Francia, Tofcana,e Grecia ¢ Roma. 

T piu profondi arcani 

Ch’ occulta la natura e¢ im delo ¢ in terra 
Ch’ a Ingegni fovrumani 

Troppo avaro tal’hor gli chiude, ¢ ferra, 

Chiaromente conofci, ¢ giungi al fine 

Deila moral virtude ali gran confine. 
Non batta il Tempo Vale, 

Fermifi immoto, e in un fermin fi g? anni, 
Che di virth immortale 
Scorron di troppo ingiuriofi a i danni; 

Che s’opre degne di Poema o fto ria 
Furop gia, V’hai prefenti alla memoria. 
Dammi tua dolce Cetra 

Se vuoi ch’ ia dica de} tuo dolce canto, 
Ch’ inalzandoti all’ Etra 
Di farti huomo celefte ottiene il vanto, 

in Tamigi il dira che gl’ e conceflo 

Per ve fup cigno parreggias Permeffo. - 
To che in riva del Arno 

Tento fpiegar tuo merto alto, ¢ preclaro 
So che fatico indarno, 
E ad amirar, non a lodarlo imparo; 
Freno dunque la lingua, e afcolto il core 
Che ti prende a lodar con lo ftupore. 


Del. Sig. Antonio Francini gentilhuomo 


Fiorentino, 


DE AUTHORE TESTIMONIA, 


« JOANNI MILTONI LONDINENST. 


Jeveni patria, virtutibus eximio. 


Vino gui multa peregrinatione, ftudia cunta or- 
bis terratum loca perfpexit, ut novus Ulyffes om~ 
nia ubique ab omnibus apprchenderet : 

Polyglotto, in cujus ove lingux jam deperdits 
fic revivifcunt, ut idiomata omnia fint in cyus lau~ 
dibus infacunda: et jure ca perce“et, ut admira- 
iones et plafus populorum ab propria fapientia ex- 
citatos intelligat : 

Illi, cujus animi dotes corporifque fenfus ad ad- 
mirationem commovent, et per ipfam motum cui~ 
que auferunt ; cujus opera ad plaufus hortantur, fed 
venuftate vocem laudatoribus adimunt. 

Cui in memoria totus orbis; in intelle&u fapi- 
entia; in voluntate ardor gloriz ; in ore eloquen- 
tia; harmonicos caleftium fphararum fonitus af 
tronomia duce audiente; chara@eses mirabilium 
natura per quos Dei magnitudo defcribitur magif= 
tra philofophia legenti ; antiquitatum latebras, ve~ 
tuftatis excidia, eruditionis ambages, comite afli~ 
dua antorum leétione, z 


Exquirenti. reftauronti, pereurtents. 
(At cur nitor in arduum! 


Iii in cujus virtutibus evulgandis ora Famz non 
fufficiant, nec homioum ftupor in laudandis fatis 
eft, reverentiz et ameris ergo hoc ejus meritis de~ 
bitum admirationis tributum offert Carolus Deo 
datus Patricius Florentinus, 


Tanto homini fervus, tanta virtutis amatoT> 


i 








ELEGIARUM, 





LIBER PRIMUS. 


Eligia prima, ad Carolum Deedatum, 


‘Tanvem, clare, tue mihi pervenere tabellz, 
Pertulit et voces nuncia charta tuas; 
Pertulit occidua Deve Ceftrenfis ab or 
Vergivium prono qua petit amne falum, 
Multim crede juvat terras alluiffe remotas 
Pedtus amans noftri, tamque fidele caput, 
Quodqne mihi lepidum tellus longinqua fodalem 
Debet, at unde brevi reddere juffa velit. 
. Me tenet urbs reflud quam Thamefis alluit und’, 
Meque nec invitum patria dulcis habet, 
Jam nec arundiferum mihi cura revifere Camum, 
Nec dudum vetiti me Jaris angit amor, 
Nnuda nec arva placent, umbrafque negantia molles, 
Quim male Pheebicolis convenit ille locus! 
Nec duri libet ufque minas perferre magiftri 
Cezteraque ingenio non fubeunda meo. 
Si fit hoc exilium patrios adiiffe penates, 
Et vacuum curis otia grata fequi, 
aNon ego vel profugi nomen, fortemve recufo, 
Lotus et ex exilii conditione fruor. 
O utinam vates nunquam graviora tuliflet 
ie Tomitano flebilis exul agro; 
Non tunc Tonio quicquam ceciffet Homero, 
Neve foret vito laus tibi prima Maro. 
‘Tempora nam licet hic placidis dare libera Mutfis, 
Et totum rapiunt me mea vita libri. 
Excipit hige feffum finuofi pompa theatri, 
Ex vocat ad plaufus garrula {cena fuos. 
Seu cacus auditur fenior, feu prodigus heres, 
Seu procus, aut pofita caffide miles adeft, 
Sive decennali foccundus lite patronus 
Detonat inculto barbara verba foro ; 
Sape vafer gnato fuccurrit fervus amanti, 
Ec nafum rigidi fallit ubique patris ; 
Sape novos illic virgo mirata calores 
Quid fit amor nefcit, dum quoque nefcit, amat. 
Sive cruentatum furiofa Tragedia {ceptrum 
Quaffat, et effufis crinibus ora rotat, 
Et dolet, et fpecto, juvat ct fpectafle dolendo, 
+ _ Interdum ct lacrymis dulcis amaror ineft ; 
Seu pucr infelix indelibata reliquit 
Gaudia, ¢ abrupto Hlendus amore cad 


Seu ferus @ tenebris iterat Styga criminfs ultor 
Confcia funereo pectora torre movens, 

Seu meeret Pelopeia domus, feu nobilis li, 
Auf Juit inceftos aula Creantis avos. ‘ 

Sed neque fub teéto femper néc in-arbe latemus, 
Irrita nec nobis tempora veris cunt. 

Nos quoque tucus habet vicina conftitus ulmo, 
Atque faburbani nobilis umbra oci. 

Szpius hic blandus fpirantia fidera flammas 
Virgineos videas preteriiffe choros. 

Ah quoties digne fupui miracula forme 
Qu poflit fenium vel reparare Jovis! 

Ah quoties vidi fuperantia lumina gemmas, 
Argue fafces quotquot volvit uterque polus s 

Collaque bis vivi Pelopis quz brachia vincant, 
Quaque flit puro neétare tinéta via, 

Et decus eximium frontis, tremulofque capillos, 

_ Avrea que fallax retia tendit Amor ; 

Pellacefque genas, ad quos Hyacinthina fordet 

. Purpura, et ipfe tui floris, Adoni, ruber! 

Cedite laudate toties Heroides olim, 
Et quecunque vagum cepit amica Jovm, 

Cedite Achzmeniz turrita fronte puelle : 
Et quot Sufa colunt, Memnoniamque Ninons 

Vos etiam Danae fafces fubmittite Nympha, 
Ec vos Iliacez, Romulexque nurus. _ 

Nec Pompeianas Tarpeia Mufa columnas 
Jastet, et aufoniis pleria theatra ftolis. 

Gloria Virginibus debetur prima Britannis, 
Extera fat tibi fit fozmina poffe fequi,  ~ 

Tuque urbs Dardaniis Londinum ftruéta colonis 
‘Turrigerum laté confpicienda caput, 

‘Tu nimium felix intra tua mocnia claudis 
Quicquid Formofi pendulus orbis habet. 

Non tibi tot ceelo fcintillant aftra fereno 
Endymionee turba miniftra dex 

Quot tibi confpicuz formaque ardque puclia 
Per medias radiant turba videnda vias. 

Creditur huc geminis veniffe inve@a columbis 
Alma pharetrigero milite cinéta Vents, 

Huic Cnidon, et riguas Simoentis flumine valleg, 
Huic Paphin, et rofeam poft habitura Cypron ; * 

Af ego, dum pueri fini indulgentia czci, 
Mania quam fubitd linquero faufta paro; 

M iijj 
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Et vitare procul malefide infamia Circes 
Atria, divini Molyos ufus ope. 

Stat qvoque ; juncofas Cami remeare paludes, 
Atque iterum raucz murmur adire Schola. 

Interea fidi parvum cape munus amici, 
Paucaque in alternos verba coacta modos, 


Elegia Secunds, anno atati: Up. 


Jn chitum Preconis academici Cantabrigicn/i 





Te, qui confpicuns baculo fulecnte Colebas 
Paligdium totice ore cieve grepem, 

Ultima pra conam praconem te quoque feva 
Mors rapit, officio ave favet ipfa tuo, 

Candidiora Hcet feerint ube rempora plimis 
Sub quibus accipimus delituifle J vem, 

© dignus tamen Hamonio juvenetcere fucco, 
Dignus in Aforios vivere poffe dies, 

Digous quem Stygiis medica revocaret ab undis 
Arte Coronides, fape rogatite dea. 

Yu Gi juffus eras acies accire toyatas, 
Et celer & Phacbo nuncius ire tuo, 

Talis in Hiaci ftaubat Cyllenius aula 
Alipes, wtherea mifiys ab arce Patris, 

‘Talis et Eurybates ante cra flrentis Achillei 

* Retulit Atridz. juffla fevera ducis. 

‘Magna fey nichrorum regina, fatelles Averni 
Sava timis Mufis, Palladi fava nimis, 

Qu n illog rapias qui pondus inutile terra, 
‘Turba quidem eft telis ifta petenda tuis. 

Vettibus bunc igitur pullis Academia luge, 
Et madcant lachrymis nigra feretra tuis. 

Fandat et ipfa modos quercbunda Viegéia wifes, 
Perionet et totis nauia mefta {cholis, 

















Elegia tertis, anno atatis 17, 
aft. 


Moereres cram, et tacitus nullo comitante fede- 
bam, 
Herebantuge animo triftia plura meo, 
Protinus en fubiit funeftee cladis i 
Fecit in Angliaco quam Libitina folo; 
Dum procerum ingrefio et fplendentes marmore 
tures, 
Dira fepulchrali mors metuenda face ; 
Puifavitque auro gravidos et jafpide muros, 
Nec metuit fatrapum fternere falce greges. 
Tunc memini clarique ducis, fratrifque verendi 
Intempeftivis offa cremata rogis ; 
Et memini Herotm guos vidit ad thera raptos, 
Flevit et amiffos Belgia tota du 
At te precipué lux: digniflime Pracful, 
Winconizque lim gloria magna tux ; 
Delicui fletu, et trifti fic ore guerchar, 
Mors fera Tartareo diva Secunda Javis 
« Nonne fatis quod fylva tuas perfentig: iras, 
Et quod in kerbofos jus tibs detur agros, 
Quodque afflata tue marcefeant lilia tabo, 





Fa obitum Prafutis Wiutonie: 











MATA, 


Miretur lapfus pretereuntis aque ? 

Ex tibi foccumbit liquide que plurima cele 
Evehitur pennis quamlibet augur avis, 

Et que mille nigris errant animalia fylvis, 
Et quod alunt mutum Proteos antra pecuss 

Tnvida, tanti ¢ibi cus fit conceffa petettas ; 
Quid juvat humid tingere cede manus ? 

Nobileque in peétus certas accuifle fagittas, 
Semideamque anima fede fugdffe fud ? 

‘Talia dum Jacrymans alto fub p eGore volvo, 
Rofcidus occiduis Hefperus exit aquis, 

Et Taiteffiaco fubmercerat equore currum 
Pieehus, ab Edo littore menfus iter. 

Nec fnora, membra cavo pofui refovenda cubili, 
Condiderant oculos noxque fuporque mcos + 

Cum mihi vifus eram lato fpatiarier agro, 
Her nequit ingenium vifa referre mceum. 

Hic punicea rad:abant omnia luce, 
Ur matutino cum juga fole rubents 

Ac veluti cum pandit opes Thaumantia preles, 
Vellitu nituit malticclore folum, 

Non dea tam variis ornavit floribus hortas 
Alcinoi, Zephyro Chloris amata levi. 

Flumina vernantcs tambunt argentea campos, 
Ditior Helyerio flavet arena Tago. 

Serpit odoriferas per opes levis aura Favoni, 
Aura fub innumeris humida nata rotis, 

‘Talts in extremis tert Gan setidis oris 
Luciferi regis fingitur fle damus. 

tpfe racimiferis dum denfis vitibus umbras. 
Et peilucentes miror ubique locos, 

Ecce mihi fubito Praful Wintonius afat, 
Sidereum nitido suifit in ore jubar 5 

Vellis ad guraios defluxit candia talos, 
Infula divinua: cinxerat alba caput. 

Dua.que: fenex tali incecir venerandus amidha, 
Jutremuit leto florea terra fono, 

Agmina gemmiatis plaudunt ceeleftia pennis, 
Puta triumphal perfonat athra tuba. {tat 

Quifqee nevum amylexa comitem cantuque fala 
Hi que aliquss placids mific ab ore fovos 5 

Nate veni, et patrii felix cape gaudia regniy, 
Semper ab hinc duro, nate, lebore vaca. 

Disit, et aligerx: terigerunt nablia turmx, 
At mihi cum tencbris aurea pulfa quies. 

Tiebam turhatos Cephaleia pellice fomnos, 
‘Lalia contingant icmnia fape mihi. 

























Elczia quarta, anno atatis 18. 


Ad Thomam Funium praceptorem fuum, apud mercas 
tores Anglices Hamburge agentes, pafluris munere 
fungenten, 


Corre per immenfum fubité meo litera pon~ 
tum, 
I, pete ‘Yeutonicos leve per aquor agros; 
Segnes rumpe moras, ct nil, precor, obftet eunti, 
Et feitinantis nil remeretur iter. 
ipfe ego Sicanio fraenantem carcere ventos 
Aolon, et virides follicitabo Deca, 
Caciuleamque fisis commitayam Dorida Nymphis, 
Ure thhi dere nlaci 
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: POEMAT A, 
Aut queis Triptolemus Scythicas devenit in oras 


Gratus Eleufind miffus ab urbe puer. 
Atque ubi Germanas flavere videbis arenas 
Ditisad Hamburgae meenia flee gradum, 
Dicitur eccifo quae ducere nomen ub Hama, 
Cimbrica quem fertur clava dediffe neci. 
Vivit ibi antiquse clarns pictatis honore 
Praeful Chrifticolas pafcere doSins oves; 


Mle quidem ef animac plufyuam pars altera nof- 


trae, 
Dimidio vitae Vivere cogor ego. . 
Hei mihi quot pelagi, quot montes interjeQi 
Me faciunt ali parte carere mei! 
Charior ifle mihi quam tu deQiflime Graium’ 
Cliniadi, pronepos qui ‘Velamonis erat ; 
Quimque Stagirites gencrofo magnus alumno, 
Quem peperit Lybico Chaonis alma Jovi. 
Qualis Amyntorides, qualis Philyréis Heros 
Myrmidonum regi, talis et ille mihi. 
Primyg-ego Aonivs ile pracunte receffus 
Luftrabam, et bifdi facra vireta jugi, 
Pierofque hanfi latices, Clioque favente, 
Caffalio {parfi acta ter ora mero, 
Flammeus at fignum ter viderat arietis Aethon, 
Induxitque aure lanca terga novo, 
Bifque nove terram fparfitti Chlori fenilem 
Gramine, bifque tuds abitulit Aufter opes 
Necdum ejus licuit mihi lumina pafcere vultu, 
Aut linguae dulces aure bibiffe fonos. 





Vade igitur, curfuque Eurum pracverte fonorum, 


Quim fit opus mouitis res docet, ipfa vides, 
Tnvenics dulci cum conjuge forté fedentem, 
Mulcentum gremio pignora chara fuo, 


Forfitan aut veterumn praciarga volumina patrum. 


Verfantem, aut veri biblia facra Dei, 
Calekive animas faturantem rore tenellas, 
Grande falutifera: religionis opus. 
Urque folet, muitam fit dicere cura falutem, 


Diccre quam decuit, fi modo adeffet, herum. 
Hac quoque paulum oculos in humum defixa mo- 
© Verba verecundo fis memo ore loqui : {deftos. 


Hae tibi, fi teneris vacat inter prali Mufis, 
Mittit ab Angliaco littore fida manus, 

Accipe finceram, quamvis fit fera, falutem; 
Fiat et hoc ipfo gratior ilia tibi. 

Sera quidem, fed vera fuir, quam cafta recepit 
Icaris & lento Penelopeia vire. 

Aft exo quid volui manifeftum tollere crimen, 
Ipfe quod cx omni parte levare nequit ? 

Arguitur tardus merico, noxamque fatetur, 
4st pudet officium deferuiffe fuum. 

‘Tu mod6 da veniam faffo, veniamyue rogant, 
Crimina diminui, que patuere, folent. 

Non ferus ia pavidos ridtus diducit hiantes 
Vulnifico pronos‘nec rapit ungue leo, 

Sacpe farifhferi crudelia pe@ora Thracis 
Supplicis ad moeftus delicuere veces. 

Extenfaeque manus avertunt fulminis idus, 
Placat et iratos hoftia parva Deos, 

Jamque diu {eripfifle tibi fuie impetus ili, 
Neve moras ultra ducere paflus Amor, 








% Nam vaga Fama relert, heu nuntia vera malo- 


In tibi finitimis bella tumere loc 
Teque tuamyue nivem truculento milite cingi, 
Et jam Saxonices arma paraffe duces, 
f{ Te cizcum Late campos populatur Enyo, 
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Et fata carne virhm jam cruor arva rigat ; 
Germanifque fuum concefli, Thracia Martem, 
Iiluc Odryfios Mars pater egit equos ; 
Perpetudque comans jam deflorefcit oliva, 
Fugit ct arifonam Diva peroffa tubam, 
Fugit io terris, et jam non ultima virgo 
Creditur ad fupcras jufta volaif: demos. 
Te tamen intere’ belli circumfonat horror, 


__ Vivis et ignoto folus inopfqut folo ; 


Et, tibi quam patrii non exhibuere penates, 
Sede peregrina quaeris egenus open. 

Patria dara parens, et {axis faevior albis 

umea quae pulliat littoris undo tui. 

Siccine te decet innoctos exponere furtus, 
Siccine in externam fertea cogis humum, 

Et finis ut terris quaerant alimenta remotis 
Quos tubi profpiciens miferat ipfe Deus, 

Et qui laeta ferunt de coelo nuntia, quique 
Quae via poft cineres ducat ad.afira, docent ? 

Digna quidem Stygiis quae vivas claufa tenebris, 
#Ptcrndque animae digna perire fame ! 

Haud aliter vates terrae Thefbitidis olim 
Preffit inaffucto devia tefqua pede, 

Defertafque Arabam falebras, dunt regis Achabi 
Fffugit atque tuas, Sidoni dita, manus, 

‘Talis et horrifono laceratus membra flagello, 
Paulus ab A&mathia pellitur urbe Cilix, 

Pifcolaequc ipfum Gergeffae civis léfum 
Finibus ingratus juflit abire fuis, 7 

At tu fume animos, nec {pes cadat anxia curis, 
Nec tua concutiat decolor eff metus. 

Sis etenim quamvis fulgentibus obfitus armis, 
Intententque tibi millia tela nccem, : 

At nullis vel inerme latus violabirur atmis, 
Deque tuor cufpis nulla cruore bibet. 

Namque cris ipfe Dei radiante fub aegide tutas, 
Ue tibi cuftos, et pugil ille tibi; 

Ule Sionaecae qui tot fub meenibus arcis 
Aflyrios fudit node filente virbs ; 

Inque fugam vertit quos in Samaritidas oras 
Milit ab antiquis prifea Damafcus agris, ~ 

‘Terruit et denfas pavido cum rege cohortes, 
Aere dum vacuo buccina clara fonat, 

Cornea pulvercum dum verberat ungular campum, 
Currus arcnofam dum quatit a@us humum, 

Auditurque hinmitus equorum ad bella rucntim, 
Et ftrepitus ferri, murmuraque alta virdm, 

Et tu (quod fupereft miferis) {perare memente, 
Et tua magnanimo peétore vince mala ; 

Nec dubites quandoque frui milioribus annis, 
Atgue iterum patrios poffe videre lures, 











Elegia quinta, anno etatis 29. 


In adventum veris. 


Tw fc perpetuo Tempus revolubile gyro 
Jam revocat Zephyros vere tepente novos 5 
Induiturque breven ‘Vellus reparata juventam, 
Jamque foluto gelu dulce virefcit humus, 
Failor? an es.nobis redeunt in carmina vires, 
Ingeniumque. mihi munere veris adett ? 
Muncte veris adeft, iteramgue vigefcit ab illo 
(Quis putet) atque aliquod jam fibi pofcit opus, 
Caltalis ante ecules, bifidumque cacumen oberrar, 
Tt mihi Pyrenen fomoia 


’ 








necle ferunt 3° 
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Concitaque arcano fervent mihi potora motu, 
Et furo, et fonitus me facer intiis agit. 

Delius ipfe venit, video Penéide lauro 
Implicitos crines, Delius'ipfe venit. 

Jam mihi mens liquidi raptatur in ardua ceeli, 
Perqus vagas nuhes corpore liber eo ; 

Perque umbras, perque antra feror penctralia va- 

tum, 

Et mihi fana patent interiora*Deim ;” 

Intwiturque animus toto quid agatur Olympo, 
Nec fugiunt oculos ‘Vartara ceca meos. 

Quid tam grande fonat diftento fpiritus ore ? 
Quid parit hic rabies, quid facer ifte furor ? 

Ver mihi, quod dedit ingcnium, cantabitur illo ; 
Profuerint ito reddita dona modo. 

Jam Philomela tuos foliis adoperta novellis 
Inftituis modulos, dum filet omne nemus : 

Urbe ego, tu fylva fimul incipiamus utrique, 
Et fimul adventum veris uterque canat. 

Veris io rediere vices, celebremus honores 
Veris, ct hoc fubeat Mufa perennis opus. 

Jam fol Athiopas fugiens'}'ithoniaque arva, 
Flectit ad Arctoas aurea lora plagas, —- 

Eft breve nodtis iter, brevis eft mora noctis opacz, 
Horrida cum tenebris exulat illa fuis. 

Jamque Lycaonius plauftrum calefe Bootes 
Non long’ fequiturfeffus ut ante vid; 

Nunc etiam folitas cireum Jovis atria toto 
Excubias agitant fiicra wl, 

Nam dolus, et ca:dcs, ct vis cum nodte receflit, 
Neve Giganteum Dii tinwere feclus. 

Forte aliquis fcopuli recubans in vertice pattor, 
Rofcida cum primo fole rubefcit humus, 

Hee, ait, hac certé caruifti noéte pucila 
Phebe tua, cclercs qua retinerct equos. 

Lizta fuas repitit Sylvas, pharetramque refumit 
Cynthia, Luciferas ut videt alta rotas, 

Et tenues ponens radios gaudere videtur 
Officium ficri tam breve fratris ope, 

Defere, Phocbus ait, thalamos Aurora feniles, 

Quid juvat effeeto procubuiffe toro ? 

Te manct /Eolides viridi venator in herha, 
Surge, tuos ignes altus Hymettus habet. 

Flava verecundo dea crihen in ore fatctur, 
Et matutinos ocius urget equas, 

Exuit invifum Tellus rediviva fene@am, 
Et cupit amplexus Phabe fubire tuos ; 

Et cupit, et digna eft, quid enim formofiusill4, 
Pandit ut omniferos luxuriofa finus, 

Atque Arabum {pirat meffes, et ab ore venufta 
Mitia cunt Paphiis fundit amioma rofis ! 

Ecce coronatur facro frons ardua luco, 
Cingit ut Td:cam pinea turris Opim ; 

Et vario madidos intexit flore capilios, 
Floribus ct vifa eft poffe placere fais, 

Floribus effufos ut erat redimita capillos 
"Venario placuit diva Sicana Deo. 

Afpice Phoebe tibi faciles hortantur amorcs, 
Mellitafque movent flamina verna preces. 
Cinnamed Zephyrus leve plaudit odorifer ala, 

Blanditiafque tibi ferre videntur aves. 
Nec fine dote tuos temeraria quarit amores 
Terra, nec optatos pofcit egena toros, 
Alma falituferum medicos tibi gramen in ufus 
Prabet, ct hine titulos adjuvat ipla tuos. 
Quod & te pretium, fi te fulgentia tangunt 











POEMATA, 


Munera (muneribus fepe eoemptus Amor) 
Mla tibi oftentat quafcunque fub aquore vaito, 
Et fuper inje@is montibus abdit opes. 
Ah qnotics cum tu clivofo feffus Olympo 
In verfpertinas pracipitaris aquas, 
Cur te, inquit, curfu lauguentem Phebe diurno 
Hefperiis recipit Carula mater aquis? 
Quid tibi cum Tethy ! Quid cum Tarteffide lym= 
‘Dia quid imundo perhuis ora falo? (pha, 
Frigora Phoebe med melius captays in umbra, 
Huc ades, ardentes imbue roré tomas. 
Moliior egelida veniet tibi fomaus in herba, 
Huc ades, et gremio lumina pone meo. 
Quague jaces circum mulcebit lene fufurrans 
Aura per humenies corpora fufa rofas, 
Nec me (crede mihi) terrent Semeliéa fata, 
Nec Pha:tonteo fumidus axis equ 
Cum tu Phebe tuo fapientius uteris igni, 
Huc ades, et gremio lumina pone meo, 
Sic Tellus lafciva fuos fuspirat amores; 
Matris in exemplum cwtera turba ruunt. 
Nunc etenim toto currit vagus orbe Cupido, 
Larguentefque fovet folis ab igne faces, 
Infonucre noyis lethalia cornua nervis, 
‘Trifte micant ferro tela corufca novo. 
Jamque vel invectam tentat fuperafle Dianam, 
Quaque fedct facro Vetta pudica foco. 
Ipfa fenefcentem reparat Venus annua formam, 
Atque iterum tepido creditur orta mari. 
Marmorcas juvenes clamant Hymennze per urbes, 
Littus io Hymen, et cava faxa fonant. 
Cultior ille venit tunicaque decentior apt, 
Puniccum redolet veftis odora crocum, 
Egrediturque frequens ad 4moeni gaudia veris 
Virgincos auro cindta puella finus, 
Votum eft cuique fuum, votum eft tamen omni« 
bus unum, 
Ut fibi quem cupiat, det Cytherea virum. 
Nunc quoque feptena modulatur arundine paftor, 
Et fua qua jungat carmina Phyllis habet, 
Navita nocturno placet fua fidera cantu 
Delphinafque leves ad vada fumma vocat. 
Jupiter ipfe alto cum conjuge Indit Olympo, 
Convocat et famulos ad iua fefta Deos. 
Nunc etiam Satiri cum fera crepufcula furgunt, 
Pervolitant celeri florea rura choro, 
Sylvanufque fui cypariffi fronde revinstus, 
Semicaperque Deus, femideufque caper. 
Quique fub arboribus Dryades latuere vetuftis 
Per juga, per folos expatiantur agros. 
Per Sata luxuriant fruticetaque Manalius Pan, 
Vix Cybele mater, vix cibi tuta Ceres ; 
Atque aliquam cupidus predatur Oreada Faunus, 
Confulit in trepidos dum Gbi nympha pedes, 
Jamaue latet, latitanfque cupit male te&ta vider, 
Et fugit, et fugiens pervelit ipfe capi. 
Dii que que ron dubitant coeio preponere fylvas, 
Ft fua quifque fihi numino locus habet. 6 
Et fua quifque diu fibi numina lucus habeto, 
Nec vos arborea dii precor ite domo, 
‘Te referant maferis te Jupiter aurea terris 
Swela, quid ad nimbosafpera tela redis ? 
Tn faitem lent? rapides age Phebe jugales 
Qua potes, et fenfim témpora verit cant 
Brumaque produclas tardé ferat hifpida noctes, 
Ingruat et noltro {crier umbra polo, = _- 
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Elegia fexta. : 

‘ 4d Carole Deodatum ruri commorantem, 

Qui cum Mdibus Decem. foripfiffet, t fua carmina ex- 
cufari poftulaffet fi folito minus offent bona, quod inter 
lautitias quibus erat ab amicis exceptus, baud fatis 
Silicem opevam Mufis dare fe poffe affirmatat, boc ba- 
‘duit refponfum. 


Mirro tibi fanim non pleno ventre falutem, 
Qua tu diftento forte carere potes. 
At tua quid noftram prolectat Muf#‘tamenam, 
' Nec finit optatas poffe fequi tenebras ? P 
Carmini fcire velis quim te redamemque co- 
lamque, 
Crede mihi vix hoc carmine {cire queas. 
Nam neque nofter amor modulis includitur ardtis, 
Nec venit ad claudos integer ipfe pedes. 
+ Quam bene folennes epulas, hilaremque Decem~ 
bee, 
Feftaque eelifugam que coluere Deum, 
Deliciafquc refers, hyberni gaudia ruris, 
Hauftaque per lepidos Gallica mufta focos! 
Quid qucreris refugam vino dapibufque poefin ? 
Carmen amat Bacchum, carmina Bacchus amat. 
Nec puduit Phorbum verides geftaffe corymbos, 
Atque hederam lauro prepofuiffe fuze. 
Szpius Aoniis clamavit collibys Euce 
Mitta Thyoneo turba novena choro, 
Nafo Corallzis mala carmina mifit ab agris = 
Non illic epulx, non fata vitis erat. 
Quid nifi vina, rofafque racemiferumque Lyeum 
Cantavit brevibus T’cia Mufa modis ? 
Pindaricofque inflat numeros T'cumcfius Euan, 
Et redolet fumptum pagina queque meruthn ; 
Dum gravis everfo currus crepat axe fupinus, 
Et volat’Eleo pulvere fufcus eques. 
Quadtimogue madens Lyricen Romanus Iaccho 
ulce canit Glyceran, flavicomamque Chloen, 
Jam quoque lauta tibi generofo menfa paratu 
—  Mentis alit vires, ingeniumque fovet. 
Mafflica forcundam difpumant pocula venam, 
Fundis et ex ipfo condita metra cado, 

Addimus his artes, fufumque per intima Phebum 
Corda, favent uni Bacchus, Apollo, Ceres, 
Scilicet haud mirum tam dulcia carmina per te 

Numine compofito tres peperifle Deos. 
Nunc quoque Threffa tibi Calato barbitos auro 
Infonat arguta molliter ia mann ; 
Auditurque chelys fufpenfa tapetia circum, 
Virgineos tremula que regat arte pedes, 
Tila twas faltem teneant fpectacula Mufas, 
Et revocent, quantum crapula pellit iners. 
Crede mihi dum pfallic ebur, comitataque plectruam 
Implct odoratos fefta chorea tholos, 
Percipies tacitum per pectora ferpere Phebum, 
k  Quale repentinus permeat offa calor, 
* Zerque puellares oculos digitumque fonantem 
Trruet in totos lapfa Thalia finus. 
Namque Elegia levis multorum cura Deorum eft, 
Et vacat ad numeros quemlibet illa fuos ; 
A Liber adelt cicgis, Eratoque, Cerefque, Venuique, 
Et.cum purperea matre tenellus Amor. 
Talibus inde*icent convivia larga poetis, 
-  Szpius et veteri commaduifle mero. 


MATA. 
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At qui bella refert, et adulte fab Jove calum, 
Heroafqué pios, femideofque duces, en 
Et nunc fanéa canit fuperum confulta deorv sy 
Nunc lutrata fero regna profunda cane, 
Tle quidem parcé Samii pro more magiftri 
Vivat, et innocuos prabeat herba cibos; 
Stet prope fagineo peilucida lympha catillo, 
Sobriaque e pura pocula fonte bibat. 
Additur huic fcelerifque vacans, et cafta juventus, 
Et rigidi mores, et fine labe manus, . 
Qualis veite nitens facr4, et luftralibus undis 
Surgis ad infenfos augur iture Deos, 
Hoc ritu vixiffe ferunt poft rapta fagaceny” 
Lumina Tirefian, Ogygiumque Linon, 
Et lare devoto profugum Calchanta, fenemque 
Orpheon edomitis fola per antra feris ; 
Sic dapis cxiguus, fic rivi potor Homerus 
Dulichium vexit per freta longa virum, 
Et per monftrificam Perciz Phoebados aulam, 
Et vada feemineis infidiofa fonis, 
Perque tuas rex ime domos, ubi fanguine nigre 
Dicitur umbrarum detinuiffe greges, 
Diis etenim facer eft vates, divimque facerdos, 
Spirat et occultam pedtus, et ora Jovem. 
At tu fiquid agam fcitabere (fi madé faltem 
Effe putas tanti nofcere fiquid agam) 
Paciferum canimus ceelefti femine regem, 
Fauftaque facrates fcula paca libris, 
Vagitumque Dei, et ftabulantem paupere tecte. 
Qui faprema fuo cum parte regna colit, 
Stelliparumque polum, médulantefque xthere tur. 
Et fubito elifos ad fua fana Deos. (mas, 
Dona quidem dedimus Chrifti natalibus illa, 
Ila fub auroram lux mihi prima tulit, 
Te quoque preffa manent patriis meditata cicutit, 
‘Tu mihi, cui recitem, judicis inflar eris. 


Eligia feptima, anno atatis 19, 


Nowpvm blanda tuas leges Amathufia noram,~. 
Et Paphio vacuum pe¢tus ab igne fuit. 

Szpe cupidineas, puerilia tela, fagittas, 
Atque tuum fprevi maxime numen Amor. 

Tu puer imbelles dixi transfige columbas, 
Conveniunt tenero mollia bella duci. 

Aut de pafferibus tumidos age, parve, triumphos, 
Hee funt militiz digna trophea tux. 

In genus humanum quid inania dirigis arma ? 
Non valet in fortes ifta pharetra viros, 

Non tulit hoc Cyprius, (neque enim Deus ullus 

ad iras 

Promptior) et duplici jam ferus igne calet. 

Ver erat, et fumma: radians per culmina ville 
Attulerat primum lux tibi Maie diem : 

At mihi adhue refugam querebant lumina noctem, 
Nee matutinum fuftinuere jubar. . 

Aftat Amor leéto, pi@is Amor impiger alis, 
Prodidit aftantem mota pharetra Deum : 

Prodidit et facies, et dulce minantis acelli, 
Et quicquid puero dignum-et Amore fuit. 

Talis in eterno juvenis Sigeius Olympo 
Mifcet amatori pecula plena Jovi; 

Aut qui formofas pellixit ad ofcula nymphas 
‘Thiodamantseus Naiada raptus Hylasy 
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Addideratque iras, fed et has decuiffe putares, 
Addideratque trucea, nec fine felle minas. 
Et mifer exemplo fapuiffes tutitis, inquit, 
Nunc mea quid poffit dextera teftis eris, 
Inter ct cxpertos vires numerabere noftras, 
Ft faciam vera per tua damna fidem. 
Ipfe ego fi nefcis ftrato Pythone fuperbum 
Edomui Pheebum, ceffet et illi mihi; 
Et quoties meminit Peneidos, ipfe fatctur 
Certius et gravius tela nocere mea, 
Me nequid adductum curvare peritins arcum, 
Qui poft terga folet vincere Parthus eques + 
Cydoniufque mihi cedit venator, et ille 
Infcius uxori qui necis author erat. 
Eft etiam nobis ingens quoque victus Orion, 
Herculzeque manus, Herculeufque comes. 
Jupiter ipfe licet fua fulmina torqueat in me, 
Harebunt lateri fpicula noftra Jovis. 
Catera que dubitas melius mea tela docebunt, 
Et tua non leviter corda petenda mihi. 
Nee te ftulte tux poterunt cefendere Mufx, 
Nec tibi Phocbzus porriget anguis opem. 
Dixit, et aurato quatiens mucrone fagittam. 
Evolat in tepidos Cypridos ille finus. 
At mihi rifuro tonuit feras ore minaci, 
Et mihi de pucro non metus ullus crat, 
Et modo qua noftri fpatiantur i in urbe Quirites, 
Et modo villarum proxima rura placent. 
Turba frequens, fac que fimillima turba dearum 
Splendida per medias itque reditque vias. 
Andaque luce divs gemino fulyore corutcat, 
Fallor’? an et radios hine quoque Phocbus habet. 
Hac ego non fugi fpedtacula grata feverus, 
Impetus ct quo me fert juvenilis, agor. 
* Lumina fumibus male providus obvia mift, 
Neve oculos potui continuiffe meos. 
Unam forte aliis fupereminuiffe notabam, 
Privcipium noftri lux erat tla mali. 
Sic Venus optarct mortalihus ipfa videri, 
Sic regina Deiim confpicienda fuit. 
Banc memor objecit nobis malus ille cupido, 
Solus ct hos nobis texuit anté dolos. 
Nec procul ipfe vafer latwit, multzque faggitte, 
Et facis A tergo grande pependit onus. 
Nec mora, nunc cillis hefit, nunc virginis ori, 
Infilit bine labiis, infidet inde 
Ec quatcunque agilis partes jaculator oberrat, 
Hei mihi, mille locis pectus inerme ferit. 
Protinus infoliti fubicrunt corda furores, 
Uror amans ints flammaque totus cram. 
Interca mifero quae jam milu fola placcbat, 
Abtata eff oculis non reditura meis. 
At ego progredior tacité querebundus, et excors, 
Ee dubiue volui fepe referre pedem, 
Finder, et hac reninent, fegurtur pa 
tum, 
Raptague tam fubits gaudia ere juvat, 
Sic dolet amriffum proles Juzonia clu, 
Inter Lemniacos privcipiiata focos. 
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PQEMATA. . 


Forfitan et duro non eft adamante creata, 
Forts nee ad noftras furdeat illa preces. 

Crede mihi nullus fic infeliciter arfit, 
Ponar in exemplo primus et unus ego. 





Parce precor teneri cum fis Deus Ales amoris, 





Pugnent oflicio nec tua fa&a tuo. 
Jam tuus O certé eft mihi formidabilisarcus, 

Nate deA, jaculis nec minus igne patens ; 
Ettua fumabunt nofins altaria donis, 

Solus et in fuperis tu mihi fomagiis eris.- 

Deme meos tandem, verium néc deme furores, 
Nefcie cury mifer eft fuaviter omnisamans : 
Tu modo da facilis, pofthec mea fiqua futura eft 

Cufpis amaturos figat ut una duos, 
Herc ego mente olim lava, ftudioque fupino 
Nequitie posai vana trophea mea, 
Scilicet ab: eptum fic me malus impulit error, 
Indo! ifque atas pravatmagiftra fuit, 
acraticos unibrofa Academia rivos 
admiflum dedocuitque jugun: 
Protinus extinétis ex illo tempore flamimis, 
Cindta rigent multo pectora noitra gelu. 
Unde fuis frigus metuit puer ipfe fagittis, 
Et Diomedéam vim timet ipfa Venus. 

















In proditionsm bombardican, 


Com fimul in regem nuper fatrepafque Britannos 
Aulus ¢s infandum perfide Feuxe nefas, 
Fallor? an et mitis voluiiti exparte vidcri, 
Et penfare mala cuin pietate feels ? 
icet hos alti mjMurus ad atria cali, 
Sulpharco curru flanimivolifque rotis, 
Qualiter ille feris caput inviolubile Parcis 
Liquit lordunios turbine raptus agros. 














In camden, 


Sieerss: tentafti colo donaffe Iacobum 2 
Que feptemgemino Bellva monte lates? 

Ni meliora tuum porerit dare munera numen, 
Parce precor donis infidiofa tuis. 

ile quidem finete confortia ferus adivit 
Afira, nec inferni pulveris ufas ope, 

Sic potius fadus in calum pelle cucullos, 
Et quot habet bruzos Roma profana Deos, 

Namque hac aut alia nifi quemque adjiveris arte, 
Crede mild cocli vix bene feandet iter. 











In candem. 


Poacatorem anime derifit lacobus ignem, 
Et fine qio firperum non adcunda domus, 
nit hoe trina monftrum Latiale coron 














inultas ait temnes mea facra Britanne, 
1 fpreta religione dabis, 
igeras unquam penetraveris arces, 
Non niit per flammas trifte patebit 
© quam funeito ceciniiti proxima vero, ‘ 
: pondcribys vis caritura fais 
‘Yartarea fublime rotatus 2b ign 
ager. 












POEMATA, 


Quem modo Roma fuis devoverat impia diris, 
Et Styge damnarat Teenarioque fiku, 

Hunc vice mutata jam tollere geftit ad aftra, 
Ex cupit ad fuperos evehcre ufque Deos. 


Tn inventorem bombardae. 


Taretrronrpem leagavit feca vetuftas, 
Qui tulit etherearh folis ab axe facem; 

At mihi major erit, qui lurids creditur arma, 
Et triftdum fulmen furripuiffe Jovi. 


Ad Leonoram Romae canentem, 


Ancrtus unicuique fuus (fic credite gentes) 
» Obtigit wthereis ales ab ordinibus. 
Quid mcm? Leonora tibi ft gloria major, 
Nam tua prafentem vox fonat ipfa Deum. 
Aut Deus, aut vacui certé mens tertia coli 
Per tua fecreto guttura ferpit agens ; 
Serpit agens, facilifque docet mortalia corda 
Senfim immortali affuefcere poffe fono. 
Quod fi cunéta quidem Deus cft, per cundctaque 
¢ fufus, 
Inte und loquitur, caetera mutus habct. 


Ad candem. 


Arrera Torquantum cepit Leonora poetam, 
Cujus ab infano ceffit amore furens. 


} Ah mifer ille tuo quanto felicids avo 


Perditus, et propter te Leonora foret! 
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Et te Picria fenfiffet voce canentem 
Aurea maternz fila movere lyrz, 
Quanvis Dirceo torfiffet lumina Pentheo 
Savior, aut totus defipuiffet iners, 
‘Tu tamen errantes caea vertigine fenfus 
Voce cadem poteras compoluiffe tua ; - 
Et poteras gro ‘pirans fub corde quietem 
Klexanimo cantu reftituiffe fibi, 








Ad candem., 


Cxenvta quid liquidam Sirena Neapoli ja@as, 
Claraque Parthenopes fana Acheldiados, 

Littoreamque tua defunctam Naiada ripa 
Corpora Chalcidico facra dediffe rogo ? 

Ma quidem vivitque, et antoend Tibsidis undd 
Mataver rauci murmura Paufilipi, 

Uiic Romulidiim fkudiis ornata fecundis, 
Atque homines cantu detinet atque Deos. 


Apologus de Ruflico et Hero. 


Rusricus ex malo fapidiffima poma quotanni 
Legit, et urbano jetta dedit Domino : 

Hinc incredibili frudtds dilcedine captus 
Malum ipfam in proprias'tranftulit areolas, 

Ha@enus ille ferax, fed longo debilis zvo, 
Mota folo affueto, protentis aret incrs, 

Quod tandem ut patuit Domino, fpe lufus inani, 
Damnavit celeres in fra damna manus, 

Atque ait, heu quanto fatius fuit illa Coloni 
(Parva licet) grato dona tuliffe animo! 

Poffem ego avaritiam fraenare, gulamque vora+ 

com ; 

Nunc periere mihi et foetus et ipfe paren, 








SYLVARUM LIBER. - 








Anno atatis 16. In obltum Procancellari medice, 


Paxene fati difcite legibus, 
Manufque Parca jam date fupplices, 
Qui pendulum telluris orbem 
lapete colitis nepotes. 
‘Voe fi relicto mors vaga Tzenaro « 
Semel vocirit flebilis, heu morz 
Tentantur incaffim dolique ; 
Per tenebras Stygis ire certum eft, 
Si Deftinatam pellere dextera 
Mortem valeret, non ferus Hercules 
Neffi venenatus croore 
FEmathia jacniffet Oeta 
Nec fraude turpi Pailadis invide 
Vidiffet occifum tion Hedtora, aut 
Quem larva Pelidis peremit 
Enfe Locro, Jove lacrymante, 
Sic trifte fatum verba Hecattia 
Fugati poline, Telegoni parens 
Vixiffet infamis, potentique 
AEgialt foror ufa virg’, 
Numenque trinum fallere fi queant 
Artes medentam, ignotaque gramina, 
® Non gnarusherbarum Machaon, 
Eurypyli cecideffec hafta. 
Locfiffet et nec te Phlyrcie 
Sagitta echidnz perlita fanguine, 
Nec tela te fulmenque avitum 
Cafe puer genetricis alvo. 
‘fuque O alumno major Apoliine, 
Gentis togate cui regimen datum, 
Frondofa quem nunc Cirrha luget, 
Et mediis Helicon in undis, 
Jam priefuiffes Palladio gregi 
Latus, fuperftes, nec fine gloria, 
Nec puppe luftraffes Charontis 
Horribiles barathri receffus, 
At fila rupit Perfephone tua 
Trata, cum te viderit artibus 
Succoque pollenti tot atris 
Faucibus eripuiffe mortis. 
Colende Prafes, membra precor tua 
Molii quiefcant cefpite, et ex tuo 
Crefcant rofe, calthaque bufto,” 
Purpureoque Hyacinthus ore. 
Sit mite de te judicium Haci, 
Subrideatque Etnxa Proferpina, 





Interque felices perennis 
Elyfio fpatiere campo, 


~ 
In quintum Novembris. Anno atatis U7, 


Jam pius extrema veniens Lacobus ab. arcto 
Teucrigenas populos, latéque patentia regna 
Albionum tenuit, jamque inviolabile fardus 
Sceptra Caledoniis conjunxerat Anglica Scotis + 
Pacificufque novo felix divefque fedebat —* 

In folio, occultique doli fecurus et hoftis : 

Cum ferus ignifluo regnans Acheronte tyranpus, 
Eumenidum pater, zthereo vagus exul Olympo, 
Forte per immenfum terrarum erraverat orbem, 
Dinumerans fceleris focios, vernafque fideles, 
Participis regni poft funera moefta futuros ; 

Hic tempeftates medio ciet are diras, 

Hlic unanimes odium ftruit intcr amicos, 

Armat et invictas in mutua vifcera gentes 5 
Regnaque olivifera vertit florentia pace. 

Ft quotcunque videt pura virtutis amantes, 

Hos cupit adjiceré imperio, trandumque magiftes 
‘Yentat inacceffum {celeri corrumpere pectus, _ 
Incidiafque Jocat tacitas, caffefque latentes - 
‘Tendit, ut incautos rapiat, feu Cafpia Tigris 
Infequitur trepidam deferta per avia predam 
Node fub illuni, ct fomno nictantibus aftris. 
Talibus infeftat populos Summanus et urbea 
Cintas cerulez fumanti turbine flammz. 
Jamque fiuentifonis albentia rupibus arva 
Apparent, et terra Deo dilecta marino, 

Cui nomen dederat quondam Neptinia proles, 
Amphitry®niaden gui non dubitavit atrocem 
Equore tranato furiali pofcere bello, 

Ante cxpugnate crudelia facula Trojzx. 

At fimul hanc opibufque et feft4 pace beatam 
Afpicit, et pingues donis Cerealibus agros, 
Quodque magis doluit, venerantem numina veri 
Sanéta Dei populum, tandem fulpiria rupit 
Vartareos ignes et luridum olentia fuphur ; 

ualia Trinacria trux ab Jove claufus in Aitnagt 
Efflat tabifico monftrofus ob ore ‘Tipheus.  # 
Ignefcunt oculi, ftridetque adamantinus orda ¢ 
Dentis, ut armorum fragor, ictaque cufpide 





Pie: % 
Atque pererrato folum hoc lacrymabile mun 


Inveni, dixit, gens hac mihi folavebellis, 


POEMATA. 


Contemtrixque jugi, noftraque potentior arte, 
Mla tamen, mea fi quicquam tentamina poffunt, 
Non feret hoc impune diu, nom fit inulta, 
Haétenus; et piceis liquido natat «ére penis; 
Qua volat, adverfi pracurfant agmine venti, 
Denfantur nubes, et crebra tonitrua fulgent. 
Jamque pruinofas velox fuperaverat Alpes, 
Ey tenct Aufoniz fines, 4 parte finiftra 
Nimbifer Appenninus erat, prifcique Sabini, 
Dextra beneSciis infamis Hetruria, nec non 
"Ye furtiva ‘Tibrit Thetidi videt ofcula dantem 5 
Hine Mavortigenadconfiftit in arce Quirini. 
Reddiderant dabiard jam fera erepufcula lucem, 
Cum circungreditur totam ‘I'ricoronifer urban, 
Panificofyue Deos portat, feapulifque virorum 
Evehitur, precunt fubmitio poplite reges, 
Et mendicantum feries longifima fratrum 5 
Cereaque in manibus geftant funalia cxci, 
Cimmeriis nati in tenebris, vitamque trahentes. 
Templa dein multis fubeunt lucentia tadis 
efpyy cratfacer ifte Petro) fremitafque canentum 
Szepe tholos implet vacuos, et inane locorum. 
Qualiter exulat Bromius, Bromiique caterva, 
Ofvia cantentes in Echionio Aracyatho, 
Prom tremit attonitus vitreis Afopus in undis, 
Et procul ipfe cava refponfat rape Cithezron, 
His igitur tandem folenni more peractis, 
Nox fenis amplcxus Erebi taciturna reliquit, 
Pracipitefque impellit equos timulante flagello, 
Captumoculis Typhlonta, Melancharemque fero- 
cem, 
Atque Acherontxo prognatam patre Siopen 
‘Yorpidam, et hirfutis horrentem Phrica capillis. 
Juterea regum domitar, Phlegetontixs heres 
Lagreditur thalamos (neque enim fecretus adulter 
Producit fteriles molli fine pellice noctes) 
At vix compofitos fomnus claudebat ocellos, 
Cum niger umbrarum dominus, retorquefilentum, 
Pradatorque hominum falfa fub imagine tectus 
Attitit, aflumptis micuerunt tempora canis, 
Barba finus promiffa tegit, cineracea longo 
Syrmate verrit humum veltis, pendetque cucullus 





SWertice de rafo, et ne quicquam defit ad artes. 


.Dumque pharetrati Spernunt tua jura Britanni : 


Cannabeo lumbos conftrixit fune falaces, 
‘Tarda feneftratis figens veftigia calceis. 
‘Talis, uti fama eft, vafta Francifcus eremo 
‘Tetra vagabatur folus per luftra ferarum, 
Sylveftrique tulit genti pia verba falutis 
Impius, atque lupos domuit, Lybicofque teones. 
Subdolus at tali Serpens velatus amidtu 
Solvit in has fallax ora execrantia voces ; 
Dormis nate ? Etiamne tuos fopor opprimit artus? 
Immemor O fidei, pecoruamque oblite tuorum ! 
Dum cathedram venerande tuam, diademaque 
triplex 
Ridet Hyperboreo gens barbara nata fub axe, 


Surge, age, furge piger, Latinus quem Cafar 
adorat, 

ni referata patet convexi janua celi, 

‘Turgentes animos, et faftus frange procaces, 

Drcrilegique fciant, tua quid maledidtio poflit, 
Squid Apoftolice poflit cuftodia clavis ; 

Et memor Hefperie disjedtam ulcifcere daffem, 

Merfaque Tberorum lato vexilla profundo, 































Igt 
Sand@orum@e ctuci tot corpora fixa probofie, *- 
Thermodoontea nuper regudate puella. 
At mu fi tenero movis torpefcere lesto, 
Crefcentefque negas hoiti contundere vires, 
Tyrrhenum implebit numerofo milite pontum, 
Signaque Aventino ponet fulgentia colle : 
Relliquias veferum franget, flammifque crems 
Sacruque calcabit pedibus tua colla profanis, 
Cujus gaudebant foleis dare bafia reges. 
Nec tamen hunc bellis et aperto Marte laceffes, 
Irritus ille labor, tu callidus utere fraude, 
Qualibet hzretices difponcre retia fas eft 5 
Janque ad confilium extremis rex magans ob oris 
Patricias vocat, et procerum de ftirpe creatos, 
Grandzvofque patres trabe, canifque verendos 5 
Hos tu membratim poteris confpergere in auras, 
Atque dare in cineres, nitrati pulveris igne 
Edibus injecto, qua convenere, fub imis.. 
Protinus ipfe igitur quofcunque habet Anglia fidos 
Propofiti, faique mone, quifquamne tuorum 
‘Audebit fummi non juffa faceffere Papz ? 
Percnlfofque metu fubito, cafaque ftupentes 
Invadat vel Gallus atrox, vel fevus fherus. 
Sweulapfic illic tandem Mariana redibunt, 
“‘Tuque in belligeros iterum dominaberis Anglos, 
Et nequid timeas, divos divafque fecundas 
Accipe, quotque tuis celebrantur numina faftis. 
Dixit ct adicites ponens malciidus amictus 
Fagit ad infandam, regnnm iMetabile, Lethen. 
Jam rotea Eoas pandens ‘Vithonia portas 
Veftic inauratas redeunti lumine terras ; 
Marftaque adhuc nigti deplorans funera nati 
brrigat ambrofiis montana cacumina guttis 5 
Cum fomnos pepulit ftellata: janitor aube, 
No@urnes vilus, et fomnia grata revolvens. 
Eft locus aternd feptus caligine nottis, 
Vafta ruinofi quondam fundamina testi, 
Nunc torvi fpelunca Phoni, Prodoteque bilinguis, 
Fiera quos uno peperit Difcordia partu. 
Hic inter cwmenta jacent praruptaque faxa, 
Offa inhumata virum, trajedta cadavera ferras 
Hic Jolus intortis femper fedet ater ocellis, 
Jurgiaque, et ftirmulis armata Calumnia fauces, 
Et Furor, atque viz moriendi mille videntur, 
Ft Timor, exanguifque locum circumvolat Horror, 
Perpetuoque leves per muta filentia Maney 
Exulalant, tellus et fanguine confcia ftagnat. 
Ipfi ctiam pavidi Jatitant penetralibus antri 
Et Phonos, et Prodotes, nulloque fequente per an- 
trum, 









“Antrum horrens, fcopulofum, atrum feraljbus um- 


bris 

Diffugiunt fontes, et retro lumina vortunt ; 
Hos pugiles Rom per frecula longa fideles 
Evocat antiftes Babylonius, atque ita fatur. 
Finibus occiduis circumfufum incolit aquor 
Gens cxofa mihi, prudens natura negavit 
Indignam penitus noftro conjungere munda 
Iluc, fic jubeo, celeri contendite greffu, 
‘Fartareoque leves diffentur pulvere in auras 
Et rex et pariter fatrapz, {celerata propago, 
Et quotquot fidei caluere cupidine vere 
Confilii focios adhibete, operifque miniftros. 
Finierat, rigidi cupid? parueri gemelli. 
Interca longo fectens curvamine ce-los 
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Defpicit ethered dominus qui fulgurat arce, 
Vanaque perverfa ridet conamina turbe, 
Atque fai caulam populi volet ipfe tucri. 

Efe ferunt fpatium, qua diftat ab afide terra 
Fertilis Europe, et {pedtat Mareotidas undas ; 
Hic turris pofita eft ‘Titanidos ardua Fama 
ZEcea, lata, fonans, rutilis vicinior afttis 
Quim fuperimpofitum vel Athos vel Pelion Offz. 
Mille fores aditufque patent, totidemque fencitra, 
Amphaque per tenucs tranflucent atria muros : 
Excitat hic varios plebs agglomerata fufurres ; 
Qualiter inflrepitant circum mulstraria bombis 
Agmina mulcarum, aut texto per ovilia junco, 
Dum Canis aeftivum ceeli petit adua culmen, 
¥pla quidem funma fedet ultrix matiis in arce, 
Aofibus innumeris cingtum caput cminet oli, 
Queis fonikum exiguum trakit, atque Ieviflima 

captat 

Murmura, ab extremis pateli confinibus orbis, 
Nec tot, Ariftoride fervator ivique juvencae 
Vidos, immiti- volvebas lumina vuleu, 
Lumina non unqoam tacito nutantia fomno, 
Lumina subjcéas late fpectantia terras. 
Utis illa folet loca luce carentia faepe - 
Perkuftrare, ctiam radjanti impervia fi 
Millenifque loquax auditaque vilaque finguis 
Cuilibet effandit temeraria, verayue mendax 
Nowe minuit, modo confictis fermonilus ay 
Sed tamen 4 noftro meruifti carmine 
Fama, bonuni que non liad verscius 
Nobis dina cani, nee te memoraffe pigebit 
Carmine tam Jongo, fervati (cilicer Avg 
Officiis vuga diva tuis, tibi reddinws 
‘Ye Deus, aeternos motu qui temperat ive 
Fulmine pracmiffo alloquitur, tercdque tremeute : 
¥ama files? an te latet impia Papifarum 
Conjurats cohors in meque meofque Britannos, 
Et novo fceptigere cacdes meditata Licubo ? 
Nec plura, illa atim fenfie mandata Tonantis, 
Fe fatis ante fugax ftridentis induit alas, 
Induit et variis exilia corpora plumis ; 
Poxtra tubam geitat Temefaco ex acre fonoram, 
Nec mora jam penis cedentes remigat auras, 
Atque parum eft curfu celercs pracvertere nul 
Jam ventos, jam folis cquos palit terga reliquit : 
Ft printo Angliacas folito de more per urhes 
Ambigaas voces, incertaque murmura fpargit, 
Mox arguta dolos, ct deteftabile vulgat 
Proditionis opus, nec non facta horrida dictu, 
Autherefque addit fceleris, nec garrula caecis 
Infidiis loca ftru@a flee? ftupuere refatis, 
Et pariter juvenes, pariter tremucre puellae, 
Effeetique fenes pariter tantacque ruinac 
Senfus ad aetatem fubito penetraverit omnem. 
Attamen interea populi miferefcit ab alto 
Aithereus pater, et credulibus obftitit aufie 
Papicoliim; capti ponas raptantur ad acres; 
At pia thura Deo, et grati folvuntur honores ; 
Compita laeta focis genialibus omnia fumant ; 
‘Turba choros juvenilis agit : Quintoque Novem- 
Nulla dies toto occurrit celebratior anno. —_fbris 
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Anno atatis 17. In obitum Prafulir Elienfi 








Adhuc liquentia imbre turgebant falis, 
Quem nuper effudi pias, 

Dum merita charo jufta perfolvi rogo 
Wintonienfis Prefulis. : 

Cum centilinguis Fama (pro femper mali 
Cladifque vera nuntia} 

Spargit per urbes divitis Britannix, 
Populofque Neptuno fatos, 

Ceflifle morti, et fereris foreribus 
‘Te generis humani decus, 
Qui rex facrorum illé fuifti in infZid 
Qua nomen Anguillz tenetr 
‘Tune inquietum pectus ira pr stinus 
Ebulliebat fervida, 

Tumilis potentem fzpe devolvens deam : 
Nee vota Nafo in Ibida 

Concepit alto ditiora pectore, 
Graiufque vates parcius 

‘Yurpem Lycambis execratus eft dolum, 
Sponfamque Neobolen fuam. 

At ecce diras ipfe dum fundo graves, 
Et imprecor neci necem, 

Audiffe tales videor attonitus fonos 
Leni, fub aura, flamine + 

Cacos furores pone, pone vitream 
Bilamque et irritas manas, 

Quid temeré violas non nocenda numina, 
Subitoque ad iras percita? 

Non ¢®, ut arbitraris clufus mifer, 
Mors atra Nodtis filia, 

Erebove petre creta, five Erinnye, 
Vaitove nata fub Chao: 

Aft illa colo milla ftellato, Dei 
Mefies ubique colligit ; 

Animafque ucle caruea reconditas 
fr lucem et auras evocat 5 

Ur cin fugaces excitant Hore diem 
‘Lhemises Jovilque filix 5 

Ft fempiterni ducic ad vuluus patris + 
ar jufta raptat impios 

Sub regna furvi ludlecia Tartari, 
Sedvigue fubterrancas, 

Hance ut vocantem heres audivi, cito 

Ferduin reliqui carcerem, 

atilefgue faustus inter milites 

Ad aftra fublimis feror : 

Vates ut olim raptus ad colum fenex 
Aurigo curras ignei. 

Non me Bootis terruere lucidi 

arraca tarda frigore, aut 

Formidolofi fcorpionis brachia, 
Non enfis Orion tuus. 

Prictervolvavi fulgidi (olis globura, 
Longéque fub pedibus deam 

Vidi trifermem, dum coéreebut feos 
Frenis dracones aurcis. 

Erraticorum, fiderum per ordines, 
Per ladtcas vehor plagas, 

Velocitatem fepe miratus novam, 
Donec nitentes ad fores 

Ventum eft Olympi, et regiam chryftallynam, € 
Stratum fmaragdis atrium. 

Sed hic taceho, nam quis effare queat 
Oriundus humano patre 
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Naturam non pati feniun. 


Hew quam perpetuis erroribus acta fatifcit 

Avia mens bominum, tenebrifque immerfa pro- 
* fundis 

Oedivodioniam volvit fub pectore nogtem ! 

Que vefana fuis metiri facta deorum 

Audet, et incifas leges adamante perenni 

Affimiterctyjs, nulloqne folubile feclo 

Concilium fati perituris alligat horis 

Ergéne marcc&et fulcantibus oblita rugis 
Natura facies, ctcrum publica mater 
Omniparum contracta uterum fterilefcet ab 2vo ? 
Et fe faffa fencm male certis paifibus ibie 
Sidereum tremebunda caput? num tetra vetuftas 
Annorumque aterna fames, fquellorque fitufque 
Sidera vexabunt? an et infatiabile ‘Tempus 
Ffuriet Coelum, rapietque in vifcera patrem ? 
Heu, potuitne fuas imprudens Jupiter arces 
Hoc contra muniife nefas, ct Temporis ifto 
Exemiffe malo, gyrofque dediffe perennes? 

Ergo crit ut quandoque fono dilapfa tremendo 
Convexi tabulata ruant, atque obvins idtu 
Stridet nterque polus, fuperaque ut Olympius aula 
Decidat, horribilifque rete@a Gorgone Pallas; 
Qualis in ZEgcam proles Junonia L.cmnon 
Deturbato facro cecidit de limine coli ? 

"Yu quoque Phoebe tui cafas imitabere nati 
Praccipiti curru, fubitaque ferere ruind 
Pronus, et extinéta fumabit lampade Nercus, 
Et dabit attonito feralia fibila ponto. 

"Lunc etiam aérei divulfus fedibus Hami 
Diffultabit apex, imoque allifa barathro 
‘Terrebuat Stygium dejecta Ceraunia Ditem, 
In fuperos quidus ufus erat, fraternaque bella. 

At Pater omnipotens fundatis fortius aftris 
Confuluit rerum fume, certoque peregit 
Pondere fatorum lances, atque ordine fummo 
Singula perpetuam juflit cervare tenorem, 

_Volsitur hine lapfa mundi rota prima diurno 5 
, Raptatet ambitos focia vertigine ecelos. 
"Pardior haud folito Saturnus, et acer ut olim 
Falmincum rutilat criftaté caffide Mavors, 
Floridus wtermim Phebus juvenile corufcat, 
Nec fovet effectas loca per declivia terras 
Devexo temone Deus; fed femper amica 
J.uce potens eadem curtit per figna rotarum. 
Surgit odoratis parircr formofis ab Indis 
cherewst pecus albenti qui cogit Olympo 
Mane vocans, ct ferus agens in pafcua ceeli, 
Temporis ct gemino difpertit regna cotore, 
Fulget, obitque vices alctruo Delia cornu, 
Cxruleumque ignem paribus compledtitur ulnis. 
Nee variant elementa fidem, foliteque fr 
Lurida perenifas jaculantur fulming rupes. 
Nee per inane furit leviori marmure Corus, 
Stringit ct armiferos wquali horrore Gelonos 
‘Trux aquilo, fpiratque hyemem, nimbos que vo- 
7 Jutat. 
AUtque fotet, Siculi diverherat ima Pelori 
5, ct raucd ciecumiftrepit xquora conch 
ceani ‘ltibicen, nec valid mole minorem, 
# gcona ferunt dorfo Balearica cete. 
' Sed necuesterra tibi feweli vigor ile vetuti 
) Prifensxbeft, fervatque fuum Narcifius cdorem, 



































at 

Et puer ile faum tenet et puer ille decorem 

Pheebe tuufque et Cypri tuus, nec ditior olim 

“Terra datum {celeri celavit montibus aurum 3 

Confcia, vel {ub aquis gemmas. Sic denique im. 
zvum 

thit cundtarum feries juftifiima rerum, 

Donec famma orbem populabitur ultima, laté * 

Circumplexa polos, et vafti culmina ceeli ; 

Ingentique rogo flagrabit machina mundi. 


De Idea Platonica quemadmodum Ariftoteles Intelextti 


Dhcrrs facrorum prafides nemorum dex, 
"Tuque O noveni perbeata numinis 
Memoria mater, quzqui in immenfo procul 
Antro recumbis otiofo Eternitas, 
Monumenta fervans, et ratas leges Jovis, 
Ceelique faitos atque ephemeridas Dem, 
Quis ille primus cujus ex imagine 

Natura folers finxit humanum genus, 
Zétermus, incorruptus, xquevus polo, 
Unufque et univerfus, cxemplar Dei 2 
Havd ille Patladis gemellus innubz 
Interna proles infidet menti Jovis; 

Sed quamlibet natura fit communior, 
‘Tamen feorfils extat ad morcm unius, 

Ft, mira, certo ftringitur fpacio loci 5 

Seu fempiternns ille fiderum comes 

Ceeli pererrat ordines decemplices, 
Citimamve terris incolit lun globum': 
Sive inter animas corpus adituras fedens 
Obliviofas torpet ad Lethes aquas : . 
Sive in remota forte terrarum plaga 

Incedit ingens hominis archetypus gigas; 
Et diis tremendus erigit celfum caput. 
Atlante major portitore fidcrum, 

Non cui profundum c:ccitas lumen dedit 
Direwus augar vidit hunc alto finu ; 

Non hune filenti noée Pléiones nepos 
Vatum fagaci prepes oftendit choro ; 

Non hunc facerdos novit Affyrias, licet “ 
Longos vetufti commemorct atavos Nini, 
Prifcumque Belon, inclytumque Ofiridem. 
Non ille trino gloriofus nomine 

‘Ter magnus Hermes (ut fit arcani feiens) 
Talem reliquit Icidis cultoribus, 
Attu perenne ruris Academi decus 
(Hac monttra fi tu primus indurti fcholi 
Jam jam poetas urbis cxules tux 
Revocabis, ipfe fabulator maximus, 
Aut inititutor ipfe migrabis foras. 








Ad Patrem. 


Nowe mea Picrios cupiam per pectora fontet 
Irriguas torqucre vias, totumque per ora 
Volvere laxatum gemino de vertice rivum 5 

Ut tenues oblita fonos audacibus alis, 

Surgat in officium venerandi Mufa parentis. 
Hoc utcunque tibi gratum pater optime carmen 
rum meditatur opus, nec novimus ipfi 

A nebis que poffint munera donis 
dere tuis, quamvis nec maxima poffint 
Re{pondere tuis, nedum ut par gratia donia 


N 
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Eile queat, veenis que redditur arida verbis. 
Sed tamen h ‘¢ noftros oftendit pagina cenfus, 
Et quod habemus opum chart4-numeravimus ifta, 
Qu: mihi funt null, nifi quas dedit aurea Clio, 
Quas mihi femoto fomni peperere fub antro, 
Et nemoris laureta facri Parnaflides umbrax. 
Nec tu vatis opus divinum defpice carmen, 
Quo nihil athereos ortus, et femina celi, 
Na magis humanam commendat « rigine mentam, 
Sana prométhex retinens veltigin Hamme. 
, armen amant fuperi, tremebundaque ‘Tartara 
carmen 
Ima ciere valet, divofque ligare profundos; 
Et triplici duros Mancs adamante cocrcet. 
Carmini fepofiti retegunt arcana futuri 
Pheebades, et tremule palluntes ora Sybille 5 
Carmini facrificus follcunes pangit ad aras, 
Aurea feu fternit motautem cornua taurum 5 
Sco cum fata fagax fumastibus abdita fibris 
Confulic, ct tepidis Parcam Scrutatur in extis. 
Nos etiam patrium tune cum repetemus Olym- 
pun, 
Aternaque morz ftabunt immobilis «vi, 4 
Thimus auratis per coli templa coronis, 
Duleia suaviloquo fociantes carmina plediro, 
Altra quibus, geminique poli convexa fonabunt. 
Spirieus et rapidos qni circinat igneus orbes, 
Nunc quoque fidereis intercinit ipfe choreis 
Immortale melos, et ineuarrebile carmen ; 
"Torsida dum rutilus competvit fibila forpens, 
Demiffoque ferox gladio manfueseit Orion 5 
Syilarum nce fentit onus Maurefius Atlas. 
Carmina regales epulas ornare folebant, 
Cum nendum luxus, valteque immenfa vorago 
Nota gulae, et modico fpumabat corua Lyoac. 
Tum de more fedens felta ad convivia vates 
Sculed intonfos redimitus ab atbore crines, 
Heroumque actus, imitandaque gefta cancbat, 
Fe chaos, et pofiti late fundamina mundi, 
Reptantefque deos et alentes numina glandes, 
Et»oudum Adtneo avafitum fulmen eb antro. 
Denique quid vocis mudulamen inave juvabit, 
Verborum fenfulque vacans, numerique loquacis ? 
Silveftres decct ifte chores, non Orphea cantus, 
Qui tenuit duvios et quercubus addidit aures 
Carmine, non cithara, fimulachraque functa cae 
nendo 
Compelit in lachrymas; habet has 4 carmine lau- 
de: 

Nec tu perge precor facras contemnere Mufas, 
Nee yanas inopefyue puta, quarum iple peritus 
Munere, mili¢ ionos nemicros compouis ad wptos, 
Millibus et vocem modulis vari noram 
Tdtus, Aricidi nrerite fis nominis hacres. 












































Contigerit, charo fi tam prope fanguinae junéi 
Cogna.as artes, fludiumque affine fequamur ? 
Ipte volcena Phoebus te ditportire duobu., 
Altera dona mihi, dedit altera dona pa! 
Dividuwmgue Deum gevitorque puergue tenemus, 
Tu camen ut imules tencras odiflcy Camenas, 
Non odiffe reor neque enim, pater, ire jubebas 
Qua via lata putet, qua pronior area lucri, 
Cenaque condendi fulget Spes aurea nummi : 













POEMATA. 





. jura,nee infulfis damnas clamoribus aurcs, 


Sed magis excultam cupiens ditcfecre mentem, 
Me procul urbano frepitu, feceffibus altis 
Abdu@um Aoni x jucunda per otia ripz 
Pheebso lateri comitem finis ire beatum. 
Officium chari taceo commune parentis, 
Me pofcunt majora, tuo pater optime fump-u 
Ciim mihi Romulex patuit facundia linguz, 
Er Latii veneres, et qux Jovis ora de-cssut 
Grandia maguiloquis clata vocabula Graiis, 
Addere fuafifte quos jactat Gall flores, 
Et quam degeneri novus Italus-vre loquelam. 
Fundi:, barbaricos teftatus voce tumultus, 
Querque Paleftinus loquitur myfteria vates.| 
Luenique quicquid habet celum, fubjectaque colo 
‘Lerra parens, temaque et coelo interfluus aer, 
Quicquid et unda tegit, pontique agitabile mar- 
mor, 
Per te nofle licet, per te, fi noffe libebit. 
Dimotaque venit {pectanda feientia nube, 
Nudaque confpicuos inclinat ad ofcula vultus, 
Ni fugiffe velim, ni fit ibaffe moleftum. 

I nunc, confer opes quifquis malefanus avitas 
Auftriaci gazas, Perdianaque regna prxoptas. 
Qu r potuit majora pater tribuiffe, vel ipfe 
Jupiter, excepto, donaffet ut omnia, clo? 

Non potiora dedit, quamvis et tuta fuiffent, 
Publica qui juveni commifit lumina nato 
Atque Hyperionios currus, et frana diei,{ 

Ft circum undantem rediata luce tiaram. 
Ergo ego jam dodta pars quamlibct ima catervr 
Victriccs hederas inter, laurofque {edebo, 
Jamque nee obfcarus populo mifcebor inerti, 
Vitabuntque oculos véftigia noftra profanos. 
Efte procul vigiles curz, procul efte querelx, 
lnviciia que acies tranfverfo tortilis hirquo, 

Swva rec anguiferos extende calumnia riQus; 
In me trifte nihil foediffima turba potettis, 
Nee veitri fum juris ego ; fecuraque tutus 
Pedtora, viperco gradiar fublimis ab ictu. 

At ubi, chare pater, poflquum non aqua mo“ 
nti 
Poffe referre datur, nec dona rependere factis, 

Sit memoraffe fatis, repetitaque muncra grato 
Percentere auimo, fidacque reponere menti. 

Ex vos, O noftri, javenilia carmina, lufus, 
Si modo perpetuos fperare audebitis annos, 
Et domini iupereffe rogo, lucemque tucri, 
Nec fpiffo rapient oblivia nigra fub Orco, 
Forfitan has laudes, decantatumque parentis 
Nomen, ud cxemplum, {cro fervabitis avo. 
























Pfalin cxre. 


Tapata tre watts, fo ayaak gin landte 
Auyiniuov dims Bipeon, corey bia, Baglagegurey, 
Ad voce pelooy inv Boies yore outs Vide. 

"Ro B Seis Ancios wrye xpsiow Baasrsver. 
Kult nai lecporadns Quyad ippencs Sadacoe 
Kuper rvpesrn jot, @ op segerixdn 
Ipes "Lephaviis rors ecpyupotdse areyns. 
"Ex F dpa exuphuomiy asrupcoia 2hovess|e, 
"Qs upios eGerysosisg eupe dips sy whan. 
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Cin apes ously: Gidn bao pncips apres. 

Tinh ovy ave Fudacea aidop Quy2d sffangas 
Kosai crsuctin folios 5 18 aap evupersgcens 
“Igor Tapdavn apyupadie wniynt 5 

Test aygee onanghovasy emrespeoioe xhovsiobe 

"Os aa pes Wins eurpapipy by baw s 
Kacvorepdi ci 8 ap Sues dvmoxiprnocr ipsa, 
Ole Qeepul gpeslys DIAS bere unre ps apres + 
ain Tpithz Osdv wey xr’ cerumrovre 

ov apsece’ iguren osbus "Ieeasbz0, 

re mal be cmd tiey wrorapene Xie Heapauparices, 
Kenvve! eevady arerpng ard Baxpuoscr 























Philofopbus ad regem quendum, qui cym ignotum et in- 
forte inter revs furte caplum inftius damnaverat, 


‘riy tori Darccres awopevnpetres hace [Lite mijit. 


LOL eave t1 odnens pos dy svveuenr, xe cust andpee 
sAewic chug Spacarra, soparara: its wopnvev 
Pridieos a@eroro, 73.9 detpav uit venreis, 
Mar} iis 0° up’ crete celr apis omedr mBupmy 
Tudv 8 x woksos wipiavypov whncep orscress 


In effigici cjus feulptorem. 


Aundel yoypagiice sceigh why Uh pabv uixova 
Dring ange’ cv, wpes sides aurodvis Prrwar, 
Dy Bt cffurwriv ux eavyvares Qrdas 

Tedars pavau dvopimnec Sarypd par 


Ad Salfitlum Poetam Romanum agrotanteni. 


SCAZONTES. 


O musa greffem que volens trahis claudum, 
Vulesnioque tarda gaudes inceflu, 
iNce foatis thud in loco minus gratum, 
Quam cum deceres flava Beicpe furas 
Alternat curcum ante Junonis leétum, 
Adefdam ct hve {is verba pauca Salfillo 
Refer, Camera noftra cui tantam eft cordi, 
Quamqu. ie magnis pra tulit immerito divis. 
Hic ergo aluninis ille Londini Miito, 
Diebus hifce qui feum linguens nidum 
Polique tra@um, (peflimus ubi ventorum, 
In fanicntis impotenfque pulmonis 
Pernix anhela fub Jove exercet Habra) 
Venez teraccs Itaii foli ad gichas, 
Vito faperb& cognitas urbes farnd 
Virotque do@zeque indolem juventutis, 
‘Tins optat idem bic faufta muita valfille, 
Hubituman: ieffo corpori penitiistanum 3 
Cui nunc profunda bilis infettat renes, 
Pracoraiifyue Giza damnctum fpirat, 
Nec if pepercit Impia quod ta Romano 
"Yam -ulrus ore Lefbium condis metos. 
\O duke divém munus, O falus Hebes 
Germana! Tuque Phebe morborum terror 
PPgthone Cxlo, five tu magis Pon 
Lik nter audis, hic tuus facerdos clt. 
QuerciestFauni, vofque rore vinofo 
Coder-benign}, mitis Evandri fcdes, 
figeed falules vallibus frondet veRris, 


























Lavemen agro ferte fertatim vati. * 
ille charis reddutus rerfam Mufis : 
Vicina dulci prata bic cantu. 
Ipfe inter atros emirabitur laces 
Numa, ubi beatum degit om zternum, 
Suam reclivis femper AZgeriam tpedtans. 
‘Tamidufque et ipfe Tibris hine delinitus 
Spei favcbit annua colonorum + 
Nec in fepulchris ibit oblcfium reges 
Nimiim finiftro laxus irucas loro : 
$ed frena mel‘us temperabit undarum, 
Adufgue curvi falfa regna Portumni. 
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MANSUS. 





Foannes Baptifia Manfus Marchio Vilenfis, vir ingen 
nit laude, ium fitcrarum fludio, necaon ef bellica 
wirtute apud Tales charus in primis oft. Ad quem 
Torquati Taffi dialogue extat de Amicitia feriptus 3 
erat enim Taffii aniciffimus ; ab quo etiam inter 
campance principes celevrater, in illo poemata cub 
tittle: Gerufalenime Conquiftata, 4, 20, 

FE ye Cortect 
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Ts authorem Neapali commorantens fumma benevolena 
tid profecutus gf, niultague ei detulit bumanitatis off 
dia. Ad hune itaque Pafpes ille antequam ab ea urbe 
difrederet, ut ne ingratum fe oflenderat, boc carmen 

fi 
mifit, 


Hee quoque Manfe tue meditantur carmine 
laudi 

Pisrides, tibi Manfe choro notiffime Phebi, 

Quandoguidem ile alium haud aquo ef dignatus 
honorc, ‘ 

Poh Galli cinieres, et Mecenatis Hetrufci 

‘Tu quogue, fi noltre tantum valet aura Camene, 

Vidirices hederas inter, laurofque fedebis. é 

Te pridem magno felix concordia Taffo 

Junxit, et xternis inferipfit ponuna chartis. 

Mox tibi dulciloquum non infcia. Mufa Marinum 

Tradidit, ille tuum dici fe gaudet alumnum, 

Dum canit Affycios divfim prolixus amores 5 

Moilis ct Aufonias fupeiecit carmine nymphas. 

Mle itidam moriens tbi foli debita vates 

O&A tibi foli, fupremaque vota reliquit. 

Nee mancs pietns tua chara fefcllit amici, 

Vidinuus aridentem operolo ex acre poctam. 

Nec fatis hoc vifum eft in utrumque, et nec pia 
ceffant 

Officia in tumu’o, cupis integros rapere Orco, 

Qua poter, atque avidas Parcarum cludere leges 5 

Amberum genus. et varia fub forte peractam 

Veleribis vitam, morefque, et dona Minerva 3 

‘Aéx.ulus vlins Mycwer qui natus ad altam 

Rettulie Afolii vitem facundus Homeri, 

Ergo ego te C gni nomine Phebi, 

Manle pater, jubeo tungum falvere per Tvum 

Miflus Hyperboreo jovenis pevegrinus ab axe. 

Nec tu Jongingsam bonus alpernabare Mofam, 

Que nuper gelids vix envirita tub Aro 

Imprudens Italas anfa eft volitare per urbes. 

Nos ctiam in roftrs mosdulantes flumine cygnos 

credinus obfcuras noitis fexfifle per umbras, 


Ny 
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Qua Fhamefis late purisargenteus urnis 

Occani Glivcos perfundit gurgite crines. 

Qovic et in has quondam perven't Titytus oras. 
Scd neque nos genus incultum, nec inutile Phacbo, 
Qua plaga [cptene nuundi fulcata Trione 
Brumalcm patitur longd fub noéte Bodten. 

Nes etiam colimus Phaebtm, nos manera PlLebo 
Flaycnres ipicas, et lutea mala caniitris, | 
Haiuntemque crocum (perhibit nifi vana vetutas) 
Mifinus, er ledtas Druidum de gente choreas. 

les anitiqua facris opesata deorum 

3 imitandaque gvla cancbant) 

Hine quoties fefto cungunt altaria camtu 

Delo in herbofa Geaia de more pucila 

1a Loxo, 
Fatadicamgue Upin, cane flavicoma [ecacege, 
Nuda Caledonio varistas pedlora iuco. 

Fortunate fenex, erg quacunque per obem 
‘Torquati decus, et nomen celebrabicar ingens, 
Claraque perpetui fuccrcfcet fama Marini, 

Tu queque in ora frequens venies plaufumque vi- 
Et pariti carpes iter immortale volatu. {rorum, 
Dicetiit tum {ponte tuos habitaffe penates 
Cynthius, ct famulus vinetle ad fimina Mufas 
At non fpante domum tamen idem, et regis adivit, 
Rura Pheretiada ceelo fugitivas Apollo; 

Vite licee mignuth Aleiden fufceperat hoipes ; 
‘Tantiim ubi clamofos placuit vitare bubulcos, 
Nobile manfucti ceffit Cironis in antrum, 

Irriguos inter faltus froudofaque tecta 

Peneium prope rivum . ibi fiepe fub ilice nigra 
Ad cithara firepitum blanca prece +ictus amici, 
Exilii duros lenibat voce labores. 

"Tum neque ripa fuo Lars hro nex fixa fub imo 
Saxa ftetere loco, nutat 'Vrachinia rupes, 

Nec fentit folitas, immania pondera, filvas, 
Emoraque fuis properant de colliles orni, 
Muleenturque nove maculufi carmine lysces. 

Diis ditecte fenex, te Jupiter equus opercct 
Noafcentem, et miti luftrarit lumme Vhocbus, 
Atlantifqae nepos ; neque enim nifi charus ab ortu 
Diie fugeris potcrit magno faviffe poetx. 

Hine long zva tibi lento fub flore Jenect 
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Vernat, ¢t /Pfonios lucratur wivida fufos, 

Nondum deciduos fervans tibi froutis honores, 

Ingeniumque vigens, et adultum mentis acumen. 

O mihi fi mea fors talem concedat amicum 

Phoebaos decoraffe viros qui tam bene norit, 

Si quando indigenas cvocaho in carmine reges; 

Arturumque etiam fub terris bella moventer 5 

Aut dicunt invidte fociali focdere menia 

Magnarimos Heroas, ct (O modo {piritus aifit) 

Frangam saxonicas Britonem fub Marte phalaiy, 

‘Tandem ubi non tacite permcnfus tempore vite 

Avnorumque fatur cineri {ua juro reinquam, 

Te mij fecto n.adidis aftaret occilis, 

Aftanti fat erat fi dicam fim tibi cura; 

Vile theos artus liventi rorte folutas 

Cararet parvet componi molliter urna. 

Forfitan et noftros ducat de marmore vultus, 

NeGens aut Paphia myrti aut Parnaffide lauri 

Fronde comas, at ege fecura pace quiefcam. 

‘Tum queque, fi qua fides, fi pramia certa bono- 
rum, 

Ipfe ego cazlicolam femotus in ethera divim, 











Quo labor ct mens pura vehunt, atque ignea vire 
Sccreti hve aliqua mundi de parte videbo — [tus, 
(Quantum fata finunt) et teta meats ferenim 
Ridens purpureo fuffundar lumine vultus, 

Et fimul athereo plaudam mihi latus Olympo, 


EPirAPHIUM DAMONIS. 
o- 





ARGUMENTCH. 


Thsefis et Damon gj fem witnie pajlores, eadem 
fiudja ficuti & Pueritia amici rant, ut gui plari+ 
mum. Therfis animé cau profed : 
obita Disncnie purciure cecepit “Dunur p 
werfus ct revi ita offs comperta, fe, fuanque 

nem hee carmine deplorat. Damonis autem Jub 

perford Lie intelligiter Carolus Deodetus’ ex urie 

Hetrurie Luca patrno genvre oriundus, eatera 

lus; ingenio, dudtrina, clarigimifque teteris 

virtutibus, dum viveret, juvenis 






















cregiase 


Himerines nymphe (dam vos et Daphnin et 
Hylan 

Et plorata diu meminiftis fata Bionis) 

Dicite Sicelicam Thamefina per oppida carmen + 
was miter effudit voces, que murmura 'Thyrfis, 

Et quibus affiduis -xercuit antra querelis, 

Fluminaqne, fontefque vagos, nemorumque recef 

fus, [tam 

Dum fibi prereptum queritur Damona, neque al- 

Ludtibus exem't no@em loca folo pererrs 

Et jam bis viride furgebat culmus arifte, 

tt totidem Aavas numerzbant hortca mefles, 

< quo fiuma dies tulerat Damova fub umbras, 

Nec dum aderat Thyrfic; paftersm {cil i 

Dulcis amor Mufx' Vhufca retineba: in urbe. 

A® ubi mens expkta domum  pecorifque relidi 

Cura vocat fini) aflaera feditque fib ulmo, 

‘Tum vero umiffim tum denique fentit amicum, © 

Cassit et ummenfiem fic exonerare dolorem. ra 
fre domain impafti, doniine jam non vacat, agn 

Lifei mihi! que tervis, que dicam mumina coclo, 

Poftquem te immici rapuerunt funcre Damon_ 

Siccine nos linynis, tut tic nomine virtus 

ibit, et ohf{Curis numero fucisbirur umbris ? 

At non ille, aninus virgd qui dividit aurea, 

Ita velit, dignumane tui te ducat in agmen, 

umque procul pecus arceat ome fifeutum, 

um impafti, domino jam non vacat, agai, 
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Qvicquid erit, corté sift me lupus auté videdit, 
Todeptorsra con communucre fepulchro, . 
Con: tque tues thi honos, longumque vigebit 





Iu.ter paftores ; li abi vota fecuado 
Selvere pot Daphoin, pot Daphnin dicere laudes 
t, dum rara Ties, dam Faunus amabit + 
Si quid id eft, prifcamque fidem caluiffe, prbmque,; 
que artes, fociimque habuifle canorum. ¢ 
Ite domum inspe‘ti, domuno jam non vacat, agnis 
Hae tibi certa manent, cibi erant hee pram! 
Damon, : = 
At mihi quid tandem fict modd? quis refit] 
Herebit literi comes, ut tu ff pe folgbas- 
Frigortbus duris, et pet loca fata pruinis, 
Aut rapide fub fele, Gti morientils herbs? 
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“Sive opus in magnis fuit emints ire leones, 
Aur avidos-terrere lupos praefepibus altis ; 
Quis fando fopire diem, camtugne folebit? 
Ite domum impafti, domino jam non vacat,agni. 
Pedtora cub credam? quis me lenire docebir 
Mordaces curas, quis longam fallere no@em 
Duleidy alloquiis, grato cim fibilat igri 
Molle pie et nucibus firepitat focus et malus 


iter 
Mifcet ¢ foris, ‘et defuper intonat ulmo? 

Ite domum inpatti, domino jam non vacat, agni. 
Aut aftate, dics medio dum vertitur axe, 

Cum Pan « feuled (num capit abditus umbrd, 
2t repetont fub aquis {bi nota fedilia nymph 
Paftoretque latent, fertit fub fepk colanus, * 
Quis mili blanditidfque tuas, quis tum mihi rifus, 
Cecroprofque fales reterct, cultafgite leporcs ? 

ite domum impafi,domine jam non vacat, agni. 
At jam folus agros, jam pafcua folus oberro, 
Sicubi ramofs denfantur vallibus umbra, 

Hic ferum expeéto, fupra caput imber ct Eurus 
Triftf fonant, fraGteque agitata crepufeula fj Ie e. 

Ite domum impajfti, domino jan: non vacat, 2 
Heu quam culta mihi pritis arva procacibus herbis 
Involvuntur, ct ipfe fitu feges alta fatitcit ! 
Innuba negledto marez{cit et uva recemo, 

Nec myrteta juvant ; ovium quoque teedet at iil e 
Merent, inque fium convertunt ora magifirum. 

Tredoomm impatti, domino jam non vacat, agni. 
Tiyrus at Corylos vocat, Alphefibocus ad oros, 
Ad fatices Aegon, ad fumina pulcher Amynras, 
Hic gelidi fontes, hic iita granina mefco, 

Hic Zephyri, hic placidas interfrepit arbutus un~ 
dass : 
Ila canunt furdo, frurices ego naus ahibam, 

Tee domum impafti, domino jam non vacut, agni. 
Mopfus ad hee, nam me redeuntem furte botarat, 
(Ft callebat avium lingus, et fidere Mopfus) 
‘Phyrf quid hee? dixit, que te coquit improba- 

Bilis ¢ 
Aut te portt amor, aut te mal? fefcinat aflrum, 
Saturni grave £ pe fait palloriius aflrum, 
Intinaque obliquo fait precordia plumbo. 

Tre domum impafti, domino jam non vace¢, agni. 
Mirantur nymphir, ct quid te Thy: fi futueum ett ? 
Quid tibi vis? aiunr, noo hee folet eite javent 
Nubila frons, uculiqae truces, ‘valtufque feveri, 
Tila cheros, Infufque loves, et femper amorcm 
Jure petit, bis ille miler qui ferus amavie. 

Ne domum impafti dom no jam non vacat, agni. 
Venit Hyas, Dryopcque, et filia Buucidis Acgie 
Dodta modos, cithraque (cicns, fed perdita taitu, 
Vent Idumonii Chloris vicina fucnti ; 

Nil me blanditi-, nil me folentia verba, 
Nil me, fi quid adeft, movet aut {pes olla futuri. 

Tee dumum impatti, domino jam non vacat, agni. 
Hei mihi quam fimiles ludunt p-r prata juvenci, 
Onines unanimi fecum fibi lege fodales, 

Nec magis hunc-alio quifquam fecernit amicum 
EDe grege, fi denfi veniunt ad pabula thoes, 
Winque vicem hirfuti paribus junguntur onagri ; 
‘ex eadem pelegi, defesto in littore Proteus 
keris phocarum numerat, vilifque volucrum 

abet femper quicum fit, et omnia circum 
‘arta li, eewolitct, ferd fua tea revifens, 


ay 
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Quem fi fors letho objecit, fea miivus adunco 
Faia tulit roftro, feu ftravic arua iin toffor, 
alivm focio petit ide velatu. 





Protines 
Nos durum geuus, et dins cxeeita futis 
i imis, er pedtore difcors, 
Vix fib} quilyne parain de milibue imvenit cnua 
-ut fi fors dederit tandem non alpcre votis, 
Hum inopiua dies qv non fperaveris hora 
Surripit, ternum linquens in: fe. cla damium. 
Ite domum impuiti, domme jam nen vacat 
apni. . 
Heu quis me ignotas trasit vagus error in oras 
Ire per aéreas rupes, Alpemaque nivofam ! 
Eequid erat tantt Romam vidifle fepuiiam, 
(Quumvis illa forct, qualem dum viferet olim, 
‘Cuyrus ipfe fuos ct oves ct rasa reliqutt ;) 
Tit te tam culci poflem caruiffe fodale, 
Poffem tot maria uita, rot interponere montes, 
Tor fylvas, tot faxa tibi, fluviofque fonantes? 
Ah certé extremiii licuiffet tangere dextram, 
Ee bene compofitos placidé mericutis occlis, 
Et dixiffe valie, noilri memer ibis ad aftra. 

Ite donmm impafti, domino jum non vacat, agai: 
Quamguam etiam vetiri nunquam meninifle pige 
Patorcs Thafci, Mufis operats juventus, (bit, 
Hic Charis, atque Lepos; ct ‘Thufcus tu quoque 

Damon, 

Antiqua genus unde petis Lucumonis ab urbe. 
© ego quavtus cram, gelidi cum ftratus ad Arni’}.” 
Murainra, populeumque nemus, qua moilior herby, 
Carpere nuse violas, nunc funsmas carpere mayrtogy 
Et potai Lycidz. certantem audire Menalcamy ape 
Ipfe ctiam tenrare aufus fum,-nec puto. mraleiaan 
LYfplicui, nam fant et apud me munera veltra 

t= cathalique, et cerca vincla iene, 
Quin et noftra fuas docerunt dominaseges 
Tt Datis, ct Francinus, erant et woeibes ambo, 
Lt fludiss noti. Lydorum fanguinis ambo. 

Kie domum impafti, domino jam non vacat, agni.. 
Ii:¢ mihi tum deto diQabat rofcida-luna, 
ium fuius teneros claudebam cratibus heedos, 
Ah quoties Cixi, chm te cini: ater habebat, 
ivune canit, aut lepori nunc tendit ratio Damon, 
Vimina nunc texit, varins fibi quod fit in ufus! 

Et qua tum faciii fpcrabam mente futura 

a\siipui voto levis, et prafentia finxi, 

Hous bone numquid agis nifi te quid forte retardat, 
Imus f et arguta paulam recubamus in umbra, 
Aut ad aquas Coini, aut wba jugera Calibelauai? 
‘Lu mihe percurres medicos, tua grantina, fuccos, 
Heleborfimgue, humiléfque crocos,folitimque hya~ 






















































cin t 
Quafque Labet ifla palus herbas, artefque meden- 
tiim. 


Ah pereant herb, pereant artefque medentim, 
Gramina, poftquam ipfi nil profécere magiftro, , 
Ipfe etiam, nam ucfcio quid mihi grande fonabat 
Fiftula, ab undecima jam jux eft altere nogte, 
Et tum forte novis adméram labra cicutis, 
Diffiluerc tamen rapid compage, nec witra 
Ferre graves potuero fonos; dubito quoque ne fim 
Targidulus, tamen et referam, vos credite fylva. 
Ite domum impatti, domino jam non vacat, agni. 
Ipfe ego Dardanias Rutupina per zquora puppes 
Dicam, et Pandrafidos regnum vetus Inogeniz, 
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Brenndmgue Arvigarimque duces, prifctimque Be- » 


iinum, 
Et tandem Armoricos Britonum fub lege colonos ; 
‘Tum gravidam Arturo fatali fraude légernen, 


* Mendaces vultus, affumptaque Gorldis arma, 


Merlini dolus. © mihi tum fi vita fuperfic, 

‘Tu procul annofa pendebis fiftola pinu 

Multim oblita mihi, aut patriis mutata camenis 

Brittonicum flrides, quid enim? omnia non licet 

uni . 

Non fperAffe uni licet omnia, mi fatis ample 

Merces, et nihi grande de+us (fim ignotusin zvam 

‘Tum licit, externo penitufque inglorius orbi) 

Si me flava comas Ingat Ufa, ct potor Alauni, 

Vorticibufgue frequens Abra, et nemus emne 

‘Treantz, 
Et Thamefis meus ante omnes, ct fufca metallis 
Tamara, et extremis me difcant Orcades undis. 
Ite domum impafti, domino jam non vacat, agni. 

Hac tibi fervabam tenté fub cortice Lauri, 

Hee, et plura fimul, tum qux mihi pocula Man- 
fus, 

Manfus Chalcidic non ultima gloria ripe, 

Bina dedit, mirum artis opus, mirandus et ipfa, 

Et circum gemino celaverat argumento : 

Yn medio rubri maris unda, et odoriferum ver, 

Littora longa Arabum, et fudantes balfama fylve, 

Has.inter Phoenix divina’s ‘Nis, unica terris 

Cwruleum fulgens diverficoloribus alis 

Auroram vitreis furgentem refpicit undis. 

Parte alia polus omnipatens, et magnus Olympus, 

Quis putet ? hic quoque Amor pidtaque in nube 
pharctre, 

Arma corufca faces, et fpicula tindta pyropo ; 

Nec tenues animas, pectufque ignobile vulgi 

Hine ferit, at circum flammantia lumina torquens 

Semper in eretum fpargit fua tela per orbes 

Impigar, et pronos nunqaam collimat ad ius 

Hinc mentes ardere facrx, formaeque deorum. 

‘Tu quoque in his, nec me fallit {pes lubrica, 

Damon, 

‘Trequoque in his certe es, nam quo tua dulcis 
abiret 

Sandtaque fimplicitas, nam quo tua candida virtus? 

Nec te Lethico fas quaxfivifie fub orco, 

Nec tibi conventunt lacrymz, nec flebimus ultra, 

Ite procul lacrymsx, purum colit zthera Damon, 

/Ethera purus habet, pluvium pede reppulit arcum; 

Heroumque aoimas inter, divofque perennes, 

fBthereos haurit latices et gaudia potat 

Ore facro. Quin tu cali poft jura recepta 

‘Dexter ades, placidafque fave quicunque vocaris, 

Seu tu noiter eris Damon, five equior audis 

Diodotus, quo te divino nomine cundti 

Coclicoly ndrint, fylvifque vocabere Damon, 

Quod tibi purpures pudor, et fine labe juventus 

Grata fuit, quod nulla tori libata’ voluptas, 

En etiam tibi virginei fervautur honores ; 

Ipfe caput nitidum cinQus rutilante corona, 

Lataque frondentis geftans umbracula palmz 

4Eternum perages immortales hymenzos; 

Cantus ubi, chorcifque furit lyra mifta beatis, 

Fefta Sionxo bacchantur et Orgia Thyrfo. 








POEMATA. . 


Fan. 23, 1646. Ad Foannem Rrnfium Oxonienfis am 
cademigz biblictbecarium, 


De libro Peematum amiffs quer ille fibi denuo mitt 
 Pefalabat, ut cum abis'noftris in bblietbeca publica 
reponeret, Ode. } 


Strophe 1. 
Gemence cultu fimplici gaudens Bee, + 
Fronde Sicet gemind, 
Munditiéque nitens non operofi, 
Quam manus attulit 
Jevenilis olim, ; 
Sedula tamen haad nimii poetz ; 
Dum vagus Aufonias nunc per umbras, 
Nunc Britannic per vireta lufit 
Infons populi, barbitéque devius 
Indulfit patrio, mox itidem peétine Daunio 
Longingwum intonuit melos 
Vicinis, et hammum vix tetigit pede ; me 


Antifiropbe. 
uis te parve liber, quis te fratribus 

Subduxit reliquis dolo? 
Cum tu midius ab urbe, 
Docto jugiter, obfecrante amico, 
Illuftre tendebas iter 
Thamefis ad incunabula 
Cerulei patris, 
Fontcs ubi limpidi 
Anoidem, thyafufque facer 
Orbi notus per immenfos 
Temporum lapfus redeunte ceclo, 
Celeberque futurus- in zvum ; 


Strophe 2. 


Médo quis deus, aut editus deo 
Priftinam gentis mifcratus indolem 
(Si fatis noxas iuimus priores, 
Mollique luxu degener otium) 
Tollat nefandos civiem tumultus, 
Almaque revocet ftudia fan&us, 

Et relegatas fine fede Mufas 

Jam pedé totis finibus Angligenim; 
Immundafque volucres 

Unguibus imminentes 

Figat, Apolinea pharetra, 
Phinéamque abigat peftem procul amne ne Pegatfon 


Antiftrophe. 


Quin tu, libelle, nuncii licet mala 
Fide, vel ofcitantia 

Semel erraveris agmine fratrum, 
Seu quis te teneat fpecus, 

Seuque-te latebra, forfan unde vili - 
Calo teréris inftitoris infulf, 

LL tare felix, en iterum tibi 

Spes nova fulget pofle profundam 
Fugere Lethen, vehique fuperam 
In Jovis aulam remige penna;  * 


hs 


POEMATA. rf 


* 
Stropbe 3. 


Nam te Roiifius fui 

©ptat pecull, numerdque jufte 

Sibi pollifitum queritur abeffe, 
Rogatque venias ille cujus inclyta 
Sunt virdim monumenta curz : 
Téque {itis etiam facris 

Voluit rsponi, quibus et ipfe prefidet 
Eternorum dzerum cuftos fidelis, 
Queftorque gazzx nobilioris, 

Quam cui prefuit ‘én 

Clarus Erechtheides™ 

O pulenta dei per templa parentit 
_Fulvofque tripodas, donaque Delzhica, 
Ton Adaa genitus Creufa. ‘ 


Antifiropbe. 
Ergo tu vifere lucos 


a6 Maan ibis amenos, 
jamque Phéebi rurfus ibis in domum, 

Orxonia quam valle colit 

* Delo pofthabita, 
Bifidoque Parnaffi jugo : 
el honeftus, 
Poftquam egregiam tu quoque fortem 
Nadctus abise dextri piece ‘ollicitatus amici. 
Mlic legéris inter alta nomina 
Authorum, Graiz fimul et Latin 
Antique gentis lumina, et verum decus. 


Epoder. 


Vos tandem haud vacui mei labores, 
Quicquid hoc fterile fudit ingenium, 
Jam fcro placidam fperare jubeo 





Perfun@am invidia requiem, fedefque baqoas 

Quas bonus Hermes 

Et tutela dabit folers Rotifi, 

Quo neque lingua procax vulgi penetrabit, atque 
longé 

Turba Jegentum prava faceffet ; 

At ultimi nepotes, 

Et cordatior ztas 

Jadicia rebus zquiora forfitan 

Adhibebit integro finu. 

‘Tum livore fepulto, : 

Si quid meremur fana pofteritas {ciet 

Roiifio favente. 


Ode tribus conftat Strophis, totidémqne Antis, 
trophis, ufi'a demum Epodo claufis; quas, tametfi 
omnes nec verfuum numero, nec certis ubique colis 
exaGé refpondeant, ita tamen fecuimus, commodé 
legendi potids quam ad antiquos concinendi modos 
rationem fpectantes, Alioquin hoc genus reétits 
fortaffe dici monoftrophicum debuerat. Metra , 
partim funt xara exeew, partim, aroreryeve, Phas 
leucia qua funt Spondzum tertio loco bis admite - 
tunt, quod idem in fecundo loco Catullus ad libi- 
tum fecit. 


Ad Chrifinam Suecorum Reginam nomine Cromwellie 


Betrirorens Virgo, feptem Regina Trionum, 
Chriftina, Ardtoi lucida ftella poli, ue 
Cernis quas mérui dura fab caffide ragas, ; 
Utque fenex armis impiger ora tero; 
Invia fatorum dum per veftigia nitor, 
Exequor ct populi fortia jufla manu. 
Aft tibi fubmittit frontem reventior umbra 5 
Nec funt hi vuluas Regibus ufque truces, 
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THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 


aE 

Alone exempted from the common fate, 
‘The force of Cowcey held a lafting date : 
For Envy’s blaft, and pow'rful Time, too ftrong, at SE 
He bloffom'd carly, and he flourifh'’d long: 
In whom the double miracle was feen, 
Ripe in his {pring,and in his autumn green ; 
‘With us he left his gen’rous fruit behind, 
The feaft of wit, and banquet of the mind : 

. While the fair tree, tranfplanted to the fkies, 
In verdure with th’ Elyfian garden vies, 
The pride of earth before, and now of Paradife. 


VER. TO MEM, OF COWLEY. 
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| THE LIFE OF COWLEY. 








Aronanan Cowxey was born in J.ondon in the year 1618. His father, a reputable citizen, dying 
before his birth, left him to the sare of his mother. but, in circumftances fo ftraitened, that with dif- 
ficulty could fhe procure for hir. a literary education, which, from marking the carly bloom of his 
jnfant underftanding, was an obj;ct the had much at heart: She lived however to enjoy the reward 
of her fulicitude, by feeing her fon eminent and profperous, and by receiving in her turn from him, 
the jutt tribute of filial gratitude. 7 

, Cowley, at a very early age, by an accidental perufal of Spencer’s “ Fairy Queen,” difcovered his 
“priiptopenfity for the mufes, Such trivial occurrences not unfrequently indicate toa man the peculiar 
Dent of his genius, and determine his future deftination in life. : 

He was firft fent to Weltminfter {chool, where it is xecorded of him, that, unable to endure the 
drudgery of acquiring the rules of grammar in the ufual manner, he obtained a perfect knowledge 
of the learned Janguages without them. 

While at {chool, he difplayed a vernal maturity of intellectual powers, unequalled, perhaps, by any 
author at the fame period of life. Milton and Pope indeed gave early proofs of extraordinary mental 
vigour ; but their juvenile pieces, it is almoft certain, received the correction of their riper judgments, 
as they were not publifhed till fome years after they were compofed, The fpecimens which Cowley 
gave of the maturity of his genius, are unequivocal ; for, befides writing a comedy, called “ Love’s 
Riddle,” publithed afterwards wher he was at college, he actually gave to the world, in the thir- 
teenth year of his age, 2 volume of poems, containing, among other pieces, his tragical hiflory of 
«© Pyramus and Thifbe,” written in his tenth year, and his * Conftantia and Philetus,’? written two 
yeare after. 

In 1636 he was removed to Cambridge, where, notwithftanding the intenfencfs of his ftudies, he 
is faid to have compofed the greater part of his “ Davideis;” a work, the very collecting of materi- 

” gly for which, at fo early an age, evinced a mind of uncommon ardour and applications but which, 

% from a fubjed ill chofen, and worfe conducted, was never in any efteem, and is now utterly neglected. 
> ‘The Prince of Wales pafling through Cambridge at the breaking out of the civil war, was enter~ 
tained by the fcholars of the univerfity, with a play called the “ Guardian,” fketched out for the 
occafion by Cowley. This pliy, fome time after the restoration, the author brought on the ftage, under 
the title of “ the Cutter of Coleman-ftreet :”” it was however, tohis no {mall difappointment, damned, 
and, ftrange to add, for being a fuppofed fatire op the royalifts ! The piece itfelf, though printed among 
his works, is now fcarcely known; it is very entertaining, and has fomething of the rough vigorous 
wit, and ftrong-marked charaéter of the comedies of Ben Johnfon. 

From Cambridge, he was neceffitated, by the prevalence of the parliament there, in 1643, to re~ 
move to Oxford, which was the head quarters of the royalifts, whofe good graces he obtained, by the 
fuavity of his manners, and the unreferved warmth of his loyalty - ‘The virtuous and accomplifhed 
Lord Falkland, in particular, honoured him with his entire friendihip. 

From Oxford he followed the Queen te Paris, as fecrctary to the Earl of St. Albans, where he was 
engaged in the highly confidential and honourable employment of cyphering and decyphering the 
letters that paifed between the king and queen. He was abjent from his native country about twelve 

rs; during which time be had his fhare of the diftreffes of the royal party, and performed feveral 
cnics to Hulland, Flanders, Scotland, Jerfey, and clfewherc, as the caufe he was engaged in re- 
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In 1647, he publifhed his * Miftrefs,” an amorous effufton to an idcal Fair-one, where metaphy- 
fical fubtlety and far-fetched conceit, ulurp the fentiments of paffion and of nature; how different from 
the elegant and pathetic fonnets of Petrarch, infpired by a real objeg! 

About the year 1656, he returnec to his nacive country, his prefence being jadged more neceflary 
in Englund, to give occatuonal nesice of the potture of affairs in the kingdom, Here, netwithfanding 
his caution to remain conccaled, he was acrefted, havirg been miftaken for another, and after an ex- 
amination, was put into confinement | from which however he was liberated, on finding fecurity for a 
thoufand pounds, given by DoQor Scar“rough. 

About this time he collegted and pubiiiied his poems, in the preface to which, he declares his refoe 
lution “ to retire him{cIf to fome of she American ylauts 





s, and te f. rfuke this world for ever.” 

In the viciffitudes of human events, pocts were never remarkable foeanManey ot fortitude and 
Cowley found it expedient ¢» temporize wich the ruling poivers, to beSermitted to live in peace. 

In the following year, the better to fe-cen him! from norice, hefcook out a Degree of DeGor of 
Phyfic at Oxford, in which profefiion it does not appear that he ever p adtifed. He retired however to 
Kent, where he ftudied butany, and afterwards publifhe én 1 





tin verte, fix books on Plants. Doétor 
Johnfon prefers Cuwley’s Latin performar.ces to Milton’. Sccaufe the latier was contented to think as 
the ancients might have done, aud to exprefs him: 
equally claffical, thinks for himfelf; but his concey juft the fame in Latin as in Engliih;“uca—7 
if thefe fcem exotic and uncouth in ther native fail, how muft they appear in a foreign one? 

On the death of the protedor. he went ugiiu to France, where he remained in the king’s fuite tll 
the reftoration, reinftated in his former employment. 

At the reftoration, after his long and fuirhful {ervices, hic found himfelf, Uke many others with equal 
pretenfions to favour, negle&cd; upon which he retired, querulous and difappointed, not indeed to 
america, but to Chertfey in surrey, where, however, by the cxertions of his friends—the Earl of St. 
Albansand the Duke of Luckinghem—ke focn obiained a plentael income ; but he did not loug expe+ 
rience the tranquillity or irkfusnenefs cf folitude ; his conftitution, previoufly weakened by a flow fever, 
taken on his firft removal to the country, was unable to refit a fevere defiuxion on his lungs, ecvafioned 
hy a neglected cold, which hurried him off, alter a forinight’s confinement at the Porch Houle in 
Chertfey, in the year 1667, and the goth of his age. His funcral was fumpruowily attended to Welt 
minfter Abbey, where his remains were depofited between thefe of Chaucer and Spencer, 

The countenance and deportment of Abraham Cowley were fweet atid amiable, a real index of Lis 
mind; in hi manners and perfon, there was nothing fingular or affeéted: He had the mosclty of 3 
man of genius, and the humility of a chriftian : His wit, however great, never gave pain to another, 
and *is learning, though profound and extenfive, was ornamental not cumberfome to his mind. In7 





ge; wheress Cowle,, in language 














fine, his eulogy pronounced by Charles U, bas never been contradicied by envy or faction, viz. 5. 
“ That Mr. Cowley had rot left a better man behind him ia England,” 

‘The poetry of Cowley has had its full fhare of Preife during the life of its author. And the ramb- 
ling meafure of his odes, which wa: called Pinduric, inundated the regions of poctry for half a century 
after his death, in violation of tafte, correétne{s, and nature. Though unable to reeoynize wit by any 
of its definitions, every one readily petccives where it is not; no one therefore can ever miftake the 
conceits of the metaphyfical pocts (as Doctor Johnion terms them) for wit; of thefe, Cowley was the 
chief; he found their poetry the fathion of his day ; and he preferred it to the pure models of anti- 
quity, which he was fo well acquainted with. Jt is to be Jamented, that fo nich learning and genius 
has been lavifhed, now, to fo little purprfe; for, thefe whe read Cowley, muft be contented to ad~ 
mire rather than to be pleafed. From this however, in his voluminous works, there are many exceptions, 
His anacreontics in particular, are peculiarly delightful, perhaps equal to their ancient models; and 
their diction is fo finely polifhed, that the ruft of time has not as yct been able to tarniih their luftre. 
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Army return lately into Englang, { met, by great ] 


accident, (for fuch Taccount it to be, that any copy 
‘of it fhould be extant any where fo Jong, unlefs at 
3 houfe who printed it) a book intitled, The 
“iAge,and publithed under my name during the 
time of my abfence. _[ wondered very mach how 
one who could he fo foolith to write fo ill verfes, 
fhould yet be fo wife to fet them forth as another 
man's rather than his own; though perhaps he 





might have made a better choice, and not father- 


ed the baitard unon {uch a perfon, whofe Rock of 
reputation is, 1 {car, little enough for maintenance 
of his own numcrons Icgitimate offspring of that 
kind. It would have been much lefs injurious, if 
it had pleafed the author to put forth fome of my 
writings under his own name, rather than hisown 
under mine: he had been in that a more pardon- 








able plagiary, and had done lef wrong by rob- | 


hery, than ke does by fuch « bounty ; for nobody 
can be juftified by the imputation even of ano- 
thee’s merit ; and our own coarfe clothes are hike 
to becomuus better than thofe of another man’s, 
though never fo rich : but thefe, to fay the truth 
were fo beggarly, that I myfelf was afhamed to 
wear them. Jt was in vain for mic that I avoid~ 
yed cenfure by the co ment of my own writ- 
Fags, if my repuration 
effigy ; and impofiible it is for any yood name to 
be in fafety, if 


















and fo untike, that [hope the charm took no ef 
fed; fo that LeMeem myfeit lef prejudiced by 
than by that which has been done to me fince, 
almoft in the fame kind, which is the publication 
of fome things of mime without my confent or 











knowledge ; and thofe fo mangle! and imperfect, , 


that I could acither with honour acknowledge, nor 
with honefly quite difavow them: of which fort 
swas a comedy called the Guardian, printed in the 
year 1650, but made and a@ted before the Prince, 
in his paflage through Cambridge towards York, 
at the beginning of the late unhappy war; or ra~ 
ther neither made nor acted, but rough drswn 
only, and repeated; for the hatte wa great, 
«Pragit could neither be revifed nor perfected by 
Wh r, nor learned without book by-the ac- 
stot end Net-forth in any meafure tolerably by the 
‘oft ymof the College. Alter the reprefentstion 








Hr I confeif was fomewhat of the lateit) {be- | 


ane. 


id be thus executed in ; 


malice of witches have the + 


power to confume and deftroy it in an image of ; 
their own making. “Phis indzed was fo ill made, | 






gan to look it over, and changed it very much» 
ftriking out fome whole parts, as that of the Poet 
and the Soldicr ; but I have loft the copy, and 
dare not think it deferves the pains to write it 
| again, which makes me omit it in this publication, 

though there be fome things in it which i am not 
afhamed of, taking the excufe of my age and fmall 
in human converfation when ¥ made it. 

it is only the haity firft fitting of a 
picture, and therefore like to refemble me accord- 
ingly, From this which has happened to myfelf, 
‘Began to reflect on the fortune of almoft all 
writers, and efpecialiy poets, whofe works (com~ 
menly printed after their deaths) we find ftaffed 
out either with counterfcit pieces, like falfe money 
put in to fill up the bag, though it add nothing to 
the fam, or with fuch, which, though of their own 
coin, they would have called in themfelves for the 
bafenefs of the alloy. Whether this proceed from 
the indifcretion of their friends, who think a vait © 
heap of ftones or rubbifh a better monument than 
a little tomb of marble, or by the unworthy ava- 
rice of forme ftationers, who are content to dimi~ 
nih the value of the author, fo thzy may increafe 
the price of the book, and, like vintners with fo« 
phificate mixtures, fpoil the whole veffels of Mine 
toimake it yicld more profit, This hath been the 
cafe with Shak ue, Fletcher, Johnfon, and 
raany others, part of whofe poems U fhould take 
the boldnefs to prunc and lop away, if the care of 
| replanting them ix print did belong come; nei- 
ther would 1 make any feruple to cut off from 
fome the unneceffary yo fuckers, and from 
others the ald withered branches ; for a great wit 
is no more tied to live in a vait volume than ina 
gigantic body ; on the contrary, it is commonly © 
more vigorous the lcs fpace it animates, and, as 
Statius fays of little ‘Tydeus, 


o---Toww 
Major ts exigue 


Iam not ignorant, that by faying this of others, 1 ex- 
pol: myfvif to fome raillery, for not ufing the fame 
fevere diferetion in my own cafe, where it con- 
cerns me nearer; but though { publifh here more 
than in feri& wifdom I ought to have done, yet E 
have fuppreffed and caft away more than | publifh 5 
and for the cafe of mylelf ard ethers, have loft, I 
believe too, more than both. And uper thefe con~ 
fiderstions I have been perfuaded to overcome all 


the jut repugnances of my own modefty, and to 
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produce thefe Poems to the light and view of the 
world, not asa thing that I approved of in itfelf, 
but asa lefs evil, whi-h I chofe, rather than to 
flay till it were donc for me by fomebody elie, 
either furrcptitioufly before, or avowedly after my 
death ; and this will be the more excufable, when 
the reader fhall know in what refpréts he may look 
upon me asa dead, or at leaft,a dying perfon,and 
upon my Mufe, in this aétion, as appearing like 
the Emperor Chafles V. and affifting at her own 
funeral. 

For, to make myfelf abfolutely dead in a poeti- 
al capacity, my refolution at prefent is, never to 
exercife any more that faculty. It is, I confels, but 
feldom feen that the poet dies before the man ; for 
when we once fall in Jove with that bewitching 
art, we do not ule to court it as a miftrefs, but 
marry it as a wife, and take it for beitcr or worfe, 
as an infeparable companion of ovr whole life : 
but as the marriages of infants do but rarely prof- 
fper, fo no man ought to wonder at the diminu- 
tion or decay of my affection to poefy, to which 1 
had contradted myfelf fo much under age, and fo 
much to my own prejudice, in regard of thofe 
more profitable matches which I might have made 
among the richer feiences. As for the portion 
which this brings of fame, it is an cftute (if it be 
any, for men are not oftener deceived in their 
hopes of widows than in their opinion of exegi 
tmonumentum are perennius) that hardly ever comes 
in whilft we are living to enjoy it, but is a fantafti- 
cal kind of reverfion to our own felves; neither 
ought any man to envy pocts, this pofthumous and 
imaginary happinefs, fince they find commonly 
fo little in prefent, that it may be truly applied to 
them which St. Paul fpeaks of the firft Chriftians, 
“ Tf their reward be in this life, they are of all 
« men the mott miferable.” 

And if in quiet and flourithing times they meet 
with fo fimall encouragement, what are they to 
exped in rough and troubled ones? If wit be fuch 
a plant that it {carce receives heat enough to pre~ 
ferve it alive even in the fummer of our cold cli- 
mate, how can it choofe, but wither in a long and 
fharp winter? A warlike, various, and a tragical 
age. is beft to write of, but worft to write in: ard 
J may, though in a very unequal proportion, af- 
fume that to myfelf which was fpoken by Tully 
toa much better perfon, upon occaficn of the 
civil wars and revolutions in his time, Sed ia te in~ 
tuens, Brute, doleo. cujus in adolefiention por melias 
Taudes quafi quadrigis uebentens tranfocrfa incur rit mia 
Sera fortuna Reipublice, Cie, de Clar. Oratoz. 

Neither is the prefent conititution of my mind 
more proper than that of the tines for this cxer- 
cife, or rather divertifement ; there is nothing that 
requires {p much ferenity and cheerfulnefé of tpirit 5 





it mutt not be either overwhelmed with the cares 


of life, or overcaft with the clouds of melancholy 
and sorrow, or fhaken und deflurbed with the forms 
of injurious fortune: it muff, like the halcyon, have 
fair weathertobreedin, The foul mutt be filled with 
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Ovid.de Trif.the humbledand dejected condition of 
fpirit with which he wrote it; there farce re- - 
mains any footiteps of that genius. 

Quem rec Jov 2 : 
‘The cold of the country had ftrucken through all 
his faculties, and benumbed the very feet of his 
veries. He is himfelf, methinks, like one of the 
ftories of his own Metomorphofes; and though 
there remains fome weak refemplances of Ovid at 
Rome, it is but, as he fays of Niobe, : 





Hea, nee iznes, ore 








"The truth is, for ‘1 man to write well, it is neceffary 

to be in good h#mour, Neither is wit lefs eclipfed 

with the unquictnef$ of mind, than beauty with 

the indifpofition of body ; fo that it is almoft as 

hard a thing to be a port in defpight of Fortune, 

as it is in defpight of Nature. For my own part, 

neither my obligations to the Mufes, nor exnegta-_ 77; 

tions from them, are fo great, as that | fhould + 

fuffer myfelf on no confiierations to be divorced, 

or that [ fhould fay, like Horace, 
Quifquia erit vite, ferlbam, color “Hor, Sut. £61 i, Sees 


1 fhall rather ufe his words in another piace, 


pent 
it, Ode 26. Vixit puellis, kee 


And this refolution of mine does the more befit 
me, becaufe my defire has been for fome years 
pait, (though the execution has been accidentally 
diverted) and does fill vehemently continue, to 
retire myfelf to fome of our American planta- 
tions, not to feck for gold, or enrich myfelf with 
the traffic of thofé parts, (which is the end of moft 
men that travel thither) fo that of thefe Indies it 
is truer than it was of the former, 









nus extrenios cueiit mercator an Todos 
periem tugiens« 


but te forfake this world for ever, with all the vae 
nities and vexations of it, and to bury myfelf 
there, in fome obfcure retreat, (but not withou'! 
the confolation of letters and philufophy) 4 
CpLrsig5 meorum, 0% 
as my former author fpeaks too, who has enticed 
me here, I know not how, into the pedantry of 
this heap of Latin fertences. And IT think Dr. 
Donne’s Sun-dial in a Grave is not more ufelefs 
and ridiculous than poetry would be in that retires 
ment. As this, therefore, is ui a true fenfe a 
kind of death to the Muves, and a real hteral 
quitting of this wold, fo, methiuks, 1 may make 
a juft claim to the undoubted privilege of dec: afed 
poets, which is to be read with more favour than 
the living + 
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anit eff ut placcam thi, perire. 








endaas ot ith 


Wart 
Having been forced, for my own neceflary juf- 
tification, to trouble the reader with this long 


- Difcourfe of the reafons why T teuble bim alfogt 


_ what concerning the fevera: parts of it, an. 


bright ard delightful deas, when it undertakes to © 


communicate delight to others, which is the main 


forme 
Son 


al 
rea 


cud é Aid 


with ail the reft of the beck, I fhalj only ade 





other picces whioh ! have thought fit 
this publication : ts, Grit, allt 
at fchool, from rbe age of tun y 








end of pocfy. One may fee through the ftyle of i teen ; for even fo tar backward there remaix get * 
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fome traces of me in the little footfters of a child ; 
which. though they were then looked upon as 
commendable extravagances in a boy, (men fetting 
a valué upon any kind of fruit before the ufual 
feafon ot it) yet I would be loath to be bound now 
to read them all over myfelf, and therefore fhould 
do ill to expeét that patience from others. Be- 
fides, they have already paffed. through feveral e- 
ditions, which is a longer life than ufes to be eu- 
jJoyed by infants that are born before the ordinary 
terms, They had the good fortune then to find 
the world fo indulgers<fe>;zanfidering the time 
of their production, who could be fo hardhearted 
to be fevere ?) that I fcarce yet apy tehend fo much 
to be cenfured for them,-as for net having made 
advances afterwards proportionable to the {peed of 
my fetting out, and am obliged too, in a manner 
by difcretion, to conceal and fupprefs them, as pro- 
mnifes and jofsmneaty under my own hand where. 

‘hy Litood engaged for more than I have been able 
to Titfurtey int which truly, if 1 have failed, 
have the real excufe of the honefleft fort of bank- 
tupts, which is, to have been made infolvable, not 
fo much by their own negligence and ill hufband- 
Ty, as by fonie notorious accidents and public dif- 
afters. In the next place, 1 have caft away ail 
fuch pieces as | wrote during the time of the late 
troubles, with any relation to. the differences that 
caufed them ; as, among others, three Books of 
the Civil War itfelf, reaching as far as the firft 
battle at Newbury, where the fuccecding misfor- 
tunes of the party topped the work. 

As for the enfuing Book, it confitts of four 
parte. The firtt isa Mifcellany of feveral fubjects, 
and fome of them made when I was very young, 
which it is perhaps fuperfluous to tell the reader ; 
1 know not by what chance | have kept copies of 
them, for they are but a very fe~ in comparifon 
of chofe which I have loft, and I think they have 
np extraordinary virtue in them to deferve more 
are in prefervation than was beftowed upon their 

. ee thren, for which I am {o little concerned, that 

‘am afhamed of the arregancy of the word, when 
IT faid, “ 1 had loft them.” 

"The fecond is called, the Miftrefs, or Love- 
verfes; for fo it is, that poets are fcarce thought 
freemen of their company, without paying fome 
duties, and obliging themfelvesto be true to Love. 
Sooner or later they muft all pafs through that 
trial, like fome Mahometan monks, that are bound. 
by iheir order, once at leat in their life, to make 
a pilgrimage to Mecca; 


An fu tas igasimque 


en 


sunt : amor omolbus idem. 


But we muft not always make a judgment of 
their manners from their writings of this kind, as 
the Romanifts uncharirably do of Beza for a few 
Fafcivious fonnets, compoéed by him in his youth. 
Mt is not in this fenfe that poefy is faid to be a kind 
© of painting ; it is not the pi@ure of the poet, bur 
of things and perfons imagined by him, He may 
fr. br in his own praétice and difpofition a philefo- 
say, afteic, and yet {peak fometimes with 
SEEFOG of ap amorous Sappho ; 
1 Becot ot rubs afper am 
: yr 
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He profeffes too much the ufe of fables (though 
without the malice of deceiving) to have his tef& 
timony taken even againft himfelf. Neither would 
1 here be mifunderftood, as if I affeéted fo much 
gravity as to be afhamed to be thought really ia 
love; on the contrary, E cannot have a good opi- 
nion of any man who is not at leaft capable of bee 
ing fo; but I fpeak it to excufe fome expreffions 
(if fuch there be) which may happen to offend 
the feverity of fupercilious readers; for much exe 
cefs is to be allowed in love, and even more in 
poetry, fo we avoid the two unpardonable vices 
in both, which are obfcenity and profanenefs, of 
which Iam fure, if my words be ever guilty, they 
have ill reprefented my thoughts and intentions s 
and if, notwithftanding all this, the lightnefs of 
the matter here difpleafe any body, he may find 
wherewithal to centent his more ferious inclinations 
in the weight and height of the enfuing argu. 
ments, 

For, as for the Pindarick Odes, (which is the 
third pat) I am in great doubt whether they 
will be underftood by moft readers; nay, even by 
very many who are well enough acquainted with 
the common roads, and ordinary tracks of poefy, 
They either are, or at leaft were meant to be, of 
that kind of ftyle which Dion. Halicarnaffens calls 
Miyaroputs xal Wu pre Beworwres, and which he 
attributes to Alceus, The digreffions are many, 
and fudden, and fometimes long, according to the 
fafhion of all Lyricks, and ot Pindar above all 
men living. The figures are unufual. and bold 
even to temerity, and fuch as I durft not have to 
do withal in any other kind of poetry. ‘The num- 
bers are various and irregular, and {ometimes (e+ 
{pecially fome of the long ones} feem harfh and 
uncouth, if the juft meafures and cadences be not 
obferved in the pronunciation ; fo that almoft all 
their fweetnefs and numerofity (which is to be 
found, if 1 miftake not, in the rougheft, if rightly 
repeated) lies in a manner wholly at the mercy of 
the reader, I have briefly defcribed the nature of 
thefe verfes in the ode intitled, The Refurrec- 
tion; and though the liberty of them may incline 
aman to believe them eafy to be compofed, yet 
the undertaker will find it otherwife. 

——Ut Gbi quivls 


eret idem, maltum, fudet fruftrag; laboret 
wis iene 


T come now to the laft part, which is Davideis, 
or an Heroical Poem of the Troubles of David 
which I defigned into twelve books, not for the 
‘Tribes’ fake, but after the pattern of our mafter 
Virgil, and intended to clofe all with that moft 
poetical and excellent elegy of David's on the 
death of Saul and Jonathan; for I had no mind to 
carry him quite on to his anointing at Hebron, 
becaufe it is the cuftom of heroic poets (as we 
ice by the examples of Homer and Virgil, whom 
we thould do ill to forfake to imitate others) never 
to come to the full end of their ftory, but only fo- 
near, that every one may fee it,as men commonly 
play not out the game, when it is evident that they 
canwia it, but lay dawntheir cards, and takeupwhat 
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they have won. This, I fay, was the whole de- 
fign, in which there are many noble and fertile 
ar, mts behind ;,as, the barbarous cruelty of 
Saul to the prieits at Nob; the feveral flights and 
elcapes of David, with the manner of his living 
im the wildernefs; the funeral of Samuel; the 
Jove of Abigail; the facking of Ziglag; the lols 


and recovery of David’s wives from the Ama- ! 


lekites; the witch of Endor; the war with the 
Philiftines; and the battle of Githoa: all which I 
mieqnt to Interweave, upon feveral occafions, with 
moft of the #luftrions ftories of the Old T'eftament, 
and to embellifh with the mott remarkable anti- 
quitics of the Jews, and of other nations before or 
at that age. But I have had neither Icifure hi- 
therto, nor have appetite at prefent, to finith the 
work, or fo much as to revife that part which is 
done, with that care which I refolved to beftow 
upon it, and which the dignity of the matter well 
deferves; for what worthier fubje@ could have 
been chofen amoitg all the treafures of paft times, 
than the life of this young prince, who, from fo 
{mall beginnings, through fuch infinite C-oubles 
and oppofitions, by fuch miraculous virtues and ex- 
cellences, and with fuch Incomparable variety of 
wonderful a@iions and accidents, became the great- 
eft memarch that ever fat on the moft famous 
throne of the whole earth ? Whom fhould a poet 
more jaftly feck to honour than the highett perfon 
who ever honoured his profeflion ? whom a Chril- 
tian poet, rather than the man after God’s own 
heart, and the man who had that facred pre-emi- 
nence above all other princes, to be the beft and 
mightieft of that royal race from whence Chrift 
himfelf, according to the fleth, diflained not to 
defcend? When { confider this, and how many 
other bright and magnificent {ubjedts of the like 
nature the holy Scripturcs affords and proffers, as 
it were to poefy, in the wife managing and iluf- 
trating whereof the glory of God Almighty might 
be joined with the fingular utiliry and nobleft de- 
light of mankind, it is not without grief and ine 
dignation that I behold that divine Science em- 
‘ploying ali her inexhauftible riches of wit and 
elogucace either in the wicked and beggarly flat- 
tery of .gfeat perfons, or the unmanly idolizing of 
foolifh women, or the wretched effectation of 
feurril laughter, or, at bett, om the confufed unti- 
quated dreams of fenfeiefs fables and meta 
morphofes. Amongft all holy and confecrated 
things which the devil ever ftole and alicnated 
from the fervicé of the Deity, as altars, temples, 
facrifiecs, prayers, and the ike, there is none that 
he fo univerfaliy and fo long ufurped as poctry. 
It is time to recover it out of the tyrant’s hands, 
and to reftore it to the kingdom of God, who is 
the father of it, It is time to baptize it in Jor- 
dan ; for it will never become clean by bathing in 
, the water of Damafcus, There wants, methinks, 
at the converfion of that and the Jews, for the 
accomplifiment of the kingdom of Chrift. And 
as men, before their receiving of the faith, do not 
without fome carnal reluétances, apprehend the 
bonds and fetters of it, but find it afterwards to 
bé the trueft and greate& Jiberty, it will fare ne 
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otherwife with this art, after the regeneration of 
* it; it will mect with wonderful variety of new, 
{ more beautiful and more delightful objets ; nei- 
ther will it want room, by being confined to hea~ 
ven. There is not fo great a le to be found n 
any poet, as the vulgar conceit of men, that ly- 
ing is effential to good poetry. Were there never 
fo wholefome nourishment to be had (but, alas! 
‘ it breeds nothing but difeafes) out of thefe boaft~ 
ed {eafts of love and fables; yet, methinks, the un- 
alterable continuance of the dict fhould make us 
naufeate it for jee Sot tmpolible to ferve up 
any new difh of that kind; they are all buc cold 
meats of the ¢ncients new heated, and new fet 
forth. Ido nét at all wonder that the old poets 
made fome rich crops out of thefe grounds; the 
heart of the foil was not then wrought out with 
continual tillage: but what can we expeé now, 
who come a gleaning not after the firft reapers, 
but after the very beggars? Befides, though thofp 
mad flories of the Gods and herocs feem in them- 
felves fo ridiculous, yet they were then the whole 
body (or rather chaos) of the theology of thofe 
times : they were believed by all but a few philo- 
fophers, and perhaps fome Atheifts, and ferved to 
good purpofe among the vulgar, (as pitiful things 
as they are) in ftrengthening the authority of law 
with the terrors of confcience, and expectation of 
certain rewards and unavoidable punifhments. 
There was no other religion, and therefore that 
was better than none at all: but to us who have 
no necd of them, to us who deride their folly, and 
are wearied with thcir impertjnences, they ought 
to appear no better arguments for verfe, than thofe 
of their worthy fucceffors, the knights-errant. 
What can we imagine more proper for the orna- 
ments of wit or learning in the ftory of Deuca- 
lion than in that of Noah? Why will not the ace 
tions of Samfon afford as plentiful matter as the 
labours of Hercules? why is not Jephtha’s daugh- 
ter as good a woman as Iphigenia? and the 
friendfhip of David and Jonathan more worthy 
celebration than that of Thefeus and Percthous? 
Does not the paflage of Mofes and the Hraclites 
into the Holy Land yield incomparably more po- 
elical variety than the voyages cf Ulyffes or Aine 
as? Are the obfolete threadbare tales of Thebes 
and Troy half fo flored with great, heroical, and 
fupernatural a@tions (fince verse will needs find or 
make fuch) as the wars of Jofhua, of the judges, 
of David, and divers others? Can all the trans- 
formations of the Gods give fuch copious hints to 
flourifh and exputiate on, as the true miracles of 
Chrift, or of his prophets and apoftles? What do 
T inftance in thefe few particulars? all the books 
of the Bible are cither already moft admirable and 
exalted pi of poefy, or are the bef materials 
in the world for it. Yet, though they be in them~ 
{elves fo proper to be made ufe of for this purpofe, . 
none but a good artift will know how to do it: 
neither muft we think to cut and polith diamonds ; 
with fo little pains and fkill as we de marl 
if any man defign to- compofe a facred >< 
only turning a ftery of the Scriptiircy likes say 
Quarles’s, er fome other godly matter, ua 2Mz 
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Heywood of angels, into rhyme, he is fo far from 
elevating of poefy, that he only abafes divinity. 
In brief, he who can write a profane poem well, 
may write a divine one better ; but he who can do 
that but ill will do this much worfe. The fame fer- 
tility of invention, the fame wifdom of difpofition, 
the fame judgment in obfervance of decencies, the 
fame luftre and vigour of clociuton, the fame mo- 
defty and majefty of number; briefly, the fame 
Kkind of habit is required to both; only this latter 
allows hetter ftuff, and therefore would look more 


os 
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deformedly if ill dreffed in it. Yam far from af 
fuming to myfelf to have fulfilled the duty of this 
weighty undertaking ; but fure ¥ am that there 
is nothing yet in our language (nor perhaps in 
any) that isin any degree an{werable to the idea 
that I conceive of it; and 1 thal} be ambitious of 
no other fruit from this weak and impetfeét at~ 
tempt of mine, but the opening of a way to the 
courage and induftry of fome other perfons, who 
may be better able to perform it thoroughly and 
fuccefsfully, 








TO THE READER 











Reaper! (iknow not yet whether gentle orno)} | 
fome, I know, have been angry (I dare not affume | 
the honour of their envy) at my poctical bold- 
nefs, and blamed in mine what commends other 
fruits, earline!s; others, who are cither of a weak 
faith, or firong malice, have thought me like a 
pipe, which never founds but when it i blowed 
in, and read me not as Abraham Cowley, but 
auttorem axonymum. To the fir Tanfwer, That 
it is en envious froft that nips the bloffoms, becaufe 
they appear quickly ; tothe latter, that he is the 
worft homicide who ftrives to murder another's 
fame ; to both, That it is a ridiculous folly to 
condemn or langh at the ftars, becaufe the moon 
and fun fhine brighter. The {mal fire I bave is 
rather blown than extinguifhed by this wind ; for 
the itch of pocfy, by being angered, increafes; by 
rubbing, {preads further; which appears in that 
Thave ventured on this eighth edition, What 
though it be neglected? it is nor. tam fure, the 
firft heok which hath lighted tobacco, or been 
eniployed by cooks and grocers, Hf in all men’s 
judgments it fuflers fhipwreck, it fhall fomething 
content me, that it hath pleafed myfcif and the 
bookfeller. In it you fhall find one argument 
(and J hope I fhall need no more) to confute un- 
believers, which is, that as mine age, and ‘confe- 

















“quently, experience, (which is yet but little) hath 


increafed, fo they have not left my pocfy flagging 
behind them. I should not be angry tw fec any one 
burn my Piramus and ‘Vhifbes; nay, | would do 
it mryfell, bat that Uhope a pardon may catily be 
getten for the errors of ten years of age. My 





Conftantia and Philetus confeffes me two years 
older when I wrote it. The reft were made fince 
upon feveral occafions, and perhaps do not be- 
lic the time of theje--bet—Such as they are, 
they were created by mc, but their fate lies 
in your hands; it is only you can effect that nei- 
ther the hookfeller repent himfelf of his charge in 
printing them, nor I of my labours in compofing 
them. Farewel. 

ABRAHAM COWLEY. 


doled 





IO THE READER. 


1 

T caxt’p the bufkin’d Mufe, Melpomene, 

And told her what fad {tary 1 would write ¢ 

She wept at hearing fuch a tragedy, 

‘Tho’ wont in mournful ditties to delight. 

If thou diflike thefe forrowful lines, then know 
My Mufe with tears, not with conceits did Low, 


i 
And as fhe my unabler quill did guide, 
Her briny tcars did on the paper fall, 
1f then uncquat numbers be efpy’d, 
Oh, Reader! do not them my error call, 
But think her tears defac’d it; and blame then 
My Mute's grief, and not my mifling pen. 


ABRAHAM COWLEY. 


4 











‘To the Right Honourable and Right Reverend Father in Goudy 


JOHN, LORD BISHOP OF LINCOLN, AND DEAN OF WESTMINSTER, 


‘My Lord, 


I micwr well fas, left thofe my rude and unpolifhed lines fhould offend your Honourable Survey; 
but that I hope your Nobiencfs will rather fimile at the faults committed by a Child than cenfure them, 





Howloever, 1 defire your Lordfhip’s 


ardon for prefenting things fo unworthy to your view, and ts 


accept the good-will of him, who in all duty, is bound to be ; 
ve ee Your Lerdthip’s _ 


Moft humble Servant, ¢ 
AERAHAM COWZEY, 
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Vo the Memory of the incomparable Mr. Cowley « 


Woeu artlefs hand, and much diforder’d mind, 
(Pardon, illuftrious Man!) I come 

‘To try if worthy thee I onght can find, 

“that grovelling.I might offer at thy tomb 3 

¥or yet, nor yet thou never hadit thy due, 

Tho’ courted by the underftanding few, 

And they fometimes officious too : 

Much more is owing to thy mighty name 

‘Vhan was perform’d by noble Buckingham ; 

He chofe # place thy facred bones to keep, 

Near that where poets and where monarchs fleep. 

Well did thy kind Mecanas mean 

‘To thee and to himfelf, and may. that tomb 

Convey your mutual praife to ages yet to come : 

But monuments may betray their truft, 

And like their founders crumble into duit. 

Were | to advife pofterity 

‘Yhat fhould at all times acceptable be, 





Quickly to comprehend their great concern, 
Cowley fhould be the fir word all their fons 
fhould learn, 
e ‘That charming name would ever grace infpire, 
Inflame their fouls with {upernatural fire, 
And make them nothing but what's truly good ad- 
mire. 
Early their tender minds would be poffefs'd 
With glorious images, and every breatt 
Imbibe an happincfs not to be exprefs’d 
OF thefe (blels’d thade !) when thou were here 
An unregarded fojourncr, 
‘Vhou hadtt fo large a part, 
‘That thoy doft hardly more appear 
Accomplifh’d where thou art ; 
_ But that thy radiant brow, 
Encircl’d with an everlafling wreath, 
+ Shews thee triumphant now 
O'er difappointments and o'er death, 
When with aftonithment we caft an eye 
On thine amazing infancy, 
We envy Nature’s prodigality 
‘To thee, and only thee, 
In whom (as in old Eden) fill were feen 
All things florid, freth, and green, ° ; 
fioms and fruit at once on one.immortal tree. 


occulean vigour hadi thou when but young, 











In riper years more than Alcides ftrong ; 
Then who hall fing thy wond'robs fong ? - 
For he that worthily would mention thee 
Should be divefted of mortality : 7 

No meaner off’ring fhould he bring, 

"Phan what a faint might "pon an angel fing 3 
Such as with cheerfulnefs thyfelf hadit done, 
If in thy lifetime thou hadft known 

So bright a theme to write upon : 

Though thou haft fung of herocs and of kings, 
In mighty numbers mighty things, 

Enjoy (inimitable Bard !) 

Of all thy pleafant coil the {weet reward, 
And ever venerable be, _ . 
Till the unthinking world fhall once more lie 
Inimers’d in her firft chaos of barbarity : 

A curfe now to be dreaded, for with thee 
Dy'd all the lovely decencies of poetry. 


THO, FLATMANY 


To the memory of the Author. 


To fertile wits and plants of fruitful kind ~ 
Impartial Nature the fame laws aflign’d; 
Bothhave their fpring before they reach their prime; 
A time to bloffom, and a bearing time : 
An early bloom to both has fatal been ; 2 
‘Thofe fooneft fade, whofe verdure firft was feen, 
Alone exempted from the common fate, 
The forward Cowley held a Jafting date: 
For envy’s blaft, and pow’rful time too ftrong, 
He blofiom'd early, and he flourifh'd long : 
In whom the double miracle was feen, _ . 
Ripe in his fpring, and in his autumn green, 
With us he left his gen’rous fruit behind, 
‘The feaft of wit, and banquet of the mind : 
While the fair tree, tranfplanted to the fkies; 
In verdure with th’ Elytian garden vies, 3 
The pride of Earth before, and now of Paradife,, 
Thus faint our ftrongeft metaphors mutt be, 
Thus unproportion’d to thy Mufe and thee. 
Thofe flowers, that did in thy rich garden tmile, 
Whither, tranfplanted to another foil ; het 
‘Thus Orpheus’ harp that did wild beatts command 
Had loft its force in any other hand, 
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ats 

Saul’s frantic rage harmonious founds obey’d, 

His tage was charm'd, but "twas when David 
play’d. 

"The artlefs fince have touch’d thy facred lyre 5 

‘We have thy numbers, but we want thy fire. 

Horace and Virgil, where they brighteft thin’d, 

Prov'd but thy ore, and were by thec.refin’d : 

‘The conquerors that from-the general flame 

Sav'd Pindar’s ruof, deferv’d a lafting name 5 ‘ 

A srcater thou, that didit preferve his fame. 

‘A duck paul huddled chaos long he lay, 

“Ui! chy diviner genius’ pow'rful ray ; 
erf’d the mifts of night, and gave him day. 

No mifis of time can make thy verfe Jefs bright, 

"Thou fhin't like Phoebus with unborrow’d light. 

Henceforth ne Phochus we'll invoke, but thee 5 

‘Avipicious to thy poor furvivers be! 

‘Who; unrewarfed, plow the Mufes’ foil, 

Oar labour all the harvelt of our coil ; 

‘And in excufe of fancies fag’d and tir’d, 

Can only fay, Auguftus is expur’d. 











a 


On Mr. Cowleg’s Suvenile Poems, andthe Tranflation 
. |” gf bis Plantarum, 


A PINDARICK, 


1 


Wuew young Alcides in his cradle lay, 
And erafp’d i both his infant hands, 
-. Broke vom the nurfe’s feeble bands, 
The bivod'y gafping prey. 
© Aloft he thofe firh trophies bore, 
And fqueczes out their poinous gore s 
"The women fhriek’d with wild amaze, 
The men as much affrighted gaze 5 
Bat had the wife 'Tirefias come 
Tute the crowded room, 
With deep prophetic joy 
_ He'd heard the conquefts of the godlike boy, 
+ And fig in facred rage, : 
hat ravenous men, and beafts engage : 
Hence he'd propitious omens take, 
“And from the tri of his infancy 
Portend his future: visi ory 
O'er the foul ferpent wets 
dreadful lake. 














ring wide in Lerna’s 










rT 
Alcides at, Pindar Cowley fings, 
And whit: they ftrike the vocal ftrings, 
To either both new honour brings. 
But who fhall now the mighty tatk fuftain? 
And now our Hercules is there, 
‘What Atlas cah Olympus bear? 
‘What mortal undergo th’ unequal pain 2; 
But ’t is a glorious fate 
To fall with fuch a weight, 
"Tho’ with unhallowed fingers, I 
‘Will touch the ark, although I die. 
| Forgive me, O thou shining Shade ! 
Forgive a fault which Love has made. 
‘Thus { my faucy kinglnefs mourn, 
Which yet £ can’? repent, 
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Before thy facred monument, 

‘And moiiten with my tears thy wondrous urn. 
Hi. 

Begin, begin, my Mufe! thy noble choir, 

And aim at fomething worthy Pindar’s lyre ; 

‘Within thy breaft excite the kindling fire, 

And fan it with thy voice! 

Cowley dees to Jove belong, 

Jove and Bowley claim my fong. 

Thefe fair firit-frnits of wit young Cowley hore, 

Which promis’d, if the happy tree 

Should ever reach maturity; 

To blefs the orld with better and with more. 

‘Thus in the kernel of the largeft fruit 

Is all the tree in little drawn, 

"he trunk, the branches, and the root ; 

Thus a fair day is pidtur’d in a lovely dawn. 
Ww 

Taffo, a poet in his infancy, 

Did hardly earlier rife than thee, 

Nor did he fhoot fo far, or fhine fo bright, 

Or in his dawnmg beams or noonday light. 

"The Mufes did young Cowley raife ; 

They ftole thee from thy nurfe’s arms, 

Fed thee with facred love of praife, 

And taught thee all their charms = 

‘As if Apollo’s felf had been thy fire, 

"They daily rock’d thee on his lyre + 

Hence feeds of numbers in thy foul were fix’d, 

Deep as the very reafon there, 

No force from thence could numbers tear, 

Even with thy being mix’d: 

‘And there they surk’d, til! Spenfer’s facred flame 

Leap'd up and kindled thine, 

Thy thoughts as regular and fine, 

‘Thy foul the fame, 

Like his to honour, and to love inclin’d, 

As folt thy foul, as great thy mind, 


ve 

Whatever Cowley writes mutt pleafe 5 

Sure, like the gods, he fpeaks all languages. 

‘Wharever theme by Cowley’s mufe is drefs'd, 

Whatever he’ll effay, - 

Or in the fofter or the nobler way, 

He fill writes beft, 

{f he ever ftretch his ftrings 

To mighty numbers, ntighty things t 

So did Virgil's heroes fight 5 . 

Such glories wore, tho’ not fo bright. 

If he’l] paint his noble fire, 

Ah! what thoughts his fongs infpire ! 

Vigorous love and gay defite. 

Who would not,“Cowley { ruin’d be ? 

Who would not love that reads, that thinks of 
thee? 

‘Whether thou in th’ old Roman doft delight, 

Or Englith, full as ftrong, to write, 

“Thy matter-ftrokes in both arc fhewn, 

Cowley in both excels alone, 

Virgil of theirs, and Waller of our own. 


vi. 
But why fhould the foft fex be robb’d of the #4 
Why fhould not England know aoa 
How much fhe does to Cowley owe 2 pe &. 
How much fair Bofcobel’s for-cver-facred tree? _ 
. 
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“The hills, the groves, the plains, the woods, 
"The fields, the meadows, and the floods, 
"The flow’ry world, where gods and pocts ufe 
To courta mortal or a mufe? 
It fhall be done. But who, ah! who fhall dare 
So vatt a toil to undergo, 
And all the worlds juft cenfure bear, 
Thy ftrength and their own weaknefs thew ? 
Soft Afra, who had led our fhepherds long, . 
‘Who Jong the nymphs and fwains did guide, 
Our envy, her own fex’s pride, 
When all her force on this great theme fhe’d 
try'd, ee 
She frin’d a while to reach th’ inimitable fong, 
She ftrain’d a while and wifely dy’d. 
‘Thofe who furvive unhappicr be, 
Yet thus, great God of Poefy! * 
With joy chey facrifice their fame to thee. 
8., WESLEY. 


On the death of Mr. Abrabam Cowley, and bis burial 
| ta Wefimingter- Abbey. 


Oop wit, till Cowley did its Iuftre raife, 
May be refembled to the firft three days, 
Jn which did thine only fuch ftreaks of light 
As ferv'’d but to diftinguith day from night ; 
But wit breaks forth in all that he has done, 
Like light when ’t was united in the fun, 

The poets formerly did lie in wait 
"To rifle thofe whom they would imitate : 
‘We watch’d to rob all ftrangers when they writ, 
‘And learn’d their language but to fteal their wit t 
He from that need his country does redeem, 
Since thofe who want may be fupply’d from him ; 
And foreign nations now-‘may borrow more 
From Cowley, than we could from them before : 
Who, though he condefcended to admit, 
The Greeks and Romans for his guides in wit, 
Wet he thofe ancient poets does purfuc 
But as the Spaniards great Columbus do: 
He tanght them Sirft to the New World to ftecr, 
But they poffels all that is precious there. 

When firft his {pring of wit began to flow, 
Yt raif’d in fome wonder and forrow too, 
"Yhat Ged had fo much wit and knowledge lent, 
And that they were not in his praifes fpent. 

But thofe who in his Davideis look, 
Find they his blofloms for his fruit miftook + 
In dff'ring ages diff’rent Mules fhin’d, 
His green did charm the fenfes, his ripe the mind. 

* QYriting for Heav’n, he was infpir’d from thence, 

And from his theme deriv’d his influence. 
‘The feriptare will no more the wicked fright ; 
His Mufe docs make religion a delight. 

© how feverely man is ul’d by Fate! 
"The covetous toil long for an cftate, 
And having got more than their life can fpend, 
"They may bequeath it to 3 fon or friend ; 
But learning (in which none can have a share, 
Unlefs they climb to it by time and care ; 
Leari.ing the trueft wealth which man can have} 
Poe... with his body, perifh in his grave 
‘To yencments of clay it is confin'd, 





as", 
Though ’t is the nobleft purchafe of the mind: 4 
O why can we thus leave our friends poffefs'd 
Of all our acquifitions but the beft ? 
Still when we ftudy Cowley, we lament. 
That to the world he was no longer lent, 
Who like a lightning to our eyes was fhewn, 
So bright he fhin’d, and was fo quickly gone. 
“Sure he rejoic’d to fee his fame expire, 
Since he himfelf could not have rail’d it higher 5 
For when wife pocts can no higher fly, 
They would, like faints, in their perfection die, 
‘Though Beauty fome affection in him bred, 
Yet only facred Learning he would wed, 
By which th’ illuftrious offspring of his brain 
Shali over Wit’s great empire ever reign : 
His Works fhall live when pyramids of pride 
Shrink to fuch afhes as they long did hide. 
‘That facrilegious fire (whieh did laft year 
Level thofe piles which Piety did rear) , 
Dreaded near that majestic church te fly, 
‘Where Englith kings and Englifh poets lie 5 
Tt at an awful diftance did expire ; 
Such power had facred athes o'er that fires 
Suclf, as it durft not near that ftructure come, 
Which Fate had order’d to be Cowley’s tomb 5 
And ’t will be ftill preferv'd by being fo, 
¥rom what the rage of future flames can do. 
Material fire dares not that place infett 
Where he who had immortal flame does reft, - 
‘There let his urn remain, for it was fit 
Among our kings to lay the King of Wit; 
By which the ftructure more renown’d will prove 
Fer that part bury’d, than for all above, , 


Ode upon the death of Mr. Coley, 


He who would worthify adorn his hearfe, 
Should write in his own way, in his immortal 

verte; ‘ e 
But who can fuch majeftic numbers write, 
With fuch inimitable fight ? 
His high and noble flights to reach, 
Tis not the art of precept that can teach: 
‘The world’s grown old fince Pindar, and to breed, 
Another fuch did twenty ages need. 

i. 

At Jaft another Pindar came, 
Great as the firft in genius and in fame 5 
But that the firft in Greek, a conqu’ring language, 

fung, 
And the laft wrote but in an ifland tongue. 
Wit, thought, invention, in them both do flow, 
As torrents tumbling from the mountains go, 
‘Vhough the great Roman lyrick do maintain 
"That none can equal Pindar'’s ftrajn. 3 
Cowley with words as full and thoughts as high 
As ever Pindar did, does fly 5 * 
Of kings and heroes he as boldly fings, 
‘And ilies above the clouds, yet never wets bit 

wings. 

5 , 
As fire afpiring, as the fea profound, ° 
« Nothing in Nature can his fancy bound 
O03 





Bey 
As fwift as lightning in its courfe, 
And as refiftlefs in his force. 
‘Whilft other poets, like bees who range the field 
‘To gather what the flow’rs will yield, 
Glean matter with much toil and pain, 
‘To bring forth verfes in an humble ftrain, 
He fees about him round, 
Poffefs’d at once of all that can be found : 
‘To bis illuminated eye . 
All things created open lic ; 
"That all his thoughts fo clear and fo perfpicuous be, 
‘That whatfoever he detcribes we fee ; 
Our fouls are with his paffions fir’d, 
And he who does but read him is infpir’d. 
‘ Ww, 
Pindar to Thebes, where firft he drew his breath, 
‘Though for his fake his race was fav'd from death 
By th’ Macedonian youth, did not more honour do 
Than Cowley does his friends and country too. 
Had Horace liv'd his wit to underftand, 

“. He ne’er had England thought a rude inhofpitable 

land; 
Rome might have blofh’d and Athens been 
To hear a remote Britain nani'd, {afham’d, 
‘Who for hiy parts does match, if not excced, 
The greateft'men that they did cither breed. 
‘ . : J 


vy. : 

‘ Whe bad flourifitd when Auguftus fway’d, 
‘Whofe peaceful {ceptre the whole world obey’d, 
Account of him Mecanas would have made, 
And from the country thade 
Him intathe cabinet have ta’en 
‘To divert Czefar’a cares and charm his pain + 
For nothing can fuch balm infufe 
Into a wearied mind, as does a noble Mufe. 

vie mn 

_ It is not now as ’t was in former days, 

‘When all the ftreets of Rome were ftrow’d 
“bays, 
‘To receive Petrarch, who through arches rode, 
‘Tripmphal arches! honour’d as a demigod, 
Not for towns conquer’d, or for battles won, 
But vidt’ries which were more his own ; 

For victories of Wit, and victories of Art, 
Jn which blind undifcerning Fortune had no part. 
Pi d ‘ Wil. 
‘Though Cowley ne’er fuch honours did attain, 
As long as Petrarch’s Cowley’s name fhall reign : 
*¥is but his drofs that’s in the grave, 

His mem'ry Fame from death fhall fave ; 
His bays fhall flourith and be ever green, 

‘When thofe of conq’rors are not to be feen. 

Nec sbi moriy pfa fuperfes erit. 
THOMAS HIGGONS, 


On Mr. Abvabam Cowlty's death and burial among 


" she ancient poctt. By the Lonourable Sir Fobn Den- 
ham, 


Oxp Chaucer, like the morning ftar 

‘0 us difcovers day from far 5 
His light thofe mifts and clouds diffolv’d, 
Which our dark nation Jong inv olv'd; . 
But he defcending to the fhades, 
Dark nefs sgain the age invades 
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Next (like Aurora) Spenfer rofe, 

Whofe purple bluth the day forefhewss 
The other three, with his own fires, 
Pheebus, the poets’ god, infpires; 

By Shakefpeare, Johnfon, Fletcher’s lines, 
Our ftage’s luftre Rome’s ovtfhines : 
Thefe poets near our princes fleep, 

And in one grave their manfion keep ¢ 
‘They liv’d to fec fo many days, 

Till time had blafted all their bays: 

But curfed be the fatal hour 

‘That pluck’d the faireft, fweeteft, flow’r, 
‘That in the Mufes’ garden grew, , 
And amongft wither’d laurels threw. 
Time, which made their fame outlive, 
To Cowley fcarce did ripenefs give; 

Old mother Wit and Nature gave 
Shakefpeare and Fletcher all they have 5 
In Spenfer and in Johnion, Art 

Of flower Nature got the ftart ; 

But both in him fo equal are, 

None knows which bears the happieft fhare. 
To him no author was unknown, 

Yet what he wrote was all his own ; 

He melted not the ancient gold, 

Nor, with Ben. Johnfon, did make bold 
To plunder all the Roman ftores . 
Of poets and of orators; : 
Horace’s wit and Virgil's ftate 

He did not fteal, but emulate, 

And_ when he would like them appear, 
‘Their garb, but not their clothes, did wear : 
He not from Rome alone, but Greece, 
Like Jafon, brought the Golden Fleece : 
To him that language (though to none 
Of th’ others) as his own was: known. 
on a ftiff gale (as Flaccus fings) 

The Theban fwan extends his wings, 
When through th’ ethereal clouds he flies 3 
To the fame pitch our fwan doth rife; 
Old Pindar’s flights by him are reach’d, 
When on that gale his wings are ftretch’d ; 
His fancy and his judgment fuch, 

Each to the other feem’d too much, 

His fevere judgment (giving law) 

His modeft fancy kept in awe 5 

As rigid hufbands jealous are, 

When they believe their wives too fair, 
His Englifh ftream fo pure did flow, ~ 
As all that faw and tatted know ; 

But for his Latin vein, fo clear, 

Strong, full, and hign, it doth appear, 
‘That were immortal Virgil here, 

Him for his judge he would not fear : 
OF that great portraiture, fo true 

A copy pencil never drew. 

My Mute her fong had ended here, 

But both her Genii ftraight appear 5 

Joy and amazement her did ftrike, 

‘Two twins the never faw fo like 5 

Such a refemblance of all parts, 

Life, death; age, fortune, nature, arts, 
‘Then fights her torch at theirs, to tell, 
And thew the world this parailel : 

Fix'd and contemplative their looks, 
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Séll turning over Nature’s books, ’ © chara ante alias, magnorum nomine Regum 
Their works chafte, moral, and divine, Digna Domus! Trini nomine digna Dei! 
Where profit and delight combine ; O nimium Cereris cumulati munere Campi, 
‘They gilding dirt, in noble verfe Pofthabitis Ain. quos colit illa jugs ! 

Ruftic philofophy rehearfe ; © facri Fontes! et facrs Vatibus Umbrr, 
Nor did their actions fall behind Quas recreant Avium Pieridiimque chori! 
‘Their words, but with like candour fhin’d : O Camus! Pheebo oullus quo gratior amnis! 
Both by two gen’rous princes lov’d, Amnibus auriferis invidiofus inops! 

Who knew, and judg'd what they approv’d ; ‘Ab mihi fi veitra reddat bona gaudia fedis, 
Yet having each the fae defire, Detque Deus doda pole quiete frui; . 

Both from the bufy throng retire Qualis eram cum me tranquilla mente fedenterq 
‘I'heir bodies to their minds relign’d, Vidifti in ripa, came ferene, tua ; 

Car’d not to propagate their kind : Mulcentum audifti puerile flumina cantu; . 
Yet though both fell before their hour, —- Ille quidem immerito, fed tibi gratus erat, 
‘Time on their offspring hath no pow'r : Nam, memini ripa cum tu dignatne utraque 
Nor fire nor fate their bays fhall blaft, Dignatum eft totum verba referre nemus. 

Nor death’s dark veil their day d'ercait, Tunc liquidis tacitifque fimul mea vita diebus, 


Et fimilis veftre candida fluxit aque. 
. At nunc cenofz luces, atque obice multo 
Elegia dedicatoria, ad illuprifimam academiam Ganta- | Rumpitur xtatis turbidus ordo mez. 


brigienfem. Quid ma Bequste opus, Tamefifve aut Tybridig 
unda : 
Hoe tibi de nato ditiffima Mater egeno Tu potis cs noftrum tollere, Came, fitim, 

- Exiguum immenfi pignus Amoris habe, Felix cui nunquam plus uno viderit amne! 

Heu meliora tibi depromere dona volentes Quidque eadem Salicis littora more colit ! 
Altringit gatas parcior arca manus, Forlix cui non tentatus fordefcere Mundus, 

Tane tui potcris vocem bic agnofcere Nati Et cui Pauperics nota nitere potctt ! 

Tam malé formatam, diffimilemg. tux ? Tempore cui nullo mifera expcrientia conftat, 
"Pine hic materni veftigia facra decoris, Ut res humanas fentiat effe Nihil! 

Tu Speculum poteris hic reperire tuum? At nos exemplis Fortuna initruxit opimis, 

Pott longum, dices, Cowlci, fic mihi tempus ? Et documentorum fatque fyperqde dedit. 

Sic mihi feperanti_perfide, multa redis ? Cum capite avulfum Diadema, infra@aque Sceptrg 
Qu, dices,fSaga Lemurelq. Dexq. nocentes Contufafque Hominum Sorte minante minas, “8 
Honc mihi in infantis fuppofuéere Parcarum ludos, et non traétabile Fatum, 

At Tu, fan&a Parens, crudelis tu queque Nati Et verfas fundo vidimus orbis opes. 

Ne tractes dextra vulnera cruda radi. Quis poterit fragilem poft talia credere puppim 
Hei mihi quid Fato Genetrix accecis iniquo ? Intami fcopulis naufragiifque Mari? 

Sit fors, fed non fis Ipfa Noverca mihi. ‘Yu quoque in hoc Verrz tremuifti, Academia, 
Si mihi natali Mufarum adolefcere in arvo, Motu, 

Si bené dilecto luxuriare folo, (Nec fruflra) atqux edes contremuére tua. 

+ Si mihi de dod licuiffet plenits und& Contremuére ipfe pucat2 Palladis arces 3 
Haurire, ingentem fi fatiare fitim, Et timuit Fulmen Laurea fancta nevum, =~ 
Non ego degeneri dubitabilis ore redirem, Ah quanquam iratum, peftem hance avertere Nu- 
Nec legeres Nomen fufa rubore meum nen, 

Scis bené, {eis qze me ‘Tempeftas publica Mundi | Nec faltem Bellis ifta licere, velit! 

Raptatrix veftro fuftulit ¢ zremio, Nos, tua progenies, pereamus; et ecce, perimus! 

Ncc pede adhuc firmo, nec firmo dente, negati In nos jus habeat: jus habet omne malum. 

Pofcentem querulo murmure Laétis opem. ‘Tu ftabilis brevium genus immortale nepotum 

Sic quondam erium Vento bellante per zquor, Fundes; nec tibi Mars ipfa fuperftis erit. 

Cum gravidum Autumnum fxva flagellat Hyems, | Semper plena manens uteri de fonte perenni 

Inématura fu velluntur ab arbore poma, Formofas mittes ad mare Mortis aquas, 

Et vi vida cadunt; Arbor et ipfa gemit. Sic Venus humana quondam, Dea faucia dextray 
~ Nondum fuccus ineft terre generofus avite, (Namque folent ipfis bella nocere Deis) 

Nondum So! rofeo reciditur ore Pater. Imploravit opem fuperbiim, queftifve cievit, 

O mihi jucundum Granta faper omnia Nomen! } ‘Tinxit adorandus candida membra cruar. 

© penitits toto corde receptus Amor ! Quid quereris? contemne breves fecura dolores ¢ 

O pulchrs fine Luxu A&des, vitaq. beatr, Nam ibi ferre Necem vulnera nulla valent. 





Splendida Paupertas, ingenuiily. decor! 
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CONSTANTIA 


‘AND PHILETUS. 








T sine two conftant lovers! various fate, 
‘The hopes and fears that equally attend 6 
‘Their loves, their rivals’ envy, parents’ hate ; 
1 fing their woful life and tragic end ; 

Aid me, ye gods! this ftory to rehearfe, 

This mournful tale, and favour every verfe. 


mm 
In Florence, for her ftately buildings fam’d, 
And lofty roofs that emulate the tky, 

” "There dwelt a lovely maid, Conftantia nam'd, 
Fam’d for the beauty of all Italy ; 

. Her lavith Nature did at firft adorn 
‘With Pallas’ foul in Cytherea’s form. 

. it. 
And framing her attractive eyes fo bright, 
Spent all her wit in ftudy, that they might 
Keep earth from Chaos and cternal Night ; 
But envious Death deftroy’d their glorious light. 
Expedt not beauty, then, fince fhe did part, 
For fi her Nature wajfted all her art. 


1. 
‘Her hair was brighter than the.beams which are 
A crown to Phebus, and her breath fo fweet, 

It did tranfcend Arabian odours far, 
Or felling flow’rs, wherewith the Spring docs 
greet 
Appreaching Summer ; tecth like falling {now 
For white, were placed in a double row. 
v. 
Her wit excelling praife, ev’n all admire ; 
Her f{peech was fo attractive, it might be 
"A caufé to raife the mighty Pallas’ irc, 
And ftir up envy from that deity. 
‘The maiden-lilies at her fight 
‘Wax'd pale with envy, and from thence grew 
. white, 
ve 
She was in birth and parentage as high 
As in her fortune great or beauty rare, 
And to her virtuous mind’s nobility 
‘The gifts of Fate and Nature doubled were ; 
‘That in her fpotlcfs foul and lovely face 
You might have feen each deity and grace. 


win 
A feornful boy, Adonis, viewing her, 
Would Venus fill defpife, yet her defire 5 
Each who but faw was a competitor 
And rival, fcorch’d alike with Cupid’s fire. 
‘The glorious beams of her fair eyes did move 
And light beholders on their way to love. 
vi. 
Among her many fuitors a young knight, 
*Bove others wounded with the majefty' 
Of her fair prefence, preffeth moft in fight ; 
Yet feldom his defire can fatisly 
With that blefs’d obje@, or her rarenefs fees 
For Beauty's guard is watchful Jealoufy. 


x, 

Oft times, that he might fee his deareft fai"? 
Upon his ftately jennet he in th’ way 

Rides by her houfe, who neighs, as if he wére 
Proud to be view’d by bright Conftantia : 

Bat his poor mafter, tho’ he fee her move 

His joy, dares thew no look betraying love. 


x. 
Soon as the morning left her rofy bed, 
And all Heav’n's fmaller lights were driv'n away, 
She, by her friends, and near acquaintance led, 
like other maids would walk at break of day ; 
Aurora blufh’d to fee a fight unknown, 
‘To behold checks morc beautcoys than her own, 
x1, 
‘Th’ cbfequious lover follows fill her train, 
And where they go, that way his journey feigns = 
Should they turn back, he would turn back again ; 
For with his love his bufinefs ftill remains: ~~, 
Nor is it ftrange he fhould be loath to part 
For her, whofe eyes had ftole away his heart. 
xu. 
Philctus he was call’d, fprung from a race 
Of noble anceftors; but greedy ‘Time 
And envious Fate had labour’d to deface 
‘The glory which in his great flock did fhine : 
Small his eftate, unfitting her degree : 
But blinded iove could not fuch diffrence fee, 
Xill. 
Yet he by chance had hit this heart aright 
And dipt his arrow in Conftantia’s eyes, 
Blowing a fire that would deftroy him quite 
Unlefs fuch flames within her heart fhould rife s 


a” 


© Byes,” Echo faid. 
Ca 


MISCELLANIES, 


But yet he fears, becaufe he blinded is, 
‘Tho’ he have fhot him right, her heart he'll mifs. 
xiv. 
Unto Love’s altar, therefore, he repairs, 
And offers up a pleafing factifice, 
Entreating Cupid, with inducing pray’rs, 
To look upon, and eafe his miferies ; 
Where having pray’d, récov’ring breath again, 
‘Thus to immortal Love he did complain : 
XV. 
Oh! mighty Cupid! whofe unbounded fway 
*¢ Hath often ruj'd th’ Olympian ‘Thunderer, 
* Whom all ceicfial deitics obey, 
“ Whom men and gods both reverence and fear! 
“ O force Conftantia’s heart to yield to love; 
OF all thy works the mafterpiece ’t will prove, 
XVI. 
And Jet me not affection vainly fpend, 
But kindle flames in her like thefe in me ; 
Yet if that gift my fortune doth tranfcend, 
Grant that her charming beauty I may fee; 
For eyer view thofe eyes, whofe charming light 
More than the world befides docs pleafe my 
“ fight. 


‘ 


« 


‘ 
‘ 


‘ 


XVII. 
 Thofe who contemn thy facred deity, 
* Laugh at thy pow’r, make them thine anger 
“ know; 
“ | faultiefs am; what honour can it be 
“ Only to wound your flave, and [pare your foe?”* 
Here tears and fighs {peak his impericét moan, 
In language far more moving than his own. 
xviit. 
Home he retir'd ; his foul he brought not home ; 
Juit like a fhip, while ev'ry mounting wave, 
Tofs'd by enrag’d Boreas up and down, 
Theatens the mariner with a gaping grave : 
Such did his cafe, fuch did his ftate appear, 
Alike diftraged between hope and fear. 


XIX. 

‘TAinking her love he never fhall obtain, 

One morn he haunts the woods, and doth com- 
plain 

Of his unhappy fate ; but all in vain; 

And thus fond Echo anfwers him again, 

It mov’d Aurora, and fhe wept to hear, 

Dewing the verdant grafs with many a tear, 


1x, 


ECHO, 


Qa! what hath caus'd my killing miferies ?” 
“ What has detain’d my 

“ eafe?” 
“ Eafe,” ttraight the reafonable nymph replies ; 
“ That nothing can my troubled mind appeafe.”* 
“ Peace,” Echo anfwers. “ What, is any nigh ?”” 
Philetus faid ; the quickly utters, “ Aye.” 

XxI 

Ist Echo anfwers? tell me then thy will :” 
“ Twill,” fhe faid, “ What thal I get,” fays he, 
* By loving Rill?” to which fhe anfwers, “ ill? 
‘ HI? thall I void of with’d-for pleafure dic? 


ary 
“ Aye.” “ Shall nat F who toil in ceafelefs pain, 
“ Some plegfure know?” “ No,” fhe returnp 


“ again.. 
xxXIT.. - 
« Falfe and inconftant Nymph! thou ly’ft,” faid 


“he, 
“ Thou ly’ft,” the faid: “and Ideferv'’d her hate, 
“ If } fhould thee believe.” “ Believe,” faid fhe. 
For why? thy wordsare of no weight,” 
© Weight.” the anfwers. “Therefore I'll depart.” 
To which refounding Echo anfwers. “ Part.” 
XXIII. 
Then from the woods with wounded heart he goes, 
Filling with legions of freth thoughts his mind + 
He quarrels with himfelf, becavfe his woes 
Spring from himfelf, yet can no med’cine find > 
He weeps to quench thofe fires that burn in him, 
But tears do fall to th’ earth, flames are within. 
XXIV. 
No morning banifh’d darknefs, nor black Night, 
By her alternate courfe, expell’d the day 
In which Philetus, by a conftant rite 
At Cupid’s altars did not weep and pray 3 
And ytt he nothing reap’d for all his pain, 
But care and forrow was his only gain. 
xxv. 
But now, at laft, the pitying god, o’ercome ‘ 
By conftant votes and tears, fix’d in her heart 
A golden fhaft : and the is now become 
A fuppliant to Love, that with like dart 
He ‘d wound Philetus; does with tears implore 
Aid from that pow'r the fo much fcorn’d before. 
XVI. 
Little the thinks the kept Philetus’ heart 
In her fcorch’d breaft, becaufe her own fhe gave 
Tohim. Since either fuffers equal {mart, 
And 2 like meafure in their torments have, 
His foul, his griefs, his fires, now her's are grown 
Her heart, her mind, her love, is his alone, 
XXVI, 
Whilft thoughts ’gainft thoughts rife up in mu- 
tiny, 
She took a lute (being far from any ears) 
And tun’d her fone, pofing that harmony. 
Which ports attribute fo heav’nly fpheres. 
Thus had fhe fung, when her deat love was flain, 
She ’d furely call’d him back from Styx again. 








xZVUL, 


SONG, 


* To whom shall } my forrows thew? 

Not to love; for he is blind, 

And my Philetus doth not know 

‘The inward torment of my mind: 

And all the fenfelefs walls which are 

Now round about me cannot hear. 
XXIXG 

For if they could, they fure would weep,’ 

And with my griefs relent ;} 

Uniefs their willing tears they keep , 

Till [ from earth am fent : 

‘Then I believe they'll all deplore 


My fate, fince J taught them before, 


#8 


: XxX. 

Y.willingly would keep my ftore, 

¥f the flood would land thy love, 

My dear Philetus! on the fhore 

Of my heart; but thouldf thou prove 
Afraid of flames, know the fires are 
But bogfires for thy coming there.” 


‘ XNXI. 
"Then tears, in envy of her fpeech, did flow, 
From her fair eyes, as if it feem’d that there 
Her burning flame had melted biils of frow, 
And fo diffolv’d them into many a tear; 
Which, Nilus-like, did quickly overflow, 
And quickly caus’d new ferpent-griefs to grow. 
XXxIT, 
Here ftay, my Mufe! for if I fhould recite 
Her mournful language, | fhould make you weep, 
Like her, a flood, and fo not fee to write 
Such lines as I and th’ age requires to keep 
Me from ftern Death, or with victorious rhyme 
Revenge their mafter’s death and conquer ‘Time. 
EXXI, 
By this time Chance, and his own induftry « 
Had help’d Philctus forward, that he grew 
Acquainted with her brother, fo that he 
Might, by this means, his bright Con{tantia view, 
And, as time ferv'd, thew her his mifery : 
‘This was the firft act in his tragedy. 
XXXIV. 
‘Thusto himfelf, footh'd by his flattering ftate, 
He faid : * How shall I thank thee for this gain, 
“ © Cupid! or reward my helping Fate, 
« Which fweetens all my forrows, all my pain? 
What hufbandman would any pains refufe, 
To reap at laft fuch fruit as labours ufe ?”” 
EXXV, 
But when he wifely weigh’d his doubtful ftate, 
Sceing his griefs link’d, hike an endlefs chain, 
To following woes, he would, when ‘twas too 
Tate, 
‘Qlench his hot flames, and idle love difdain : 
But Cupid, when his heart was fet on fire, 
Had burn’d his wings, who could not then retire. 
XXXVI. 
‘The wounded youth and kind Philocrates 
4So was her brother call’d) grew foon fo dear, 
So trae and conftant m their amitics, 
And in that league fo ftridtly joined were, 
‘That death itfelf could not their friendfhip fever ; 
But as they liv’d in love, they dy'd together, 
XXXVIT, 
Wf onc be melancholy, th’ other’s fad ; 
Hf one be fick, the other’s furcly ill; 
And if Philetus any forrow had, 
Philocrates was partner in it fill; 
Pylades’ foul and mad Orefles’ was 
Yn thefe, if we believe Pythagoras, 
XAxVIL. 
Ofe’ in the woods Philetus walks, and there 
Exclaims againit his fate, fate too unkind ; 
‘With fpeaking tears his griefs he doth declare, 
And with fad fighs inftruéts the angry wind * 
To figh, and did even upon that prevail ; 
Tt groan’d to hear Philetus’ mournful tale. 
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XXUIX. 

The cryftal brooks, which gently run between 

The fhadowing trees, and as they through thene 
Es 


pal 
Water the earth, and keep the meadows green, 
Giving a colour to the verdant grafs, 
Hearing Philetus tell his woeful tate, 
In thew of grief ran murm’ring at his fate. 
xL. 
Philomel anfwers him again, and fhews, 
In her beft language, her fad hiftory, 
And in a mournful fweetnefs tells her woes, 
Denying to be pos’d in mifery: 
Conftantia he, the Tereus, Tereus cries, 
With him both gricf, and grief’s expreflion, vies, 
XL 
Philocrates muft needs his fadnefs know, 
Willing in ills, as weil as joys, to fhare ; 
Nor will on them the nam of friends beftow, 
Who in light {port, not forrow, partners are : 
Who leaves to guide the fhip when florms arife, 
Is guilty both of fin and cowardice. 
xu. 

But when his noble friend perceiv’d that he 
Yielded to tyrant Paffion more and more, 
Defirous to partake his malady, 
He watches him in hope to cure his fore 
By council, and recal the pois'nous dart, 
When it, alas! was fixed in his heart. 

XLII 
When in the woods, places beft fit for care,” 
He to himfelf did his paft griefs recite, 
Th’ obfequious friend ftraight follows him, and 

there 
Doth hide himfelf from fad Philetus’ fight; 
Who thus exclaims; for a fwoll’n heart would 
break, 

If it for vent of forrow might not fpeak. 

xLIV. 
“ Oh! Tam loft, not in this defert wood, 
“ But in Love’s pathlefs labyrinth, there I e 
“* My health, each joy and pleafure counted good, 
Have loft, and, which is more, my liberty, 
“ And now am fore’d to let him facrifice 
“ My heart, for rafh believing of my cyes, 





« 


XLV. 
“ Long have I ftaid, but yet have no relief, 
Long have 1 lov'd, yet have no favour fhewn, 
“ Becaufe fhe knows not of my killing grief, 
“ And Ihave fear’d to make my forrows se 
“ For why? alas! if fhe fhould once but di 
“ Difdainful looks, *twould break my captiv’d 
“ heart, 

XLVI, 
But how fhould fhe, c’er I impart my love, 
“ Reward my ardent flame with like defire ? 
But when I fpeak, if fhe fhould angry prove, 
Laugh at my flowing tears, and fcorn my fire 5 
«© Why, he who hath all forrows borne before, 
Needeth not fear to be opprefs’d with more.” 

XLV. 
Philocrates no longer can forbear, 
Runs to his friend, and fighing, “ Oh!” faid he, 
“ My dear Philetus! be thyfelf, and fwear 
“ ‘Yo rule that paffion which now mafters thee, - 


MISCELLANIES, 


And all thy reafon ; but if ie cannot be, 
« Give to thy love but eyes, that it may fee.” 
XLVHL. 
Amazement ftrikes him dumb ; what fhall he do? 
Should lte reveal his love, he fears *t would prove 
A hind’rance ; and thould he deny to fhew, 
Jt might perhaps his dear friend’s anger move ; 
Thefe doubts, like Scylia and Charybdis fiand, 
‘While Cupid, a blind pilot, doth command. 
XLIK, 
At laft refolv’d ; “ How fhall I feek,” faid he, 
"TP exeufe myfelf, deareft Philocrates ! 
‘That J from thee have hid this fecrecy ? 
Yer cenfure not, give me firlt Jeave to cafe, 
‘My cafe with words ; my grief you fhould ‘have 
“« known 
E’cr this, if that my heart had been my own. 
TA 
Tam all love; my heart was burnt with fire 
from two bright funs, ‘Which do all light dif 
* clofe 5 
Firft kindling in my breaft the flame defire ; 
But, like the rare Arabian bird, there rofe 
From my heart's afhes nexer-quenched love, 
Which now this torment in my foul doth move. 
Li, 
Oh ! Jet not then my paffion caufe your hate, 
Nor let my choice offend you, or detain 
Your ancient friendfhip ; ’tis, alas! coo late 
To call my firm afieétion back again 
No phyfic can recure my weaken'd ftate ; 
‘The wound is grown too great, too defperate.” 
Lit. 
But counfel,” faid his friend, a remedy 
Which never fails the patient, may at leaft, 
If not quite heal your mind’s infirmity, 
Affuage your torment, and procure fome reft; 
But there is no phyfician can apply 
A med’cine "er he know the malady.” 
wuer, 
Then hear me,” faid Philetus, “ But why? 
“ fhay, 
1 will not toil thee with my hiftory ; 
For to remember forrows paft away, 
Ts to renew an old calamity, 
He who acquainteth others with his moan, 
Adds to his friend's grief, but not cures his 
“ own,” 








“ 


‘ 
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Liv, 
Buy, faid Philocrates, “ ’tis heft in wo 
se iP have 4 faithful partner of their care ; 
“fii burden may be undergone by two, 
<< Which is perhaps too great for one to bear. 

“Md Thould miftruft your love, to hide from me 
Your thoughts, and tax you with inconftancy.” 
Ly, 

What fhall he do? or with what language frame 
Excufe ? he muft refolve not to deny, 
Bat open his clofe thought and inward flame. 
‘With that, as prologue to his tragedy, 
He figh’d; as if they’d cool his torment’s ire, 
When they, alas! did blow the raging fire, 

LVI. 
« When years firft ftyl’d me twenty, | began 
“ To fport withcatching Snares, that Love had fet, 


“« 


ary 


Like birds that dutter round the gin till ta’en, 

Or the poor fly caught in Arachne’s net : 

“ Ev'n fo I {ported with her beauties light, 

‘Fill 1 at lait grew blind with too much fight. 
Lvil. 

Firft it came ftealing on me, whilft I thought 

"Twas eafy to repel it ; but as fire, 

‘Tho’ but a fpark, foon into flames is brought, 

So mine grew great, and quickly mounted 

“ high’r; 
“* Which fo has fcorch’d my love-ftruck foul, that I 
Still live in torment, yet each minute die.” 
LXVIIL 

“© Who is it,” faid Philocrates, “ can move 

“ With charming eyes fuch deep affetion? 

1 may perhaps aflift you in your love ; 

Two can affe@ more than yourielf alone. 

“ My counfel this thy error may reclaim, 

Or my falt tears quench thy deftructive flame.”* 
Liz. 

Nay,” faid Philetus “ oft’ my eyes.do fow 

Like Nilus, when it feorns the oppos’d theres 

Yet all the wat’ry plenty I beftow 

Is to my flame an oil that fecds it more : 

So fame reports of the Doconéan fpriag, 

‘That lightens all thofe which are put therein. 
Lx. 

“ But being you defire to know her, the 

“ Ts call’d (with that his eycs let fall a thower, 

“ Asif they fain would drown the memory 

Of his life-keeper’s name) Conftantia!” More 

Grief would not let him utter; tears, the beit 

Expreflers of truce forrows, fpoke the reft. 

Lxt, 
To which his noble friend did thus reply : 
“ And was this all? whate’er your grief would 
cafe, 

“ Tho’ a far greater tafk, believe, 't for thee 

“ It fhould be foon done by Philocrates ; 

‘Phink all you with perform’d ; but fee, the day, 

‘Tir'd with its heat, is haft’ning now away.” 
Lx. > 

Home from the filent woods Night bids them 





“ 
“ 


0, 

But fad Philetus can no comfort find ; 

What in the day he fears of future wo, 

At night in dreams, like truth, affrights his 
mind, 

Why doft thou vex him. Love, could’ft thou but 


five, 
Thou wouldft thyfelf Philctus’ rival be. 
xml, 
Philocrates, pitying his doleful moan, 
And wounded with the forrows of his friend, 
Bring him to fair Conftantia, where alone 
He might impart his love, and either end 
His frvitlefs hopes, nipp’d by her coy difdain, 
Or by her liking his with’d joys attain. 
Lx1v. 
“ Faireft!?’ faid he, “ whom the bright heav’ng 
** do cover, 
“ Do not thefe tears, thefe {peaking tears! defpife, 
“* Thefe heaving fighs of a fubmiffive lover, 
“ "Dhus ftruck to th’ earth by your all-dazzling 
S eyes, : 
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“ And do not you condemn that ardent flame 
“ Which from yourfelf your own fair beauty ; 
“ came. 


Lxv, 
 Truft me, I long have hid my love, but naw" 
* Am forc'd to thew ’t, fuch ismy inward fmart ; 
“ And you alone, fair Saint! the means do know 
« To heal the wound of my confuming heart : 
® ‘Then fince it only in your pow’r doth lie 
* To kill or fave, oh! help; or elfe I die.” 
LXV. 
His gently eruel love did thus reply : 
“* £ for your pain am gricved, and would do, 
Without impeachment of my chaftity 
* And honour, any thing might pleafure you ; 
But if beyond thofe timits you demand, 
“ 7 muft not anfwer, Sir, nor underftand.” 
LXVIN. 
Believe me, virtuous Maiden! my defire 
Is chafte and pious as thy virgin-thought, 
No flath of loft, ’tis no difhonett fire, 
Which goes as foon as it was quickly brought ; 
But as thy beanty pure, which let net be 
“ Eclipfed by difdain and cruelty,” 
LXVIIt. 
Oh! how thall I reply?” the cry’d; * thou’ft 
won 
« My foul, and therefore take thy victory : 
« Thy eyes and fpeeches have my heart o'ercome, 
* And if I fhould deny thee love, then [ 
™ Should be a tyrant to myfelf; that fire 
“ Which is kept ciofe burns with the greatcft ire, 
LxIX, 
“ Yet do not count my yielding lightnefs now ; 
“ Impute it rather #0 my ardent love ; 
“ Thy pleafing carriage won me long ago, 
“ And pleading Beauty did my liking move + 
« ‘Thy eyes, which craw like loadftones with their 
: © might 
* The hardeft hearts, won mine to leave me 
quite.” 





& 
“ 
“ 
“ 
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ixn. 
* Qh! Iam rapt above the reach,” faid he, 
“ Of thought ; my foul already feels the blefs 
“ Of heav’n, When, Sweet! my thoughts once 
“ tax but thee 
“© With any crime, may I lofs all happinefs 
“ Te wifh'd for ; both your favour here, and dead ; 
«© May the jnft gods pour vengeance on my head.” 
LxXxI. 
Whilft he was {peaking this (beho'd their fate !) 
Conftantia’s father entered inthe room : 
When glad Philetus, ignorant of his ftute, 
Kiffes her checks, more red than fetting fun. 
Or elfe the Morn, blushing thro’ clouds of water, 
‘To {ve afcending Sol congratulate her. 
LXXST. 
Juft as the guilty prifoncr fearful ftands, 
Reading his fatal ‘Theta in the brows 
Of him who both hit life and death commands, 
F’er from his mouth he the fad fentence knows; 
Such was his ftate to fee her father coine, 
Nor wih’d for, ner expected in the room. 
LXXIh 
‘Th’ enrag'd old man bids him no onore to dare 


LANIES. 


+ Such bold intrufios in that houfe, nor be 


At any time with his low’d daughter there, 

‘Till he had given him fuch authority : 

But to depart. fince fhe her love did thew him, 

Was living death, with ling’ring torment& to him. 
LXXIV. 

This being known to kind Philocrates, 

He cheers his friend, bidding him banifh fear, 

And by fome letter his griev’d mind appeafe, 

And thew her that which to her friendly ear 

‘Time gave no leave to tell, and thus his quill 

Declares to her the abfent lover's will. 


+ LETTER, PHILETUS TO C@NSTANTIA, 


I trust, dear Soul! my abfence cannot move 

You to forget, or doubt my ardent love ! 

For were th y micans to fee you, f 

Would run thro’ death, and all the mifery 

Fate could inflict, that fo the world might fay, 

In life and death 1 fov'd Conftantia. 

Then let not, dezreft Sweet! our abfence part 

Our loves, but each breaft keep the other’s 
“ heart; 

Give warmth to one another, till there rife 

From all our labours and our induftries 

‘The long-expected fruits. Have patience, 
© Sweet ! 

There’s no man whom the fummer.pleafures 
“ greet 

* Before he tafte the winter ; none can fay, 

« E’er night was gone, he daw the rifing day. 

“ So when we once have tafted Sorrow’s night, 

“ "The fun of comfort then fball give us tight.” 

PHILETUS. 
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UXXv. 
This when Conftantia read, the thought her ftete 
Moft happy by Vhiletus’ conftancy 

And perfeét Jove: ihe thanks her flatt’ring fate, 
Kiffes the paper, till with kifling the y 
"The welcome characters doth dull and ftain, 
‘Then thus with ink and tears writes back again. 


CONSTANTIA TO PHILETUS, 


« Your abfence, Sir, tho’ it be long, yet T 
“ Neither forget nor doubt your conftancy ; 
Nor need you fear that I should yielPurso 
Another what to your true love is due. >, 
My heart is your’s; it is not in my claim, | 
Nor have I pow’r to take it back again. 
There’s nought but death can part our fouls, ¢ 
« time, 
Or angry friends fhall make my love decline + 
Bat fur the harveft of our hopes I'll tay, 
Unlefs Death cut it, eer "tis ripe, away.” 
CONSTANTL 


“« 
“ 


“ 
“ 


‘ 


« 


LxXxvi 
Oh! how this letter feem’d to raife his pride! 
Proudez was he of this chan Phaeton, 
When he did Phecbas’ flaming chariot guide, 


) Unknowing of the danger was to come : 


Prouder than Jafon, when from Colchohes 
Returned with the Fleece’s victory. 

LXVL 
Bat e’erthe autumn, which fair Ceres crown’d, 
Had paid the fiveating ploughman’s grcedtelt 


pray'r, 

And by the fall difrob’d the gaudy ground 

Of all thofe otnaments it wled to wear 5 

Them kind Phil’crutes to each other brought, 

Where they this means enjoy their frecdom 

wrought. + 

LXXVNT 

Sweet fair one!” {aid Philezus, “ fince the time 

Favours our with, and does afford us Jeave * 

“© -T enjoy our loves, oh! det us not refign 

« ‘This long'd-for favour, nor ourlglves bereave 

* Of whut we with'd for, opporemity, 

* That may too foon the wings of Leve outfly : 
LXXIk. 

++ For when your father, as his cuftom is, 

© Yor pleafure doth purfue the tim’roms hare, 

Hf you'll cefort but thither, VIL not mifs 

«© To be in thofe woods ready for you, where 

« We may depart in fafety, and no more 

« With dreanss of plcafure only heal uur fore,” 
LXXK. 

To this the happy levers foon agree; 

But e’er they part Philetus begs to hear, 

From her inchanting voice’s melody, 

One fong to fatisfy his longing ear + 

She yields; and, finging, atded to defire : 

‘The lift’ning youth, increas’ his anv’rous fire. 


SONG. 


ay 
© Time! fly with greater {peed away, 
Add feathers to thy wings, 
‘Till thy hafte in flying brings 
That with'd-for and expeéted day, 


* a 
Comforts, Sun! we then fhall fee, 
Tho’ at firlt it darken’d be 
‘With dangers, yet theft clouda but gone, 
. Our Day will put his luftre on, 


3 
‘Then tho’ Death's fad night appear, 
And we in lonely filence reft, 
‘3 fouls no more fhall fear, 
lating day be bleft. 

rh 

‘ en no friends can part us more, 
Nor go new death extend its power. 
‘Th #6 there’s nothing can diffever 
rts which Love hath join’d together.” 











LXXXI. 
Fear of being feen Philetus homeward drave ; 
But c’er they patt, fhe willingly doth give 
(As faithful pledges of her conftant Jove) 
Many a foft kifs; then they each other teave, 
Rapt up with {ecret joy that they have found 
A way to heal the torment of their wound. 

LXXSTe 

Bute'er the fun thro’ many days had run, 
Gonilantia’ charming beauty had o’ercome 
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a2r 


Guifarde’s heart, and fcorn’d affection won : 
Her eyes foon conquer’d all they fhone upoa, 
Shot thro’ his wounded heart {uch hot defire, 
As nothing but her jove could quench the fire. 
LXXXuUE. 
In roofs which gold and Parian ftone adorn 
(Proud as the owner’s mind) he did abound ; 
In fields fo fertile for their yearly corn, 
As might contend with -fcorch’d Calabria’s 
ground ; : 
But in his foul, that fhould contain the ftore 
Of fureft riches, he was bafe and poor 
LXXXIV, 
Him was Conftantia urg’d continually, 
By her friends, to love: fometimes. they did ene 
With gentle fpeeches, and mild courtefy, [treat, 
Which when they fee defpifed by her, they threat. 
But love too deep was feated in her heart, © 
‘To be worn out with thought of any fmart, 
LXXXV. 
Soon did her father to the woods repair, 
‘To feck for fport, and hunt the flarted game ; 
Guifardo and Philocrates were there, 
With many fricnds, too tedious here to name < 
With them Conftantia went, but not to find 
The bear or wolf, but Love, all mild and kind. 
LXXXVL 
Being enter'd in the pathlefs woods, while they 
Purfue their game, Philtus, who was late 
Hid in a thicket, carries ftraight away 
Elis love, and haftens his own hafty fate, 
‘That came too foon upon him, and his fun 
Was quite cclips’d before it fully fhone, 
EXxxvil, 
Conftantia mifs'd, the hunters in amaze 
“Lake each a fev’ral courfe, and by curs’d Fate 
Guifardo runs, with a love-carried pace, 
‘Tow’rds them, who little knew their woful ftate : 
Philetus, like bold Icarus, foaring high 
To honours, found the depth of mifery + 
LXXXVIIL. 
For when Guifardo {ces his rival there, 
Swelling with envious rage, he comes behind 
Philetus, who {uch fortune did not fear, 
And with his fword a way to’s heart does find : 
But e’er his fpirits were poffefs'd of death, 
In thefe few words he {pent his lateft breath, 
LXXXIX. 
© O fee, Conftantia! my fhort race is ran ; 
“ See how my blood the thirfty ground doth dye; 
“ But live thou happier than thy love hath done, 
“ And whem {'m dead, think fometimes uper 
* me. 
« More my fhort time permits me not to tell, 
« For now Death feizes me. My Dear! fares 
« well,” z 
xc. 
As faon as he had fpoke thefe words, life fled 
From his pierc’d body, whil@ Conttantia fhe 
Kiffes his cheeks, that lofe their lively red, 
And Become pele and wan: and now each eye 
Which was f@ bright, is like, when life was done, 
A ftar that’s fall’n, or an eclipfed fun. 
xcl, 
Thither Philocraces was driv’n hy Fate, 


24% 


And faw his friend lie bleeding on the earth ; 

Near his pale corpfe his weeping fifter fat, 

Her cyes fhed tears, her heart to fighs gave birth. 

Philocrates, when he faw this, did cry, 

“ Friend, ll revenge, or bear thee company. 

 Jult Jove hath fent me to revenge this fate. 

“ Nay, ftay, Guifardo! think not Heav’n in jeft ; 

«« "Lis vain to hope flight can fecure thy ftate :” 

‘Then thraft his fword into the villain’s breaft. 

“ Here,” faid Philocrates, “ thy life | fend 

“A facrifice ? appeafe my flaughter’d friend.” 
acl. 

But as he fell, Take this reward,” faid he, 

“ For thy new victory,” With that he flung 

His darted rapier at his enemy, 

Which hit his head, and in his brain-pan hung. 

‘With that he falls, but lifting up his eyes, 

“ Farewell, Conftantia !” that word faid, he dies. 
XxcIv. : 

What fhall the do? the to her brother runs, 

His cold and tifelefs body does embrace ; 

She calls to him that cannot hear her moans, 

And with her kiffes warms his clammy face. 

«« My dear Philocrates!” fhe weeping cries, 

* Speak to thy fifter 3’ but no voice replies, 
xev, 

‘Then running to her love, with mary a tear 

"Thus her mind’s fervent paffion the exprefs’d ; 

“© QO ftay, blef,’d Soul! ftay but a tittle here, 

“ And take me with you toa lafting reft; 

“ Then to Ulyfium’s manfions both hall fly, 

* Be married there, and never more to dic.” 
XCVL 

But feeing *em both dead, fhe ery’d, Ah, me! 

“ Ah, my Philetus! for thy fake will I 

© Make upa fulland perfect tragedy, 

“ Since ’twas for me, Dear Love! that thou didft 

« die, + 
* Tl follow thee, and not th: Iofs deplore ; 
« Thefe eyes that faw thee kill’d thall fee no 
“ more, 


KCVIE. 

Te thall not, fure, be faid that thou diaft die, 

“ And thy Conftantia live when thou waft flain + 

“ No, tio, dear Soul! I will + ot ftay from thee, 

“ ‘That will reflect upon my valu’d fame,” 

Then piercing het fad brcait, “ 1 come,” fhe cries; 

And death for ever clos’d her weeping eyes. 
x¢eVUl, 

Her foul being fled to its eternal reft, 

Her father comes, and fecing this, he falls 

'To th. earth, with grief too great to be exprefs'd, 

Whole doleful words my tired Mule me calls 

I’ w’erpufs, which I moft gladly do, for fear 

‘That i fhould toil too much the reader's ear, 





To the Right Worthipful, my very loving Mater, 
MR, LAMBERT OSBOLTON, 


CHIEF MASTER OF WESTMINSTER SCHOOL, 


SIR, 
My childife Mufe is in her Spring, and ya 
Gan only feew fome budding of ber wit z 
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One frown upon her work, learn'd Sir! from you, - 

Like fore unkinder flarm foot from your brow, 

Would tnyn ber Spring to with'ring Autumn's time, 

And make her beffoms perife @ er theiv primgg 

But if you funile, if in your gracious eye 

She an axfpicinu alpba can defery, 

How fon will they grow fruit? bow frefe appear, 

That bad fuch beams thir infancy to cheer 1 

Whicis Sprung to ripenefs, expe? then 

The carlicp of ring of ber grateful pen. ~ 5 

Your maf duliful febolar, 

ABR. COWLEY 











PYRAMUS AND THISBE, 








Tandem fit furcutas aibor, 


Ce 


Wuerx Babylon's high walls ere@tcd were 

hty Ninu’s wife, twe houfesjoin'd : 
hifbe liv'd in, Pyramus the fair 

In th’ other; earth ne’er boafted fuch a pair. 
‘The very walls themfelves combin’d 

And grew in one, juft like their mafter’s mind. 








ar. 
Thifbe all other women did excel, 
The Queen of Love Jefs lovely was than the ; 
And Pyramus more {weet than tongue can tell, 
Nature grew prond in framing them fo well: 
But Venus envying they fo fair fhould be, 
Bids .:er fon Cupid thew his cruelty, 

MW, 
‘The all-fubduing god his how doth bend, 
Whets and prepares his mott remorfelefs dart, 
Which he unteen into their hearts did fend, 
And fo was Love the caufe of Beauty's end : 
But could he fee, he had not wrought their {mart ; 
For pity fure would have o’ercome his heart, 

Iv. : 
Like as a bird which in the net is ta’en, 
By ftruggling more entangles in the gin, 
So they who in Love's labyrinth remain, 
With @triving never can a freedom gain t 
‘The way to enter’s broad; but being in, 
No art, no labour, cat an exit win. 

v. é 
Thefe lovers, tho’ their parents did repro 
Their fires, and watch’d their deed with jestoufy, 
Tho’ in thefe ftorms no comfort ca remey,. 
The various doubts and fears that cool hor. tapers 
Tho’ he-not her’, nor the his face could tcc, \ 
Yet this cannot abolifh Love’s decree. oN 

vi. 
For age had crack'd the wall which them did parts 
"This th’ unanimcus coupte foon did fpy, 
And bere their inward forrews did impart, 
Unlading the fad burden of their heart. 
‘Tho’ Love be blind, this fhews he can defery 
A way to leffen his own mifery. 

vil. 
Oft to the friendly cranny they refort, — 
And feed themfeives with the celeftial aig: “ 
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Of ogoriferous breath : no other fport 
‘They could enjoy, yet think the time but fhort, 
Aud with that it again renewed were, 
To fuck, each other's breaths for cver there. 
Vill. 
Sometimes they did exclaim againft their fate, 
‘And fometimes they accus'd imperial Jove; 
Sometimes repent their flames; but all roo late; 
‘The arrow could not be recall’d; their ftate 
Was firt ordain’d by Jupiter above, 
And Cupid had appointed they fhould love. 
1 


Which Venus feeing, with blind Chance confpir’d, 
And many a charming accent to her fent, 
That the at lat would fruftrate their intent, 

XVil, 
‘Thus beauty is by Beauty’s means undone, 
Striving to clofe thofe eyes that make her bright 5 
Jul like the moon, which feeks t° eclipfe the fun, 
Whence all her fplendour, all her beams. do comes - 
So fhe who fetches luftre from their fight, 
Doth purpofe tadeftroy heir glorious light. 

xvi 
Unto the mulberry-tree fair Thifbe came, 
Where having refted long, at laft the gan 
Againft her deareft Pyramus ¢” exclaim, 
Whiilt various thoughts turmoil her troubled braim, 
And imitating thus the filver fwan, 
A lite while before her death, fhe fang. 














Ke 
They curs’d the wall that did their kiffes part, 
‘And to the {tones their mournful words they fent, 
‘As if they faw the forrow of their heart, 
And by their tears could underftand their finart 5 
But it was hard and knew not what they meant, 
Nor with their fighs, alas! would it relent. 


x 
"Phis in effe@ they faid ; * Curs’d Wall! O why 


« Wilt thou our bodies fever, whofe true love SONG. 
& Breaks thorough all thy M¥aty crucley; - 
« For both our fouls fo dofly joined lie, 


« ‘That nought but angry ‘Death can them remove ; 
“ And tho’ he part them, yet they'll meetabove.” 
xi. 

Abortive tears from their fair eyes outflow’d, 

‘And damm'd the lovely {plendour of their fight, 

Which feem'd like Titan, whilft fome wat’ry cloud 

O’erfpreads his face, and his bright beams doth 

fhroud ; 

Till Vefper chafe away the conquer'd ligbt, 

‘And forceth them, tho’ loath, to bid good night. 
xi 

But e’er Aurora, ufher to the day, 

Began with welcome luftre to appear, 

‘The lovers rife, and at the cranny they 

"Thus to each other their thoughts open lay, 

With many a figh and many a {peaking tear, 

‘Whole grief the pitying Morning blufh'd to hear. 

e wie 

“ Dear love!” faid Pyramus, how long fhall we, 

“ Like faireft flow’rs, not gather’d in their prime, 

“ Walte precious youth, and let advantage flee, 

“Till we bewail at laft our cruelty 

“ Upon ourfelves? for beauty, tho’ it fhine 

“ Like day, will quickly find an ev’ning-time, 
‘XIX, 

“Ther  fweet Thifbe ! let us meet this night 

« At/inug tomb, withcut the city wall, 

« Usder the mulberry-tree, with berries white 

« Akounding, there t’ enjoy our with’d delight : 

«Te mounting love ftopp’d in its courfe doth fall, 

« Find long'd for, yet uncated joy kibs all. 
xv 


“ Come, Love! why ftay’ft thou? the night 
‘Will vanith e’cr we tafte delight : 

‘The moon obfcures herfelf from fight, 

‘Thou abfent, whofe eyes give her light. 


a. 

Come quickly, Dear! be brief as Time, 

Or we by Morn fhali be o’erta’en . 
Leve’s joys thine own as well as maine 5 
Spend not, therefore, the time in vain.” 


XIX, 
Here doubtful thoughts broke off her pleafant fong, 
‘And for her lover’s ftay fent many a figh, 
Her Pyramus the thought did tarry long, 
‘And that his abfence did her too much wrong ? 
"then, betwixt longing hope and jealouly 
She fears, yet ‘a loath to tax his loyalty. x 
xx. 

Sometimes the thinks that he hath her forfaken 5 
Sometimes that danger hath befallen him 5 
She fears that he another love hath taken 5 
Which being but imagin’d foon doth waken 
Numiberlefs thoughts, which on her heart did fling 
Fears, that her future fate too truly fing. 

xx. 
While the thus mufing fat, ran from the wood 
An angry lion to the cryftal fprings 
Near to that place, who coming from his food, 
His chaps were all befmear’d with crimfon blood : 
Swifter than thought {weet Thifbe ftraight begins 
‘Yo fly trom him ; fear gave her fwallows’ wings. 

xX1l. 
‘As fhe avoids the lion, her defire 
Lids her to ftay, lett Pyramus fhould come 
And be devour’d by the ftern lion’s ire, 
So fhe for ever burn in unquench’d fire 5 
But fear expels all reafons ; fhe doth run 
{nto a darikfome cave ne’er feen by fun, 
XXII. 

With hafte he Ict her loofer mantle fall ; 
Which when th’ enraged lion did vfpy, 






«: What tho’ mur cruel parents angry be ? 
« What tho’ our friends, alas! arc, roo, unkind ? 
“Time, that now offers, quickly may deny, 
« And focn hold back fit opportunity. 
* Who lets flip Fortune, he fhail never find; 
® Qccafion once pait by is bald behind.” 

XVI. 
She faon agrecd to that wi ‘h he requir’d, 
For little wooing needs where both confent 5 


What he fo long had pleaded the defir'd 





nag MISCELLANIES, 
: © O Thifbe ! 1 am hafting to the dead, 


With bloody teeth he tore in pieces fmall, 
Whilft Thifbe ran and look’d not back at all: 
For could the fenfelefs beaft her face defery, 
Jt had uot done her fuch an injury. 
XXIV. 
‘The night half wafted, Pyramus did come ; 
Wo fecing printed in the yielding fand 
‘The lion’s paw, and by the fountain fome 
Of Thifbe’s garment, forrow ftruck him dumb : 
Jui like a marble ftatute did he ftand, 
Cut by fome skillful graver’s artful hand. 
XXV. 
Recov’ring breath, at Fate he did exclaim, 
Wathing with tears the torn and bluody weed : 
 Tmay,” faid he, “ mylelf for her death blame, 
Therefore my blood fhall wath away that fhame 3 
« Since fhe is dead whofe heauty doth exceed 
« All that frail man can cither hear or read,” 
XXVE, 
‘This fpole, he drew his fatal fword, and faid, 
« Receive my crimfon blood, as a due debt 
«© Ufnto thy conitant love, to which "tis paid : 
“T ftraight will mcet thee in the pleafant fhade 
« OF cool Elyfium, where we being met, * 
@ fhall tafte thofe joys that here we could not get.” 
XVI, 
‘Then through his breaft thrufting his fword, life 
hics i 
From him, and he makes hafte to feck his fair 5 
And as upon the colour’d ground he lies, 
His blood had dropt upon the mulberries, 
With which th’ unfpotted berries ftained were, 
And ever fince with red they colour’d are. 
xxvilt, 
At laft fair Thifbe left the den, for fear 
Of difappointing Pyramus, fince fhe 
‘Was bound by promife for to meet him there ; 
But when the faw the berrics changed were 
From white to black, fhe knew not certaiuly 
It was the place where they agreed to be. 
ie XXL 
With what delight, through the dark cave fhe 
came, 
Thinking to tell how fhe efcap'd the beaft; 
But when fhe faw her Pyramus lie flain, 
Ah! how perplex’d did her fad foul remain! 
She tears her golden hair, and beats her breatt, 
‘And every fign of raging grief expre 
XXX. 
She blames all-powerful Jove, and ftrives to take 
His bleeding body from the moiften’d ground ; 
She kiffes his pale face, till fhe doth make 
It red with kifling, and then feeks to wake 
His parting foul with mournful words; his wound 
‘Wathes with tears, that her {weet {pcech confound. 
XxX! 
But afterwards recov’ring breath, faid the, 
“© Alas! what chance hath parted thee and me? 
© tell what evil hath befall’n to thee, 
‘That of thy death { may a partner be; 
“ Tell Thifhe what Hath caus’d this tragedy.” 
He, hearing Thifbe’s name, lifts up his cycs, 
xxa1. 
And on his love he rais’d his dying head, 
Where, Qriving long for breath, at laft, faid he, 











“ And cannot healthat wound my fear hath made. | 


“ Farewel, fweet Thifbe! we mutt parted be, 

« For angry Death will force me foon from thee.’ 
- XXXL. = 

Life did from him, he from his miftrefs, part, 

Leaving his love to languifh here in woe, 

What {hall the do? how fhall the eafe her heart ? 

Or with what language {peak her inward fmart? 

Ufarping paffion reafon doth o’erfow ; 

She vows that with her Pyramus she'll go. 

XXXIV. 
‘Then takes the {word wherewith her love was 
-  flain, 

With Pyramus his crimfon blood warm ftill, 

And faid “ O ftay blefs’d Soul! a while refrain, 

“© That we may go together, and remain 

“ In endlefs joy, and never fear the ill 

* Of gradging friends.” Then fhe herfelf did 

XXXV. {kil 

To tcli what frief their parents did fuftain, 

Were more than my rude quill can overcome ; 

Much they did weeprand grieve, but all in vain ; 

For weeping calls not Lack the dead again. 

Both in one grave were laid, when life was done, 

And thefe few words were writ upon the tomb, 


EPITAPH. 


im 
Unverneatn this marble ftone 

Lie two beauties join’d in one : 

Two whofe love death could not fever, 
For both liv’d, both dy’d together. 


Ye 
Two whofe fouls b’ing too divine 
For carth, in their own {phere now fhine + 
Who have left their loves to fame, 
Aod their earth to earth again, 








A Dream of Elyfium- 


Puorsus, expell’d by th’ approaching night, 
‘Blush’d, and for fhame clos’d in his bathful light; 
While I, with leaden Morpheus overcome, 
The Mufe whom I adore enter'd the room, 
Her hair with loofer curiofity, 
Did on her comely back difhevell’d 
Her eyes with fuch attractive beauty fhone\ 
As might have wak’d fleeping Endymion. ( 
she bade me rife, and promis'd I thould fe «__— 
Thofe fields, thofe manfions of felicity, 
We mortals fo admire at : {peaking thus, — 
She lifts me up upon wing’d Pegafus, 
On whom | rode, knowing wherever fhe 
Did go, that place muft needs a temple be. 

No fooner was my flying courfer come 
To the blefs’d dwellings of Elyfium, 
When ftraight a thoufand unknown joys refort, 
And hemm'd me round, chafte Love’s {innocuous 

fport + 

A thoufand {weets, bought with no foll’wing gall, 
Joys, not like ours, thort, but perpetual, 
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siow many objeéts charm my wand’ring eye, 
And bid my foul gaze there eternally? 
Here, in full ftreams, Bacchus! thy liquor flows, 
Nor knows to ebb: here Jove’s broad trees be- 
“ews 
Diftilling honey : here doth nectar pafs 
With copious current through the verdant grafs + 
Here Hyacmth, his fate writ in his looks, 
‘And thou, Nareiflus, loving {till the brooks, 
Once lovely boys, and Acis, now a flower, 
Are nourifh’d, with that rarer herb, whofe power 
Created thee, War’s potent God ; here grows 
"The fpotlefs lily and the blufhing role 5 
And all thofe diverfe ornamunts alound, 
‘That varioully may paint the ground. 
No willow, Sorrow's garland, ath room, 
Nor cyprets, fad attendant of a tom) : 
None but Apollo’s tree, and th’ ivy twine, 
Embracing the ftout oak, the fruitful vine, 
And trees with golden apples loaded down, 
On whofe fair tops fweet Philomel a‘one, 
Unmindful of her former nifery, f 
*Funce with her voice a rgftthing harmony, 
Whiitt all the murm’riyg brooks thar glide along, 
Make up a burden tofier pleafing fong. 
No fereech-owl, fad companion of the night, 
No hideous raven, with prodigious flight, 
Prelaging future ill; nor, Progne! thee 
Yet {potted with young Itys’ tragedy, 
‘Thole ‘facred bow’rs receive. ‘Uhere’s nothing 
_ That isnot pure, all innocent, and rare. [there 
‘Turning my greedy fight another way, 
Under a row of ftorm-contemning bay, 
1 faw the 'Fhracian finger with his lyre 
‘Teach the deaf ftones to hear him and admire + 
Him the whole poet's chorus compafs'd round, 
All whom the oak, all whom the Jaurel, crown'd, 
‘There banifh'd Ovid had a lafting home, 
Better than thou couldft give, ungrateful Rome! 
And Lucan (fpight of Nero) ia each vein 
@adev'ry drop of his tpilt blood again. 
Homer, Sol's firft-born, was not poor or blind, 
But fiw as well in body as in mind. 
‘Tully, grave Cato, Solon, and the reft 
Of Greece’s admir’d wife men, here poffefs'd 
A large reward for their pall deeds, and gain 
A lile as everlatting as their fame. 
By thefe the valiant heroes take their placc, 
All Yate Death and perils did embrace 
For Hirtuc’s caufe. Great Alexander there 
Laghs at the carth’s {mall empire, and does wear 
A pbler crown than the whole world could give. 
‘The did Horatius, Cocles, Sceva, live, 
#Ad valiant Decius, who now freely ceule 
‘om war, and purchafe an eternal pea 
Nextthem,bencath a myrtle bow’r, wherd doves 
Aad gallefs pigeons build their nefts, all Love's 
“True faithful fervants, with an ani’rous kifs,) 
And foft embrace, enjoy their greediett with. 
Leander with his beauteous hero plays, 
Nor are they parted with dividing feas. 
Portia enjoys her Brutus; Death no more 
Can now divorce their wedding as before. 
Thifbe her Pyramus kifwd, his Fhifbe he 
Embrac’d, each blefs'd with th’ other's conipany : 
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And every couple, always dancing, fing 

Fternal pieafures to Elyfium’s king. 

But fee how foon thefe pleafures fade away, 
How near to ev'ning is Delight’s thort day !, 

“The watching bird, true nuncrus of the light, 
Straight crowd, and all then vanifh’d from my . 
My very Mufe herfelf forfook me too; [fight 7 
Me gricf and wonder wak’d, what fhould | to? 
Oh! fet me follow thee, faid I, and go . 
From life, that [ may dream for ever fo. 

With that my flying Mufe I thought to clafp 
Within my arms, bue did a shadow grafp. 

‘Thus chiefeft joys glide with the fwiftett ftream, 
And all our greateit pleafure’s but a dream. 








On bis Majefly's Return out of Scotland, 


Gxeat Charles! (there ftop, ye Trumpeters af 
Fame, 

For he who ipeaks his titles, his great name, 

Muft have a breathing time) our King : flay there, 

Speak by degrecs, let th’ inquifitive car 

Be Held in doubt, and er you fay, “ 1s come,” 

lict every heart prepare a {pacious room 

For ample joys; then I6 fing as loud 

As thunder fhot from the divided’cloud. 

Let Cygnus pluck from the Arabian waves 
The ruby of the rovk, the pearl that paves 
Great Neptune’s court ; let every fparrow bear 
From the three Sifters’ weeping bark, a tear? 
Let {potted lynxes their fharp talons fill 
With cryftal, fetch’d from the Promethean hill t 
Let Cytherea’s birds frefh wreaths compole, 
Knitting the pale-fac’d lity with the rofe : 

Let the felfgotten phoenix rob his neft, 
Spoil his own fun'ral pile, and all his beft 
Of myrrh, of frankincenfe, of Caffa, hring, 
Yo ftrew the way for our returned King. 

Let every poft a panegyric wear, 

Fach wall, each pillar, gritulations bear 5 ~ 
And yet let no man invocate a Mufes 

" 7 matter will itfelf infufe 
ry. Let the merry bells 
(Fer unknown joys work unknown miracles) 
Ring without help of fexton, and prefage 
A new-made holiday for future age. 

And if the Ancients us’d to dedicate 

n temple to propitious Fate, 

At the return of any noblemen, 

Of heroes, or of emp'rors, we muft then 
Raife up a double trophy ; for their fame 
Was but the thadow of our Charles’s name. 
Who is there where all virtues mingled flow ? 
Where no defects or imperfections grow ? 
Whofe head is always crown'd with victory 
Snatch’d from Bellona’s hand; him Luxury 

In peace debilitates; whofe tongue can win 
Tully's own garland, Pride to him cfeeps in : 
On whom, like Atlas’ fhoulders, the propt ftate 
{As he were primum mebile of Fate) 

Selely relies; him blind Ambition moves, 
His tyranny the bridled fubjeé proves. 

But all thofe virtucs which they all poffefs’a 
Divided, are collected in thy meu 
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€reat Charles! Let Cufar boaft Pharfalia’s fight ; 
Honorious praife the Parthians’ unfeign’d flight ; 
Let Adlexander call hintfelf Jove’s peer, 

And place his image near the Phunderer ; 

Yet while our Charles with equa! balance reigns 

*Ywixt Mercy and Aftrea, and maintains 

A noble peace, “tis he,’tis only he 

Who is moft near, moft like, the Deity...’ 


A Song on the fame. 


Henctr, clouded looks ! hence, briny tears! 
Hence, eye that Sorrow’s liv’ry wears! 
‘What tho’ a while Apollo pleale 

To vifit the Antipodes? 

Yethe returns, aed with his light 
Expels what he hath caus’d, the night. 
"What tho’ the Spring vanifh away, 
And with it the earth's form decay ? 
Yet his new birth will foon reftore 
What its departure took before. 

What tho’ we nuifs’d our abfent King 
A while ? great Charles is come again, 
And with his prefence makes us know 
"rhe gratitude to Heav'n we owe, 

So doth a cruel ftorm inypart 

And teach us Palinurus’ art 

So from falt floods, wept by our cyes, 
A joyful Venus doth arife, 








The Wipf. 
oy 


Lasr the misjudging world fhould chatice to fay 
I durft not but in fecret murmurs pray, 
To witfper in Jove's car 
How nich I with that funeral, 
Or gupe at fuch a great one’s fall 5 
‘Tif let all ages hear, 
And future times in my foul’s pidure fee 
What ! abhor, what I defire to be. 
Dn. 
I would not be a Puritan, tho” he 
Can preach two hours, and yct his fermon be 
But half a quarter long , 
Tho’ from his old mechanic trade 
By vifion he’s a paftor made, 
His faith rown fo ftrone; 
Nav. tho’ hi ink to gain falvation 
By calling the Pope the Whore of Babylon. 
me 
I would not be a fchoalimaftet, tho’ te him 
His rods no lefsthan Confuls’ fafces feem 5 
Tho’ he in many a place, 
‘Turns Lily oft’ner than his gowns, 
"Tillat the laft he makes the nouns 
’ Fight with the verbs apace ; 
Nay, tho’ he can, in a poetic heat, 
Figures, born fince, out of poor Virgil beat! 
Iv, 
T would not be a Juftice of Peace, tho’ he , 
Can with equality divide the fee, 
And ftakes with his clerk draws 












Nay, tho” he fits upon the place 
Of judgment, with a learned face 
Intrigate as the law; 
And whilft he mulés cnormities demurely,_ 
Breaks Prifcian’s head with fentences fecurely. 
v. 
T would not be a Courtier, tho’ he 
Makes his whole life the trueft comedy ; 
Altho’ he be a man 
In whom the tailor’s forming art, 
And nimble barber, claim more part 
Than Nature herfelf can ; 
Tho’,as he ufes men, ’tis his intent, 
To put off Death too with a compliment. 
vi 
From lawyers’ tongues, tho’ they can fpin with cafe 
‘The fhorteft caufe into a paraphrafe, 
From ulurers’ confcience 
(For fwallowing up young heirs fo faft, 
Without all doubt they’ll choke at laft} 
Make me all innocence, 
Good Heav'n! and frém thy eyes, O Juttice! keep; 


| For tho’ they’be not bined, they're oft afleep. 


viy 
From finging-men’s religién, who are 
Always at church, juft like the crows, ’canfe there 
‘They build themfelves a neit ; 
From too much poetry, which fhines 
With gold in nothing but its lines, 
Free, O you Pow'rs! my breaft ; 
And from aftronomy, which in the fkies 
Finds fifh and bulls, yet doth but tantalize. 
vn. 
From your Court-madam’s beauty, which doth 
At morning May, at night a January; [carry 
From the grave City-brow 
(For tho’ it want an R, it has 
‘The letter of Pythagoras) 
Keep me, O Fortune! now, 
And chines of beef innumerable fend me, 
Or from the fiomach of the guard defend me. ¢ 
1X. 
‘This only grant me, that my means may lie 
‘Too low for envy, for contemyt too high. 
Some honour 1 would have, 
Not from great deeds, but good alone + 
‘Sh’ unknown are better than il known : 
Rumour can ope the grave. 
Acquaintance I would have, but when M=dgpends 
Not from the number, but the choice of frifuds. 
Xe 
Books fhould, not bus'nefs, entertain the light, 
‘And flecp, as undifturb'd as death, the night 
My houfe a cottage more 
‘Than palace, and fhould fitting be ~ 
For all my.ufe, not luxury ; 
‘My garden, painted o'er 
With Nature’s hand, not Art’s, that pieafure yield 
Horace might envy in his Sabine field. 


xi. 
‘Thus would I double my life’s fading fpace; 
For he that runs it well twice runs his racey 
And in this true delight, x 
Thefe unbought fports, and happy ftate, 
1 would not fear. nor wiih my fate, a 
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* Bot boldly fay each night, 
To-morrow lé my fun his beams difplay, 
Or in clouds hide them, I have liv’d to-day. 


= ———— 
A Postical Revenge. 

‘Wresrainster-nait a friend and I agreed 
“To meet in. He (fome bufincfs ’twas did breed 
His abfence) came not there. I up did go 
"Ho the next court; for tho’ I could not know 
Much what they meant, yet I might fee and hear 
(As molt fpediators do at theatre) 
"Phings very firange, Fortune did feem to grace 
My coming there, and help'd me to a place + 
But being newly fettled at the fport, * 
‘A femi-gentleran of the Inns of Court, 
In fatin fuit, redeem’d but yefterday, 
One who is ravith'd with a cockpit play, 
AWho prays God to deliver him from no evil 
Befides a tailor’s bill, and fears no devil 
Befides a ferjeant, thruft mefrom my feat; 
‘At which L *gan to quarrel prill a neat 
Man in a rif (whom thedefore I did take 
For barrifter) open’d hjémouth and fpake : 
“ Boy! get you gone; isno fchool.” “ Oh, no; 
« For if it were, all you gown'd men would go 
Up for falfe Latin.” “They grew ftraight to be 
Incens'd ; I fear'd they would have brought on me 
‘An action of trefpals, till the young man 
Aforefuid, in the fatin fuit, began 
"To ftrike me. Doubtlefs there had been a fray, 
Had not J providently ikipp'd away 
‘Without replying; for to {cold is ill, 
‘Whore ev'ry tongue’s the clapper of a mill, 
‘And can outfonnd Homer’s Gradivus; fo 
Away got I; but c’er I far did go, 
I flung (the darts of wounding poetry) 
"Vhefe two or three fharp curfes back: May he 
Be by his father in his ftudy took . 
‘At Shakefpeare’s Plays, inftead of my Lord Coke. 
May he (tho’ all his writings grow as foon 
‘As Butter’s out of eftimation) 
Get him a poet’s name, and fo ne’er come 
Into a ferjeant’s or dead judge's room : 
May he become fome poor phyfician’s prey, 
‘Who keeps men with that confcience in delay 
As he his client doth, till his health be 
‘As far fetch'd as a Greek nouns pedigree ¢ 
Nay, fopadl that, may the difeafe be gone 
NevePbut in the long vacation = 
May neighbours ufe all quar 1s to decide 5 
But&f for law any to London ride, 
Of Bi thofe clients may not one be his, 

els he come in forma pauperis. 

‘ant this, ye Gods that favour poetry! 
"That all thefe never-ceafing tongucs may be 
Brought into reformation, and not dare 
"To quarrel with a threadbare black; but fpare 
Their: who bear {cholars’ names, Jeft fome one take 
Spleca, and another Ignoramus make. 














Upon the Shorteefe of Man's Lifes 
lL 








Manx that Jwift arrow, how it cuts the air, 
How i: ontruns thy following eye! 
¥ 





| Upto 


Ule all perfuafions now, and try 

Vf thou canit call it back, or ftay it there. 
“Phat way it went, but thou fhalt find 
No track is left behind. 


in 
Fool! ‘tis thy life, and the fond archer thous 
OF allthe time thou’ft fhor awzy, 
Y'll bid thee fetch but yefterday, 
‘And it fhall be too hard a tafk to do. 


- Befides repentance, what canit find 


‘Vhat it hath left behind? 

piees 
Oar life is carry’d with too ftrong a tides 
‘A doubtful cloud our fubftance bears, 
‘And is the horfe of all our years = 
Each day doth on a winged whirlwind ride: 
We and our glafs run out, and maft 
Both render up our dutt. 

Vv. 
But his pat life, who without grief can fees 
Who never thinks his end too near, 
But fays to Fame, ‘Thou art mine heir 
"That man extends life’s nat’ral brevity— 
"This is, this is the only way 
To outlive Neftor in a day. 








On the Queen's repairing Somerfet-Houfe. 


Waren God (the caufe to me and men’ unknown} 
Forfaok the royal houfes and his own, 

‘And both abandon’d to the common fee, 

How near to ruin did my glories go! 

Nothing remain’d t’ adorn this princely place, 
Which cov'tous hands could take, or rude deface, 
In all my rooms and galleries 1 found 

Sh eit figures torn, and all around 
Difmember'd ftatues of great herocs lay; 

Such Nalvby’s field fcem'd on the fatal day. 

And me, when nought for robbery was left, 
They flarv'd to death; the galping walls were 
The pillars funk, the roofsabove me wept, {cleft, 
No fign of fpring, or joy, my garden kept ; 
Nothing was {cen which could content the eye, 
Fill dead the impious tyrant here did lic. 

See how my face is chang’d, and what lam, 
Since my true Miftrefs, and now foundrefs, came ! 
It does not fill her bounty to reftore 
Me as I was (nor was I fmall) before > 
She imitates the kindnefs to her fhewn 5 
She docs, Sike Heav’ny (which the dejected throne 
‘At once reftores, fixcs, and higher rears) 
Strengthen, enlarge, exalt, what the repairs. 

‘And now 1 dare, (tho’ proud 1 muft not be, 
Whiltt my great Mifrefs I fo humble fee 

In all her various glories) now T dare 

Fen wich the prondeft palaces compare? 

My beauty and convenience will, P'm Sure, 
So jafk a boat with ity endure ; 

And all mult to me yicld, when I hail tell 
How {am pls ‘who does in me dwell: 

Before niy gate a fircet’s broad channel goes, 
Which {til with waves of crowding people flowss 
And ev'ry day there pafles by my fide,” * 
ts weltern reach, the London tides 

Pi 
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‘The fpringtides of the term: my front looks down | 
On all the pride and bus’nefs of the Towa: | 
. My other front, (for as in kings we fee | 
‘The livelieft image of the Deity, 
‘We in their houfes fhould Heav’n's tikenefs find, 
‘Where nothing can be faid to be behind) 
My other fair and more majeftic face, 
(Who can the fair to more advantage place ?) 
For ever gazes on itfelf below, 
In the beft mirxor that the world can thew. 

And here beliold, in a long bending row, 
How two joint cities make one glorious bow ; 
‘The midit, the nobleft place, poffefs’d by me, 

Beft to be fecn by all, and all o’erfee, 

Which way foc’er I turn my joyful eye, 

Here the great Court, there the rich ‘Town, I fpy; 

On either fide dwells Safety and Delight, 

Wealth on the left, and Pow’r upon the right. 

‘TY’ affure yet my defence, on either hand, 

Like mighty forts, in equa! diftance ftand 

‘I'wo of the beft and ftatelieft piles which c’er 

Man’s lib’ral piety of old did rear, 

‘Where the two princes of th’ apoftle’s band, 

My neighbours and my guards, watch and -om- 
mand, 

My warlike guard of thips, which farther lic, 
Might be my object too, were not the eye 
Stoop'd by the houfes of that wondrous ftreet, 
Which rides o'er the broad river like a fect. 

‘Fhe ftream’s eternal fiege thcy fix'd abide, 

And the fwoln ftream’s auxiliary tide, 

‘Though hoth their ruin with joint pow’r confpire, 

Both to outbrave, they nothing dread but fire. 

And here my Thames, though it more gentle be 

‘Fhan any flood fo ftrengthen’d by the fea, 

Finding by art his nat’ral forces broke, 

And bearing, captive-like, the arched yoke, 

Does roar, and foam, and rage, at the dilyrace, 

But recompofes ftraight, and calms his face, 

Js into reverence and fubmiflion ftrook, 

Afoon as from afar he does but look 

Tow'rds the White Palace, where that king docs 
reign, 

Who lays his laws and bridges o'er the main. 

Amidft thefe louder honours of my feat, 

And two vait cities, troublefomely great, 
Tn a large various plain, the country, too, 
Opens her gentler bleffings to my view ; 
In me the active and the quiet mind, 

By different ways, equal content may find. 
Ifavy prouder virtuofu’s fenfe 

At that part of my profpect tuke offence, 
By which the meaner cahins are defery’d 
Of my imperial river’s humbler fide ; 
Ifthcy call that a blemifh, let them know 
God, and my godlike Miftrefs, think not fu s 
For the diftrefs’d and the affiiSted lie 

Mott in their care,and always in their eye. 

And thou, fair River! who ftill pay’ft to me 
Jul homage in thy paffuge to the fea, 

‘Take here this one inflruction as thou goeft : 

‘When thy mix’d waves shall vifit ew’ry coait, 

When round the world their voyage they hall 
make, 

And back to thee fome fecret channels take, 
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Afk them what nobler fight they e’er did meet, 

Except thy mighty Mafter’s fov’reign flect, 

Which now triumphant o’er the main does ride, 

The terror of all lands, the ocean's pride. __* 
From hence his kingdoms, happy now at lal 

(Happy, if wife by their misfortunes pait) 

From hence may omens take of that fuccefs 

Which both their future wars and peace hall 

blefs : 
‘The peaceful mother on mild ‘Thames does build, 
With her fon’s fabrics the rough fea is fill’ 








On Bis Majefy's return out of Scotland. 


: . 
Wetcome, great Sir! with all the joy that’s due 
‘To the return of peace and you: 
Two greateft bleflings which this age can know ; 
For that to thee, for thee to Heav'n, we owe. 
Others by war theirfconguefts gain, 
You, like a god, youl ends obtain ; 
Who, when rude ChaoSor his help did call, 
Spoke but the word, and Sveetly order’d all, 

mM. 
‘This happy concord in no blood is writ, 
None can grudge Heav’n full thanks for it, 
No mothers here lament their children’s fate, 
And like che peace, but think it comes too late. 
No widows hear the jocund bells, 
And take them for their hufband’s knells ; 
No drop of blood is fpilt, which might be faid 
‘Vo mark our joyful holyday with red. 

1. 
"Iwas only Heav’n could work this wondrous 

thing, 

And only work's by fuch a king. 
Again the Northern hinds may fing and plow, 
Aad fear no harm but from the weather now. 
Again may tradefmen love their pain, © 
By knowing now for whom they gain. 
‘The armour now may be hung up to fight, 
And only in their halls the children fright. 


We 
The gain of civil wars will not allow 
Bay to the conq’sor’s brow. 
At fuch a game what fool would venture in, 
Where one muft lofe, yet neither fide can win 2 
How juitly would our neighbours finile “S, 
At thefe mad quarrels of our ifle ; 
Swell’d with proud hopes to fnatch the waole 
away, iy 
Whilft we bet all, and yet for nothing play  ~ 
¥. " 


How was the filver Tyne frighted before, 

And durft not kifgthe armed fhore ? 

His ‘rs ran more fwiftly than they ufe, 

And hatted to the fea to tell the mews. 

‘The fea itfelf, how rough foe’er, 

Could fcarce believe fuch fury here. 

How could the Scots and we he enemies grown ? 

"hat, and its mafter Charles, had made us ones 
vie 

No blood fo loud as that of Civil war 

de calls for denger fromafar. 
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wa ¥et's rather go and feek out them and Fame ; 
‘Thus our forefathers got, thus left a name. 
All their rich blood was {pent with gains, 
But hgt which {wells their children’s veins, 
Why fit we ftill, our fp’rits wrapt up in lead ? 

~ "Not like them whilft they liv'd, but now they’re 

dead, i 
Vil, 
‘This noife at home was hut Fate’s policy 
‘To raife our fp’rits more high, 
So a bold lion, e’er he fecks his prey, 
Lathes his fides, and roars, and then away. 
How wottld the German Eagle fear, 
‘To fee anew Guitavus there ? 
How would it fhake, tho’ as’t was wont to do 
For Jove of old, it now bore thunder too ! 
wns. 
Sure there are actions of this height and praife 
Dektin'd to Charles's days. 
‘What will thetriumphs of his battles be, 
Whole very peace itfelPts viGory ? 
When Heav'n beftows the bet! of kings, 
Itbids us think of mighty things. 
His valour, wifdom, offyring, fpeak no lefs, 
And we, the prophet’s ons, write not by guefs. 
~ 








Upon the Chair made out of Sir Francis Drake's rip, 
profented to the Univerfity Library in Oxford, by 
John Davis of Deptford, Ely. 


To this great fhip, which round the globe has 
run, 

And match’d in race the chariot of the fun, 

"This Pythagorean hip (for it may claim, 

Without prefumption, fo deferv'd a name, 

By knowledge once, and transformation now) 

In her uew fhape this facred port allow. 

Drake and his fhip could not have with’d from Fate 

Amore blefs'd fkution, or more biefs'd eftace 

For, Jo! a feat of endlefs reft is giv'n 

"Lo her in Oxford, and to him in heav’n. 





On the praift of Poctry. 


*Tis not a pyramid of marble ftone, 
‘Though high as our ambition ; 
Tis nog a tomb cut out in brafe, which can 
Give life to th’ afhes of a man, 
But geries only; they fhall frefh appear, 
there are men to read or hear, 
time fhall make the lafting brafs decay, 
eat the pyfamid away, 
¢ @@arning that monument wherein men truft 
{ ‘Their names, to what it keeps, poor duft ; 
| ‘Phen {hall the epitaph remain, and be 
New graven in eternity. 
Poets by death are conquer’d, but the wit 
Of poets triumph over it. 
What cannot verfe? When Thracian Orpheus 
took 
His lyre, and gently on it ftrook, 
‘The tearned ftones.came dancing ail along, 


And kept tise to the charming fong. 
oa 
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With artificial pace the warlike pine, 

The elm and his wife the ivy twine, 

With all the better trees which erft had ftood 
Unmov’'d, forfook their native wood. 

The laurel to the poct’s hand did bow, 

Craving the honour of his brow ; 

And ev'ry loving arm embrac’d, and made! 
With their officious leaves a fhade. 

The beatts, too, ftrove his auditors to be, 
Forgetting their old tyranny. E 

‘The fearful hart next to the lion came, 

And wolf was fhepherd to the lamb. 
Nightingales, harmlefs Syrens of the air, 

And Mufes of the place, were there ; 

Who, when their little windpipes they had found 
Unequal to fo ftrangt a found; 

O’ercome by art and grief, they did expire, 
And fell upon the congu’ring lyre, 

Happy, O happy they ! whofe tomb might be, 
Manfolus ! envied by thee! f 








THE MOTTO, 








o Tentanta via eft, &e. 
a 


Waar thall t do to be for ever known, 
And make the age to come my own ? 
I fhall like beafts or common people die, 
Unlefs you write my elegy ; 
Whilft others great by being born are grown, 
"Their mother’s labour, not: the own. 
In this fcale gold, in th’ other fame does lie; 
‘The weight of that mounts this fo high, . 
‘Thefe men are Fortune's jewels, moulded bright, 
Brought forth with their own fire and light. 
If I, her vulgar ftone, for cither look, 
Out of myfelf it muft be ftrook. 
Yet T muft on : What found is’t firikee mine ez? 
Sure | Fame’s trumpet hear 
Tt founds like the lait trumpet, for it can 
Raife up the bury'd man. 
Unpafs’d Alps ftop me, but I'll cut through all, 
And march, the Mufe’s Hannibal, 
Hence, all the flatt’ring vanities that lay 
Nets of rofes in the way; 
Hence, the defire of honours or eftate, 
And all that is not above Fate ; 
Hence, Love himfelf, that tyrant of my days, 
Which intercepts my coming praife. 
Come, my beft Friends! my books! and lead me 
Tis time that I were gone. (on, 
Welcome, great Stagirite ! and teach me now 
All I was born to know + 
‘Thy fcholar’s vict’ries thou doft far out-do's 
He conquer'd the earth, the whole world you. 
Welcome learn’d Cicero! whofe blefs'd tongue 
and wit" 
Preferves Rome's greatnefs yet : 
‘Thou art the firft of orators; only he 
Who beft can praile thee next muft be, 
‘Welcome the Mantuan fwan ! Virgil the wife, 
Whofe verfe walks higheft, but not fies; 
Pil é 
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Who brought green Poefy to her perfect age, 
And made that art which was a rage. 

Tell me, ye mighty ‘Three ! what thall I do 
To be like one of you? 


+ But you have climb'd the mountain’s top, there fit 


Qn the calm flourifbing head of it, 
And whilft, with wearied fleps, we upward go, 
Sec usand clouds below. ~ 








The Chrovice, A Ballas, 


or 
Mancanrra fivt poffels’d, 
If 1 remember well my breait, 
Margarita furl of all; 
Bur whéna while the wanton maid 
With my reftici> heart had play'd, 
Martha teok the flying hall. 
i, 
Martha Soon did it refign 
To the Leauteo.s Catharine : 
Beautvous Catharine gave place on 
(‘bough loth and angry fhe to part 
‘With the poffeffion of my heart) 
_ ‘To Eliza's conquering face. 
tl 
‘ht reign, 
fle not ‘evi counfels tven 










‘ii! wp in arms my pailions rofe, 
And ut away her yoke. 





v 
Mary tha, and gentle Anne, 
Both to reign at oi » began 5 





Alterngicly they fway’d, 
hud Jonietinies Mary was the fair, 
And fometimnes June the crown cid wear, 
Aud Naas times both J obey'd. 

ve 
Another Mary then arofe, 
And did rigorous laws impofe ; 
A mighty tyrant the + 
Long, alas‘ fhould Uheve been 
Under that iron-fceptred queen, 
Had not Rebecca fet me free. 

vi. 
When fuir Rehecea fet me free, 
>ywas then a golden time with me + 
But foon thole pleafures fled 5 





For the gr ly" “a 
Jn her you *s pride, 
Aud Judith reigned in her Read, 


vi. 
One month, three days, and 
Jadith held the fos'reign pow 
‘Wondrous beautiful her face, 
But fo weak and fmall her wit 
‘That fhe to govern was unfit, 
And fo Sufaiua took her place. 
vie 
But when, Hubella came 
Arni'd with a refiftiefs flame 5 
And th’ artillery of her cye 






f-an-hour, 


Whilit the proudly march’d about, 
Greater conquetts to find out, 
She beat out Sufan by the bye. 
IX: 
But in her place I then obcy’d 


| Black-ey'd Bets, her viceroy maid, 


"To whom enfu’d a vacancy. 
Thouland worft paflions then poffefs'd 
"Phe interegnum of my breatt. 
Blef me from fuch an anareby 
xs 
Gentle Henrietta then, 
da third Mary, next began: 
"Phen Joan, aud Jane, and Audria; 
And then a prety omafine, 
‘And then another Catharine, 
And then a long ef cetera, 
x 
But fhould I now to you relate 
‘The ftrength and riches of their tate, 
‘Uhe powder, patches, andthe pits, 
jewels, and the rings, 
‘fhe lace, the paint, and warlike things, 
‘That make up ali tieir Magazines 
xu? 
T° I fold teli the politic arts 
.en's hearts, 
3, and fpies, 

‘ fn:iles, and flutteries, 
“The quarrels, tears, and perjurics, 
Numbcrleis, namelefs myfteries 

xan, 
And all the little lime-twigs laid 
By Mach’avel the waitingmaid ; 
luminous fhould grow 
{like them fhould tell, 
ange of weathers that befel) 
san Hollingthed or Stow. 





































XIV. 
But I will bricfer with them be, 
Since few of them were long with me. - 






higher and a nobler ftraim 
My prefent empe does claim, 
Heleonora ! firft o” the name, 
Whom God grant long to reign. 








The tree of Knowledge, That there is no knowledge 
Againf} the Dogmatifis, ~~~ \ 
co ” 
Tur: facred tree ’midft the fair orchard grey, 
"The Phanix ‘Truth did on it reft, 
And built his perfum'd nett. 
‘Chat right Porphy rian tree which did true jog 





Aa th’ apples were demonftrative : 

ar their colour, and divine, t 

very fhade they caft did other lights out * 
thine. 








boty 
‘Tafte not, faid God : ’tis mine and angels’ me-*~ 
A certain death does fit, 
an ill-vyorm, i’ the core of it, 





t ‘We cannot know and live, nor live or know, and 
eat. 
“Thus fpoke God, yet man did go 
Ignorantly on to know ; 
aoe taore blind, and fhe 
tho tempted him to this grew yet more blind 
than he. 
iti, 
The only feience man by this did get, 
‘Was but to know he nothing knew : 
He ttraight his naicednets did view, 3 
H.» ign rant poor eftate, and was afham’d of it : 
Yuu karches probabilities, 
And rhetoric and fallacies, 
And teeks, by ufelefs pride, 
With flight and with’ring leaves that nakedrefs 
to hide. 


Iv. 
Henceforth, faid God, the wretched fons of carth 
Shall {weat for food in vain, 
‘That will not long Sagain, 
And bring with labour fofth each fond abortive 
birth, 
That ferpent, too, their pride, 
Which aims at things deny’d, 
That learn’d and vloquent luft, 
Sitead of mounting high, 
duit. 


thall creep Wporthe 


(SS ee 





The Comphaint, 
I, 
Iva deep vifion’s intel: ual feng, 
Beneath a bow'r for forrow nade, 
‘Th’ uncomfortable thade 
‘Of the black ewe's unlucky grecn, 
Mix'd with the mourning willow’s carcful gray, 
Where rev'rend Cam cuts out his fanous way, 
‘The melancholy Cowley lay ; 
eA, to! a mute appear’d to his clos’d fight, 
(the Mufes oft” in lands of vifion play) 
Bedy'd, array’d, anti fen by un internal light : 
A golden harp with fiver firings the bore, 
A wondrous hieroglyphic robe the wore, 
Jo which all colours all figures we 
‘Nhat Nature or that Fancy can create, 
‘That Art can never imitate, 
And with loofe pride it wanto: 
Tn fuch a drefs, ia fuch a well-c 
She us'd of old near fair Hr: 
Pidar, her Vheban favor 
Agrown was on her head, 
her fect. 






















din the 
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and wings were on 





In 

She touch'd him with her harp and ra 
from the ground ; 

‘The thaken ftrings melodioufly refound. 
“* Art thou return’d at lait,” taid the, 
« To this forfaken place and me ? 
Thou Prodigal! who didit fo loofely wafte, 
Of all thy youthful years the good eftate + 
Art thou return’d, here to rc pent too late ? 
Aud gather hitks of learning up at ial, 
New a harvelt-tinge of life is Pp 
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"d him | 


ay 

And Winter marches on fo fait? 

But when I meant t’ adopt thee for my fon, 

And did as fearn’d a portion aflign 

As ever any of the mighty Nine 

Had to their deazeft children done $, 

When I refol'd ¢? exalt thy anointed name, 

Among the f{piritual lords of peaceful fame; 

Thou Changeling! thou, bewitch'd with noife and 

thew, 

Wouldft into courts and cities from me go; 

Wouldft fee the world abroad, and have a hare 

In all the follies and the tumults there ; 

‘Thou would’ft, forfooth ! be fomething in a ftate, 

And bus’nefs thou wouldft find, and would'it 

create t : 

Bufinefs ! the frivolous pretence 

Of human lufis, to-thake off innocence; 

Pufinels! the grave impertinence ; 
the thing which I of all ¢ 

! the contradiction of thy 

RL, 

Go, Renegado ! caft up thy account, 

Aust fee to what amount 

foolith gains by quitting me: 

fale of Kuewledge, fame, and liberty, 













hings hate, 
fate. 


The fruits of thy unlean'd apofialy. 

‘Thou thought’ft, if once the public form were 
patt : é 

All thy remaining life thovld fanthine be : 


Echola 


public ftorm is 








lat to fore: ‘ 
ft thy fellow-voyagers I fee, 


“il march'd up to poffets the promis d land, 

‘Tow till alone, alas! dott gaping Bund, 

Upon the naked beach, upon'the barren fand, 
1. 


Asa fair’ morning of the bleffed fpring, 

After a tecious ftormy night, 

Such was the glorious entry of our King; Fy 
Enriching mosfture dropp'd on every thing : 
Plenty be fow'd below, and caft about him light, 
But then, alas! to thee alone, 
One of Old Gideon's miracles was fhowp, 
’ry tree, and ev'ry hand around, 

Ww was crown'd. 















lt did all cther threats {urpal 

When God to his own: people fuid, 

(Uke men whom thro’ long wand’rings he had 
led) ; 

hat he would give them ev’n a heav’n of brafs : 

ecy leok’d up to that heav’n in vain, 

‘That bounteous heav'n! which God did not ree 

firain 
Upon the moft unjuft to thine and rain, 








v. 
The Rachel, for which twice feven 
more, 
; Thou dict with faith and labour ferve, 
And didit (if faith and labour can) deferve, 
| Tho" fhe contragted was ta thee, 


years, amd 
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Giv’n to anether, thou didft fee, | "Phe heav’n under which I live is fair, 
Giv'ntoanother, who had ftore “Phe fertile foil will a full harveft bear: 

Of fairer and of richer wives before, Thine, thine is all the pbarrennefs, if thou 

‘And not a Leah left, thy recompenfe to be. Mak’ me fit fill and fing when I fhould plough. 
Go on, twice fev’n years more, thy fortune try, When | but think how many « tedious year — 
"Twice fev'n years more God in his bouuty may Our patient Sovercign did attend 

Give thee to fling away His long micortunes’ fatal end ; 

Into the Court’s deceitful lottery : How cheerfully, and how cxempt from fear, 

But think how likely ’tis that thou, ‘On the Great Sovercign’s wiil he did depend, 
‘With the dull work of thy unwieldy plough Tought to be accurs'd if I refufe 

Shouldft in a hard and barren feafon thrive, To wait on his, O thou fallacious Mufe !- 
Shouldit even able be to live ; Kings have long hands, they fay, and tho” T be 
"Thou! to whofe fhare fo little bread did fall So diftant, they may reach at length to me. 

In the miraculous year, when manna rain’d on all.” | However, of all princes.thou [flow ; 
Shouldft not reproach rewards for being fmail or 
"Vhou ! who rewardeft but with pop’lar breath, 
And that, too, after death ! y 



















I, 

"Thus fpake the mvufe, and fpake it with a fmile, 
"That fecm'd at onee to pity and revile + 

And to her thus, raifing his thoughtfui head, 
"The melancholy Cowley tuid + 

« Ah! wanton Foe! dott. thou upbraid 

"The ills which thou thyfelf haft made ? 

When in the cradle innocent { lay, 

"Thou, wicked Spirit! ftoleft me away, 

And my abufed foul didft bear a 
Into thy new-found worlds, I know not where, » 


—_— 
oe 


The Adventeres ofErve Hours. 


Ass when ovr kings (lords of the fpacious main} 
Vake in juft wars a rich Plate-fleet of Spain, 
‘The rude unfhapen ingots they reduce 





‘Thy golden Indies in the air 5 Into a form of beauty and of ufe, : 

. And ever fince J ftrive in vain On whim the conqu'ror’s image now does fhinc, 

My ravith'd freedom to regain; Not his whom it hclong’d ro in the mine ; 

Still 1 rebel, ftill thou doft reign 5 So in the mild contentions of the Mufe 
Lo, ftillin verfe, againft thee f complain. (‘The war which Peace itfelf loves and purfues) 
There is a fort of Stubborn weeds, So have you home to us in triumph brought 
Which, if the earth but once it ever breeds, ‘This cargazon of Spain with treafures fraught. 
No wholefome herb can near them thrive, es aye ai haley, gotten it Ret i‘ 
No ufeful plant can keep alive : ‘or by tranflation borrow'd all its wealth 
re Teolith fports I did on thee beftow But by 2 pow'rful fp'rit made it your ows 
Make all my art and labour fruitlets now ; Metal betore, money by you 'tis grown + 
‘Where once fuch fairies dance, no grafs doth ever | “Lis current now, by your adorning it 
grow. With the fair ftamp of your victorious wit. 
But tho’ we praife this voyage of your mind, 
‘Vi. And tho’ ovrfelves enrich’d by it we find, 

. When my new mind had no infufion known, We're not contented yet, hecaufe we know 4 
Thos gav't fo deep a tindture of thine own, What greater flores at home within it grow? 
"That ever fince I vainly try We ave {een how well you foreign ores refine, 
"Yo wafh away th’ inherent dye: x Produce the gold of your own nobler mine; 
Long work, perhaps, may {poil thy colours quite, | “rhe world fhall then our native plenty view, 
But never will reduce the native white. And fetch materials for their wit from you 5 
‘To all the ports of honour and of gain, "They all thall watch the travails of your pen, 

1 often fteer my courfe in vain 5 And Spain on you fall make reprifals then, 


Thy gale comes crafs, and drives me back again. 
“thou flacken’ft all my nerves of induftry, 


By making them fo oft? to be —_—— 

The tinkling firings of thy loofe minftrelfy. aut 
Whoever this world’s happiness would fee, A Tranflation of Verfes upon the Bleffed Virgir : 
Mutt as entirely cait off thec, Written in Latin by the Right Worpipful Dr. 4 


‘As they who only heav'n defire 
Do from the world retire. 


; A A AVE MARIA. 
"This was my error, this my grofs miftake, : 


‘Miyfelf a demi-votary to make. Once, thou rejoicedtt, and rejoice for ever, 

‘Thus with Sapphira and her huiband’s fate, Whofe time of joy shall be expired never 5 

(A fault which I, like them, am taught too late) | Who in her womb the hive ‘of comfort bears, 

For all that I gave up, I nothing gain, Jct her drink comfort’s honey with her ears. 
And perith for the part which I retain. You brought the word of joy in which was borr, 
; vin. . ‘An hail to all; et us an hail return, ae 
Teach me not then, © thou fallacious Mufe ! From you, God fave, into the world there came, 


“Lhe court and better. king t accule ; Cur echo hail is butan empty name. i 


o GRATIA PLENA, 


low loaded hives are with their honey fill'd, 
From divers flow’rs by chemic bees diftill'd ! 


Howpfull the coltet with his jewel is, 
yam it cannot take, by love, doth kifs : 


pw fullthe moon is with her brother’s ray, 
. When fhe drinks up with thirfty orb the day! 
How full of grace the Grace’s dances are ! 
So full doth Mary of God’s light appeas. . 
It is no wonder if with graces the 
Be full, who was full with the Deity. 


DOMINUS TECUM. 


‘The fall of mankind under Death's extent 

The choir of blefled angels did lament, 

And with'd a reparation to fee 

By hint who manhood join'd with Deity, 

How grateful fhould mian's fafety then appear 

‘f” himfelf, whofe fafegy can the angels cheer ? 
naa 


BENEDICTA TU IN MULIERIBUS, 


Death came, and troops of fad difeafes led 
‘Fo th’ earth, by worvut's baad folicited. 
Life came fo too, and feo 

‘To th’ earth, by woman’»daith folicited. 
As our life's {pring came from thy bleffed womb, 
So from our mouths, fprings of thy praife fhall 

come, 

Who did life's blefling give, ’tis fie that the 
Above all wonien thould thrice bleffed be. 


ET BENEDICTUS FRUCTUS VENTKIS TUL. 


With mouth divine the Father doth proteft, 

He a good Word fent from his ftored breaft ; 
was Chrift, which Mary without carnal thought, 
From the unfathom’d depth of goodnefs brought ; 
"The Word of Bleffing a juft canfe affords 

Vo be oft’ bleffed with redoubled words. 


STMIRITUS SANCTUS SUPERVENIET IN TE. 


As when foft weft-winds fan the garden-rofe, 
A Shower of fweeter air falutes the nofe ; 
‘The breath gives {paring kiffes, nor with power 
Unlocks the virgin bofom of the flower ; 

' So th’ Holy Spirit upon Mary blow’d, 
And from her facred box whole rivers flow’d ; 
Yet loos'd not thine eternal chaftity, 
"Fhy rofes’ folds do ftiil entangled lie. 
Believe Chrift born from an unbruifed womb, 
So from unbruifed bark the odours come. 


ET VIRTUS ALTISSIMI OBUMBRABIT TIBI. 


God his great Son begot e’er time begun, 

Mary in time brought forth her little Son : 

Of double fubftance One : life he began, 

God without mothcr, without father man. 

Great is the hirth, and ’tis a Rranger deed 

‘That fhe no man, than God no wife, fhould need, 
AA fhade delighted the childbearing maid, 

And God himself became to her-a fhade, 


wf 
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533 
O ftrange defcent! who is light’s author, he 
Will to his creature thus a fhadow be, 

As unfeen light did from the Father dow, 

So did feen light fcom Virgin Mary grow. 
When Mofes fought God in 3 fhade ta fee, 

The Father’s thade was Chrift the Deity. 

Let's feck for day, flee darknefs, whilft our fight 
In light finds darknefs, and in darknefs light. 






















On the uncertainty of Fortune. A Tranflation. 
1 


Leave off unfit complaints, and clear 
From fighs your breaft, and from black cloude 
your brow, 
When the fun fhines not with his wonted cheer, 
And Fortune throws an adverfe caft for you. 
‘That fea which vex’d with Notus is, 
The merry Weft-wiads will to-morrow kifs, 
tm 

The fun to-day rides drowfily, 
‘To-morrow ’twill put an a look more fairs 
Lau-ater and groaning do alternately 

urn, and tears fport’s neareft neighbours are.’ 
‘Lis by the gods appointed fo, 
That good fare fhould with mingled dangers flow. 

mm. 

Who drave his oxen yefterday, . 
Doth now over the noblef} Romans reign, 
And on the Gabii and the Cures lay. 
The yoke which from his oren he had ta’en, 
Whom Hefperus faw poor and low, 
The Morning's eye beholds him greateft now. 

, Iv. 
If Fortune knit amongft her play 
But ferioufnefs, he fhall again go home 
To his old country-farm of yellerday, 
To fcoffing people no mean jeft become ; 
And with the crowned axe, which he 
Had rul'd the world, go back and prune fome triz 5 
Nay, if he want the fuel cold requires, 
With his own fafces he fhall make him fires, 


That a Pleafant Poverty is to be preferred before Dife 
contented Riches, : 


i 
Way, 0! doth gaudy ‘Tagus ravith thee, 
Tho’ Neptune's treafurehoufe it be? 
Why doth Pactolus thee bewitch, 
Infeted yet with Midas’ glorious itch ? 
lh 
‘Their dull and fleepy ftreams are not at all, 
Like other floods, poctical ; 
‘They have no dance, no wanton {port, 
No gentle murmur, the lov'd fhore to court. 


in. 
No fith inhabit the adulterate flood, 
Nor can it feed the ncighb’ring wood : 
No flow’r or herb is near it found, 
But a perpetual winter Rarves the ground, 











ae 


Yr. 

Give mea river which doth feorn to thew 

An added beauty, whofe clear brow 

May be my looking-glafs, to fee 

‘What my face is, and what my mind fhould be. 
v. 


Here waves call waves, and glide along in rank, 
And prattle to the {miling bank: 

Here fad kingfithers tell their tales, 

And fifb enrich the brook with filver fcales. 


ve 
Daifies, the firft-born of the teeming Spring, 
On each fide their embroidery bring, 
Here lilies wath, and grow more white, 
And daffodils to fee themfelves delight. 
‘ VII, 
Here a freth arbour gives her am’rous fhade, 
Which Nature, the bet s2rd’ner, made; 
Here.1 would fit and fing rude lays, 
Such as the Nymphs, and me myfelf would pleafe. 
vin. 
‘Thus would I wafte, thus end, my carclefs days, 
And Robin-red-breafts, whom men praife 
For pious birds, fhould, when | die, 
Make both my monument and elegy. 











. Bn commendation of the time we live in, under ibe 
Reign of our Gracious King Charles 1. 
1 
Gons’n be that wretch (Death’s factor fure) who 
* brought 
Dire fwords into the peaceful world, and taught 
Smiths, who before could only make 


“The fpade, the ploughfhare, and the rake, 


Arts, in moft cruel wifé 
Man’s life t” epitomize. 
mm 
‘Then men (fond men, alas!) ride poft to th’ grave, 
d cut thofe threads which yet the Fates would 
When Charon {weated at his trade, [fave : 
And had a larger ferry made. 
“Then "t was the filver hair, 
Frequent before, grew rare. 
ii. 
‘Then Revenge, married to Ambition, 
Begat black War; then Avarice crept on; 
‘Then limits to each field were ftrain’d, 
And Terminus a godhead gain’d : 
“fo men before was found, 
*Befides the fea, no bound. 
iv. 
In what plain or what river hath not becn 
‘War's tory, writ in blood (fad ftory!) feen ? 
"This truth too well our England knows; 
"Twas Civil laughter dy’d her Rofe ; 
Nay, then her Lily, too, 
‘With blood’s lofs paler grew. 
ve 


Such griefs, nay worfe than thefe, we now fhould 
feel, 

Did not jutt Charles filence the rage of ftcel ; 

He to our land blefs’'d peace doth bring, 

Al! neighbour-countries envying. 
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Happy who did remain 
Unborn till Charles’s reign ! 


vie 


How is your toil, how is your labour, loft? 
Our Charles, bleft alchymift! (tho’ flrange, 


Where, dreaming Chymics, is your pain ca 


Believe it, future Times!) did change 
The Iron Age of old, 
into an Age of Gold. 


————— 


An Anfwer to an Invitation to Cambridge. 
: Il 
Nicuors! my better felf, forbear; 
For if thou tell’ft what Cambridge pleafures are, 
“Vhe {choo}boy’s fin will light on me, 
1 fhall, in mind at leaft, a truant be. 
Tell me not how you feed your mind 
With dainties of philofophy,; 
In Ovid’s Nut Ighail id 
‘The tafte once ple: me. 
O tell me not of fogic’s diverfe cheer, 
I hall begin to loath our crambo here. 
wit. 
fe waves appear & 
, or how it cuts the lewened fhire ; 
I fhall contemn the troubled Thames, 
On her chief holyday, even when her ftecams 
Are with rich folly gilded, when 
The quondam dung-boat is made gay, 
Jui like the brav’ry of the men, 
And graces with freth paint that day, 
When th’ City fhines with flags and pageants there 
And fatin doublets feen not twice a-year. 









Tell me 


il, 
Why do I ftay, then? I would mget 
Thee there, but plummets hang upon my feet 7 
°Tis my chief with to live with thee, 
But not till | deferve thy company : 
‘Till then we'll fcorn to let that toy ‘ 
Some forty miles divide our hearts : 
Write to me, and I fhall enjoy 
Friendfhip and wit, thy better parts. 
‘Tho’ envious Fortune larger hind’rance brings, 
We'll cas'ly fee each other; Love hath wings. 





An Anfiver ta a Copy of Verfer, fent me to Ferfey» 


As to a Northern people (whom the fun 

Ufes juft as the Romifh Church has done 

Her profane laity, and does affign 

Bread only both to ferve fer bread and wine) 

‘A rich Canary fleet welcome arrives; 

Such comfort to us here your letter gives, 

Fraught with brifk Racy verfes, in which we 

"bhe foil from whence they came, tafte, fmell, an 
“fees 

Such is your prefent t’ us; for you muft know, 

Sir, that verfe does not in this ifland grow, 

No more than fack: one lately did not fear 

(Wirkout che Mnfe’s leave) to plant it here ; 

Bat it produe’d {uch bafe, rough, crabbed, hedge 

Rhymes, as even-fet the hearers’ cages edge, 








‘ 
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: Tho’ we perscive ’t net to be fo, 


Written by ——--———Efquire, the 
Year of our Lord fix hundred thirty-three. 
Brave Jerfey Mufe! and he’s for this high ftyle 
Call’a to this day the Homer of the He. 
A men: here no words lefs hard be : 
Pat with than Mount Orguiel * isto me. 
« Mount Orguiel! which in fcorn 0’ th’ Mufes’ law 
‘yt no yokefellow word will deign to draw. 
tubborn Mount Orgueil! ’tis a work to make it 
Come intorhyme, more hard than’t were to take it, 
Alas! to bring your tropes and figures here, 
Strange as to bring tatieals and el ‘phants were 5 
And metaphor is fo unknown a thing, 
~Twould nved the preface of, God fave the King. 
Yet this Pil fay, for th’ honour of the place, 
‘That by God's extraordinary grace, 
(Which thews the people have judgment, if not 
wit) 
‘The land is undefil’d with clinches yet ; 
‘Which in my poor opinion | confels, 
Is a moft fing'lar ble Gng, and yo lets 
‘Than Ireland's wanting Ipidcrs : and fo far 
From th’ actual fin of bombatt too they are, 
(That other crying fin o” th’ Englith Mate) 
‘That even Satan him{clf can accufe 
None here, (no not, fi 
For th’ motus primseptimi to {trong linc, 
Well, fince the foil, then, does not nat'rally bear 
Verfe, who (a-devil) would import it here ? 
For that to me would feem as ftrange a thing 
As who did firft wild beaftsinto’ iflands bring : 
Volefe you think that it might taken be 
As Green did Gondiberc, in a prize at fea, 
Bat that’s a fortune falls not every day ; 
“Tis true Green was made by it; for they fay 
‘The Parl’ament did a noble bounty do, 
And gave him the whole prize, their tenths and 
fiftecnths too, 











> Prometheus ill painted. 


Flow wretched does Prometheus’ ftate appear, 
Whilit he his fecond mis'ry fuffers here ! 

Draw him: no more, left, as he tortur’d ftands, 
He blame great Jove's lefsthan the painter's hands, 
It would the vulture’s cruelty outgo, 

If ence again his liver this fhould grow. 

Pity him, Jove! and his bold thetc allow ; 
Theflame: he once ftole from thee, grant him now. 





Friendfeip in Abfnce, 
i 
‘Wun chance or cruel bus'nefs parts us two, 
What do our fouls, 1 wonder, do? 
Whilft flecp does our dull bodies tie, 
Methinks at home they fhould not fay, 
Content with dreams, but boldly fly 
Abroad, and mect each other half the way. 
RB 
Sure they do mect, enjoy cach other there, 
nd mix, I know not how, or where : 
Preis friendly lights together twinc, 


€ ‘Tho-pame Of one of the cafties iw Jeriey. 











333. 


Like loving ftars which oft’ combine, 

Yet not themfelves their own conjun@ions know 
111, 

*Twere an ill world, Pll fwear, for ev'ry friend, 

Tf diftance could their union end : 

But love itfelf does far advance 

Above the pow’r of time and fpace; 

Tt fcorns fuch outward circumftance, 

His time’s for ever, ev'ry where his place. 
Iv. 

I'm there with thee, yet here with me thou art, 

Lodg’d in each other’s heart, 

Miracles ceafe not yet in Love, 

When he his mighty pow’r will try, 

Abfence itfelf does bounteous prove, 

And ftrangely ev'n our luefeace nuultiply. 


Pure isthe flame of friendthip, and divine, 

Like that which in heav’n’s fun does thine ; 

Like he in th’ upper air and iky, 

Does no effeéts of heat beftow, 

But as his beams the farther fly, 

He begets warmth, life, beauty, here below, 

va 

endship is lefs apparent when too nigh, 

Like objects, if they touch the eye. 

Lefs meritorions then is love ; 

For when we friends together fee 

So much, fo much both one do prove, 

“That their love then feems but felf- love to be. 
Vite 

Each day think on me, and each day Lfhall 

For thee make hours canonical, 

By ev'ry wind that comes this way, 

Send me at leaft a figh or two; 

Such and fo many J’ll repay, 

As fhall themfelves make winds to get to you. 
viii. 

A thoufand pretty ways we'll think upon 

To mock our feparation. 

Alas! ten thoufand will not do ; 

My heart will thus no longer ftay, 

No longer ‘twill be kept from you, 

But knocks againft the breaft to get away. 
1x. 

And when no art affords me help or eafe, 

{feck with verfe my gricfs t’ appeafe ; 

Juft as a bird that flies about, 

And beats itfelf againft the cage, 

Findipg at laft no paffage out, 

{t fits and fings, and fo o’ercomes its rage. 


2 





Reafun, the ufe of it in divine matters. 
1 


Some blind themfelves, ’caufe poflibly they may . 

te led by others a right way ; 

‘Vhey build on fands, which if unmov'd they find, 
is but becaufe there was no wind, 

Lefs hard “tis not to err ourfelves, than know 

If our forefathers err’d or no. 

When we truft men concerning God, we then 

‘Cruft not God concerning men, 


236 

mw. 
Vifions and infpirations fome expe, 
‘Their courfe here to dire : 
Like fenfelefs chemifts their own wealth deftroy, 
Imaginary gold t” enjoy. : 
So ftars appear to drop to us from fky, 
And gild the paflage as they fly ; 
But when they fall, and meet th’ oppofing ground, 
‘Whar but a fordid flime is found? ¢ 

mt ‘ 
Sometimes their fancies they ’bove reafon fet, 
And faft, that they may dream of meat. 
Sometimes ill {p’rits their fick]y fouls delude, 
And baftard farms obtrude. 
So Endor’s wretched forcerefs, altho” 
She Saul through his difguife did know, 
Yet when the devil comes up difguis'd, fhe cries, © 
Behold! the gods arife. 

vay. 

In vain, alas! thefe out‘vard hopes are try’d ; 
Reafon_ within’s our only guide. 
Reafon! which (Godbe prais’d!) ftill walks, for all 
‘Hts old orig’ nal fail. 4 
And fince itfelf the boundle(s Godhead join’d , 
‘With 2 reafonable mind, 
It plainly thews thar myfteries divine 
May with our reafon join, ’ 






wy 
‘The holy Book, like the eighth fpherc, does thine 
‘With thoutand lights of truth divine. 
So numberlefs the ftars, that to the eye 
It makes but all one Galaxy 
Yet reafon muft afi too; for in feas 
So vaft and dangerous as thefe, 
Our courfe by tars above we cannot know, 
‘Without the compafs too below. 
vi. 
‘Tho’ reafon cannot through faith’s myft’ries fee, 
It fees that there, and fuch, they be; 

_ Leads toheav'n’sdoor, and there does humbly keep, 
4\nd there through chinks and keyholes peep. 
Th# it, like Mofes, by a fad command, 

Muft not come into th’ holy Land, 
Yet thither it infallibly does guide, 
And frony afar ‘tis ali defery d. 





Hymn to Light. 
i, 
Fiust-sorw of Chaos, who fo fair didft come 
From the old Negro’s darkfome womb ! 


Which. ‘when it faw the lovely child, 
‘The melancholy mafs put on kind looks and fmil'd. 


i. 
+ Tho tide of glory, which no reft doft know, 
But ever ebb and ever flow: 
“ Whon geldem ftrow’r of a true Jove! 
"Who does in thee defcend, and heav'n to earth 
: um. [make love ! 
Hail! adtive Nature’s watchful life and health ! 
Her joy, her ornament. and wealth! 
Hail to thy hufband, Heat, and thee! 
Thou the world’s beauteous bride, the Iufty bride- 
groom het 


MISCELLANIES, 


Ww. 

Say, from what golden quivers of the fky 

Do all thy winged arrows fly ? 

Swiftnels and Power by birth are thine 5. 

From thy great Sirc they came, thy Sire, the 
v. [DivineS 


n 





*Tis, I believe; this archery to thew, 

‘That fo much coft in colours thou, 

And fkill in painting doft heftow 

Upon thy ancient arms, the gaudy heav’nly bow. 
vie 7 2 

Swift as light thoughts theif empty career run, 

‘Thy race is finith’d when begun ; 

Let a pott-angel ftart with thee, 

And thou the geal of earth fhalt reach as foon as he. 
vil. 

Thou in the moon’s bright chariot, proud and gay, 

Doft thy bright wood of ftars furvey, 

And all the year doft with thee bring 

Of thoufand flow’ry lights thine own no@urnal 


fprings a. eee 
He 


Thou, Seythian-like, doft round thy lands above 
‘The Sun’s gilt tent fur ever move, 
And {till as thou in pomp daft go, 
i rorid attend thy fhow. 

x, Se 
Nor amiuft all thefe triumphs doft thou fcorn 
The humble glow-worms to adorn, 

nd with thofe living {pangles gild, 
(O greatneiswithout pride!) the buthes of the field. 


Xx. 

Night and her ugly fubjects thou doft fright, 

And Sleep, the lazy owl of Night, 

Asham'd and fearful to appear, 

They fereen their horrid fhapes with the black 
heniifphere. 


xs. 
With the mthere haftes, and wildly takes th’ alarm, 
Of painted dreams a bufy {warm 5 

At the firft op'ning of thine cye 

‘The varlous cluiters break, the antic atoms fly. 


xm. 

The guilty ferpents, and obfcener beafts, 

Creep confcious to their fecret refts : 

Nature to thee dees rev'rence pay, 

31 emens and ill fights removes out of thy way. 
xur. 

At thy appearance, Grief itfelf is {aid 

To fhake his wings, and roufe his head ; 

And cloudy Care has often took 

A gentle beamy fimile reflected from thy loek, 
xiv. 

At thy appearance, - Fear itfelf grows bold; 

Thy fuathine melts away his cold : 

Encourag’d at the fight of thee, 

‘Tothe check colour comes,and firmnefstothe knec, 


xv. 

Ev’n Luft, the mafter of a harden’d face, 

Biuthes if thou be’it in the place ; 

‘To Dark’nefs’ curtains he retires, 

In fympathizing night he rolls his fmoky fires. 
XVI. 

When, Goddefs! thou lift’ up thy waken’d head 

-Out of the murning’s purple bed, \ 


MISCELLANIES, 


” Thy choir of birdsabout thee play, 
And all the joyful world falutes the rifing day. 


XVI, 


Thg ghofts, aad monfter fp'rits, that did prefume 
Str priv'lege to aflume, 
Vani again invifibly, 
And bedies gain again their vifibility, 
XVIIL 
Ne world’s brav'ry, that delights our eyes, 
Ie but thy fev’ral liveries ; 
‘Thou the rich dye on them beftow’ft, 
‘Thy nimble pencil paints this landfcape as thou 
go'tt. Tash : 
XIX. 2 + 
Acrimfon garment in the'rofe thou wear'ft; 
A crown of ftudded gold thou bear’it ; 
‘The virgin lilies, in their white, 
Are clid but with the lawn of almoft naked light. 
4x, 
‘The violet, Spring’s little infant, ftands 
Girt in thy purple fwaddling bends: / 
On the fair tulip thou doft dote ; 
‘Thou cloth’ft it in a gay and party-colour’d coat. 
xXxI. 
‘With flame condens’d t! 
And folid colours in j 
Flora herfelf envfeS'to fee 
Flow’rs fairer than her own, and durable as fhe. 
Xx. 
Ah! Goddefs! would thou couldft thy hand with- 
And be lef liberal eo gold ; {hold, 
+ Did& thou leis value to it give, 
Of how much care, alas! might’ft thou poor man 
telieve | 


loft the jewels fix, 


xxau, 
To me the fun is more delightful far, 
And all fair days much fairer are ; 
But few, ah! wondrous few there be 
‘Who do not gold prefer, O Goddefs ! ev’n to thee. 


XXIV. 
Through the foft ways of heav’n and air, and fea, 
Which open all their pores to thee, 
Like a clear river thou doft glide, 
And with thy living ftream through the clofe chan- 
nels flide, 
3 xxv, 
But where firm bedies thy free courfe oppofe, 
Gently chy fource the land o’erflows ; 
‘Takes there poffeflion, and does make, 
Of colvurs mingled light, a thick and ftanding lake. 
XXVIe 
But the vatt ocean of unhounded day 
In th’ empyrean heav’n does ftay 3 
Thy tivers, lakes, and {prings below, 
From thence took fir their rile, thither at laft muft 
flow. 








The Country Moufe. A parapleafe upon 


Horace, 
Book il, Sat. viz 7 


ma 


Axr the large foot of a fair hollow tree, : 
Clofe to plow'd ground, feated commodioully, 
His ancient and hereditary houfe, 


There dwelys good fubftantial Country Moule : 











asf 

+ Frogal, and grave, and careful of the main, 

Yet one who once did nobly entertain 

A City Moufe, well coated, fleek, and gy, 

A Moule of high degree, which loft his way, 

Wantonly walking forth to take the air, 

And arriv’d early, and belighted there 

For a day's lodging. ‘The good hearty hoft 

(The ancient plenty of his hall to boait) 

Did all the ftores produce that might excite, 

With various taftes, the courtier’s appetite : 

Fitches and beans, peafon, and oats, and wheat, 

And a large chefnut, the delicious meat : 

Which Jove himfelf, were he a Moufe, would cat. 

And for a hautgout, there was mix’d with thefe 

The fwerd of bacon and the coat of cheefe, 

The precious relics which at harveft he 

Had gather'’d from the reapers’ luxury. 

Freely (faid he) fall on, and never fpare, 

The bounteous gods will fur to-morrow care. 

And thus at cafe on beds of ftraw they lay, 

And to their genius facrific'd the day : 

Yet the nice gueft's Epicurean mind 

(‘Though breeding made him civil feem and kind) 

Defyis’d this country feaft, and ftill his thought 

Ligon the cakes and pies of London wrought, 

Your bounty and civility (faid he) 

Which I’m furpris'd in thefe rude parts to fee, 

Shews that the gods have given you a mind 

‘Poo nobte for the fate which here you find. 

Why fhould a foul fo virtuous and fo great 

Lofe it JF thus in an obfcure retreat / 

Let favage beafts lodge in a country den, 

You fhould fee towns, and manners know, and 

men; 

And tafle the gen’rous lux’ry of the court, 

Where all the mice of quality refort ; 

Where thoufand beanteous fhees about you move, 

And by high fare are pliant made to love. 

We all e’er long muft render up our breath, 

No cave or hole caf thelter us from Death, 
Since life is {o uncertain and fo fhort, 

Act's ipend it al! in featling and in fpore. 

Come, worthy Sir! come with me, and partake 

All the great thingsthat mortals happy make. 
Alas! what virtue hath fufficient arms 

T eppofe bright Honour and foft Pleafure’s 

charms. 

What wifdom can their magic force repel ? 

It draws this rev’rend hermit from his cell. 

Tt was the time, when witty poets tel, 

“ That Phoebus into Thetis’ bofom fell + 

“ She bjuth'd at firft, and then put out the light, 

«And drew the modeft curtains of the night.”* 

Plainly, the troth to tell, the fun was fet, 

When to the town our weary d trav'llers get. 

‘Yo a lord’s houfe, as lordly as can be, 

Made for the ufe of pride and luxury, 

They come; the gentle courtier at the door 

Steps, and will hardly enter in before ; 

But ’tis. sir, your command, and being fo, 

Tm {worn t’ obedience ; and fo in they go. 

Behind a hanging in 2 {pacious reon, 

(the richeft work of Mortlake’s noble loom) 

‘Phey wait awhile, their weary’d limbs to reft 

‘Tilt filence hould invite them to their feaf. 





I 





ays 


«« About the hour that Cynthia’s filver light 

“ Had touch’d the pale meridies of the night,” 
At lait the various fapper being done, 

It happen’d that the company was gone 

Into a room remote, fervants and all, 

‘To pleafe their noble fancies with a ball. 

Our hoft leads forth his ftranger, and does find 
All fitted to the bounties of his mind. 

Still on the table half-fill’d difhes food, 

And with delicious bits the floor was ftrow’d. 
‘The courteous Moufe prefents him with the beft, 
And both with fat varieties are blefs'd : 

Th’ induftrious peafant ev'ry*where does range, 
And thanks the gods for his life’s happy change. 
Lo! in the midt of a well-freighted pie 

"They both at laft, glutted and wanton lie: 
When, fee the fad reverfe of profp’rous fate, 
And what fierce ftorms on mortal glories wait ; 
‘With hideous noife down the rude fervants come, 
Six doge before run barking into the room ; 

The wretched gluttons fly with wild afftighe, 
And hate the fulnefs which retards their flight. 
Out trembling Peafant wifhes now, in vain, 
‘That rocks and mountains cover’d him agaty, 
Oh how the change of his poor life he curs’d? 
"This of all lives, faid he, is fure the worft. 
Give me again, ye Gods! my cave and wood ; 
With peace, let tares and acorns be my food. 








Do@ifimo, Graviffimoque Vito 
DOMINO D. CaMHER, 


DecaroCarleolenfi colendifimo, et Collegii SS. et Indivi~ 
due Trinitatis Mogifiro vigilantifinve, 


Gisre gradum ; quénam temeraria pagina tendis, 

Aurata nimium facta fuperba toga ? 

Subdita Virgifere te volvat tarba ‘Tyranno; 

Et tamen, ah, nocibus ludere pluris erit. 

J, pete fallicitos quos tadia docta Scholarum, 

Er Logicie pugno carmina feripta tenent. 

Poft ea, vel Hip. Qualis? ne. vel, af. un. Quanta? 
par. infin. 

Deftruit Edidtum, deftruit tque modum. 

‘Tum tu grata aderis, tum blandiis ore fonabit ; 

Sctonus, dicent, quid velit ifte fibi? 

I, pete Cautidicos : poteris fic culta videri, 

Et bené Romanis fundere verba medis. 

Faljur : poft Ignoramum gens caatior illa eft; 

Xt didicit Mufas, Granta, timere tuas. 

1, pete Leétorem nullum ; fic falva latebis; 

Et poteris Criticas fpernere tuta manus. 

Limint ab hoe cav Procul 4, procul ito pro- 
fana. 

Diffimile hic Demini nil decet efle fuo. 

Ue facti calamo referat myftcria verbi, 

Non alia illius fanéta lucerua vider. 

i trepidat Fax pav 
















huge tum placuere mez, 


Pagina trulta nities! Granta eft Hic altera folus; | 


Vel Granta tpfius non Caput, at Cercbrum. 








é Nafcentem, ct Delo plus licuifle doen. 


MISCELLANIES. 


Sed fi authore tuo, pergas, audacior, irez ~ 
(Audacem quemvis candidus ille facit.) 
Accedas tanquam ad numen formidine blanda 
Triftis, et hwc illi paucula merra refer, wey, 
Sub veftro aufpicio natum bonus accipe carmen 
Viventi aufpicium quod fibi veilet idem. 

Non peto ut ifta probes: tantim, Puerilia, dicat 
Sunt, fateor; Puerum fed fatis ilja decent. 
Collegii nam qui noftri dedit ifta Scholaris, , 
Si Socius, tandem fit, meliora dabit. 


er 


Inter” Miufus Cantabrigienfes extant Carmina fequent 
ab Audtore A. Cowley conferipta, qua ne deperda: 
tur dum in Chartulis latitant, bis adaedlere vifam & 





De felici parta Regine: Maries 


Dom more antiquo jejunia fefta coluntar, 

Et popuiam pafcie gelligiofa fames 5 

Quinta beat hoftrusToboles formota Mariam ; 

Pené iterum nobis, tate December, ades. 

Ite, quibus lufum Bacchitfque Ceréfque min 
ftrent, 









Ee rif 


ffmaPe 
Rus une lactitive Ruepitu, fit 
Ipfa dies novit vix fibi verba dari, 





Cim corda arcana te 

Cur pede vel redus trita frequente fonet ? 

Quidve bibar R qin perdit turba, faluter 

Sint mez pro tanto iobria vota viro. 

Crede mihi, non fiint, non funt ea gaudia vera, 
dia vera Sua, 





¢ veftiva chorea, 


















Ate fic vinci magaus q: 
Vix hofles tanti vel Sup 
Jam tua pits vivit pi¢hura; at proxima fiet 
Regis, et in methodo te perperiife juvat. 

O bona conjugii concors difcordia veftri! 

O fanéla hee inter jurgia verus amor ! 

Non Caroli puro refpirans vuitus in auro 

Tam populo (et notum eft quam placetille) plac 
Da veniam, hic omnes nimiiim quod finus avai 
Da veniam, hic animos quod fatiare nequis. 
Cimaue (fed 6 noftris fiat lux ferior annis) 

In currum afcendas lata per aftra tuum, 
Natorum in facie tua viva et mollisimago 

Non miuis in terris qiam tua tculpta, regat. 





Ob pac‘ferum Sereniffimi Regis Caroli e Scotia redits 


Exco redis, multa frontem redimitns Oliva, 
Captivieque ingens lavrea pacis adeft. 
Vicerunt alii beilis et Marte cruento ; 
Carole, ‘lu folus vinccre bella potes. 

Te fequitur volucri miis Victoria penna, 

Et Fama peuna: sravenie ipfe fue. 

Te voluere fequi cv vulfis Orcades undis, 
Sed retinert fixes E nee3. 
apollo, 























Tauta decent Carolum rerum miracola? Tecum, 
Si pelago redeas, Infula navis cat, 

Si terga, veftri comitencur planttra Beotz ; 
Sed tarda gelu, fed nimis ipfe piger. 
Ceaapofitam a plecide jam lztus defpicit Aréton, 
Fiorrentefqué novo lumine adornat equos, 

! nanquam rubeat civili fanguine Tueda, 
etat attonitum decolor unda mare ! 

fo in vetitum potids defcenderet zquor, 
Quam vellet tantum moefta videre nefas, 
Conveniffe feria inter fe noverat Urfis, 

Re generi ingenium mitius se uo, 


MISCELLANIES. 


239 
Nos gens una fumus; De Scoti aomine et Angli 
Grammatici foli prelia rauea gerant. 

‘Tam bene cognatoa compefcit Carolus enfes, 

Et pacem populis fundit ab ore fuis. 

Hac illi laudem virtus immenfa minorem, 
Eripuit : nunquam bella videre potett, 

Sic gladios folvit vaginis falgur in ipfis; 
EffeGtaque poteft vix prids ire fuo. 

Sic vigil zterno regnator Phebus Olympo 
Circumfert fubitam, qua volat ipfe, diem, 

Nil illi prodeft ftellarum exercitus ingens; 

Ut poffit tencbras pellere, folus adeft, 





Se 





Sy 


EPISTLES. 
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Yo the Duke of Buckingham, upon bis marriage with 
the Lord Fairfax bis daugbter, 


1 

Beaory and ftrength together came, 

Ev'n from the birth, with Buckingham ; 

‘The little active feeds which fince are growa 

So fair, fo large, and high, ‘ 

With life itfelf were in him fown + > 

Honour and Wealth ftood like the midwives by, 

‘To take the birth into their happy hands, 

And wrapt him warm in their rich fwaddling 
bands. 

‘To the great ftock the thriving infant foon 

Made greater acquifitions of his own + 

With beauty gen’rous goodnefs be combin’d, 

Courage to ftrength, judgment to wit he join’d : 

‘Me pair’d and match’d his native virtues right, 

Both to improve their ufe and their delight. 


u 
O blefs’d conjunction of the faire fars 
That thine in human nature’s {phere ! 
But, O ! what envious cloud your influence bars ! 
I} Fortune! what doft thou do there ? 
Hadft thou the leaft of modefty, 
‘Thou’dit be afham’d that we fhould fee 
“Yhy deform’d looks, and drefs, in fuch a company. 
‘Thou wert decciv'd, rafh Goddefs ! in thy hate, 
If thou didft foolifhly believe 
‘That thou couldit him of ought deprive 
But, what men hold of thee, a great vitate. 
And here indeed thou to the full didit thew 
All that thy tyrant deity could do: 
His virtues never did thy pow’r obey : 
In diflipating ftorms and routed battles they 
Did clofe. and conftant with their captain ftay ; 
They with him into exile went, 
And kept their honie in banifhment. 
* The noble youth was often forc’d to flee 
From the infatiate rage of thee, 
Difguifed and unknown. 
Tn alll his fhapes they always kept their own 5 
Nay, with the foil of darknefs brighter fhone, 
And might unwillingly have done, 
But that juft Heav’n thy wicked will abhorr’d, 
‘What virtues moft. detet, might have betray’d 
their Lord, 








a, 

Ah! flothful Love ! could thou with patience fee 

Fortune ufurp that flow’ry {pring from thee, 

And nip:thy ref feafon with a cold, 

That comes too foot when life’s fhort car grows 
old: 

Love his grofs error faw ag laf, 

And promis’ 'd large ames for what was patt ; 

it, which is more 

e‘er knew him de 








He ‘as done it nobly, and we muft confefs 
Could do no more, tho’ he ought to do no lefs, 
What ha$ he done? he has repaid 

‘The ruins which a lacklefs war did make: 
And added to it a reward 

Greater than Conqueft for its¥hare could take: 
His whole cftate could not fuch gain produce, 
Had it lain out a hundred years at ufe. 


iv. 
Now bfeflings to thy noble choice hetide, 
Happy, and happy-making Bride! 
‘Tho’ thou art born of a viétorious race, 
And all their rougher vitory doit grace 
With gentle triumphs of thy face, 
Permit us, in this milder war, to prize 
No lefs thy yielding heart than thy victorious eyes} 
Nor doubt the honour of that field 
Where thou didft fir o’ercome e’er thou didft 

yield. 
And tho" thy Father’s martial ny ¢ 
Has fill’d the trumpets and the dritms of Fame, 
‘Thy hufband triumphs now no lefs than he, 
And it may juitly queftion’d be 
Which was the happieft conq’ror of the three. 
v. 
‘There is in Fate, (which nonc hut poets fee) 
There is in Fate the nobleft poetry, 
And fhe has fhewn, great Duke : her utmoft art 
in thee ; 

For after all the troubles of thy {cene, 
Which fo confus’d and intricate have been, 
She ‘as ended with this match tly tragi-comedy + 
We alladmire it, for, the truth te tell, 
Our poct, Fate, ends not all plays fo well; 
But this fhe as her mafter-piece docs boaft, 
And fo indced the may 5 


© 


EPISTLES, 


For in the middle a&s and turnings of the play, 
Alas! we gave our hero up for loft. 
all men I fee this with upplaufe receive ; 
Ang now let me have leave, 
trvant of the perfon and the art, 
zi 0 Tpeak this prologue to the fecond part. 








Ta the Ducheft of Buckingham. 


Tr I fhould fay that in your face were feen 
Nature’s beft piture of the Cypeiag queen ; 
Aft fhould fear, under Miner hee 
Poets (who prophets are) foretold your fume; 
‘The future age would thinkit flattcry, 
But to the prefent, which carMwitnefs be, 
“T'would feem beneath your high d&¢rts as far 
As you above the reft of women are 
When Manners’ name with Villers’ pi 
How I do rev'rence your nobility. af 
But when the virtues of your ftock T view, 
(Envy’d in your dead lord, admir’d in you) 
Thalf adore them ; for what woman can, 


Befides yourfelf, (nay, Leib fay, what man) 
by fex, and birth, ang/fate, and Sse Soce 
Yn mind, in fame worth, in living well ? 


Oh! how had this begot idolatry, 
if you had liv'd in the world’s infancy, 
When man’s tooemuch religion made the beft 
Or deities, or femi-gods at leaft ? 
But we, forbidden this by picty, 
Or if we were not, by your modefty, 
Will make eur hearts an altar, and there pray 
Not to, but for, you ; nor that England may 
Jnjoy your equal, when you once are gone, 
~ But, what’s more poflible, t? enjoy you long. 








in’d I fee, 





0 To bis very much honoured godfather, Mr. A. B. 


a 
T rove (for that upon the wings of Fame 
Shall perhaps mock Death, or ‘Time’s dart) my 
name; 
1 X love it more hecaufe "t was giv’n by you; 
* Llove it moft, vecaufe it was your name tuo: 
For if I chance to flip, a confcious fhame 
. Pjucks me, and bids me not defile your name. 
k 1. 
I I’m glad that city t’ whom I ow’d before 
! (But, ah me! Fate hath crofs’d that willing fcore) 
A father, gave me a godfather too, 
And I’m more glad becaufe it gave me you, 
‘Whom { may rightly think, and term to be, 
Of the whole city an epitome, 
I. 
1 thank my careful Fate, which found out one 
(When Nature had not licenfed my tongue 
Farther then cries) who fhould my office do, 
{d thank her more becaufe fhe found out yon, 
in whofe each louk I may a fentence fee ; 
2 whofe cach degd a teaching homily. 


eat 


Iv, 
How fhall I pay this debr‘to you? my Fate 
Denies me Indian pearl or Perfian plate 
Which though it did not, to requite you thus, 
Were to fend apples to Alcinone,. 
And fell the cunning’ft way : no, when I can 
In ev'ry leaf, in ewry verfe, write Man: 


v. 
When my quill relifheth a fchool no more, 
When my pen-feather’d Mufe hath learn’d to foae © 
And gotten wings as well as feet, look then 
For equal thanks from my unweary’d pen 5 
Till future ages fay, 't was you did give 
A name to me, and J made yout’s to live 








To bis Mifref:. 


% 
Traian dye why do you wear, 
You whofe cheeks beft fearlet are ? 
Why do you fo fondly pin 
Pure linen o’er your fkin, 
(Your ficin, that’s whiter far) 
Cafting a dufky cloud before a far? 


i 
Why bears your neck a golden chain ? 
Did Nature make your hair in‘vain ? 
Of gold moft pure and fine, * 
With gems why do you fhint 
They, neighbours to year. 
Shew but like phofphot 1 








bern 
1 Rould have all my Miftrefs’ parts 
Owe more to Nature than to arts; 
I would not woo the drefs, 
Or one whofe nights give lef 
Contentment than the day. 
She 's fair whofe beauty only makes her gay, 
Iv. . 
For ’tis not buildings make a court, @ 
Or pomp, but ’t is the king’s refort, 
If Jupiter down pour 
Himfeif, and in a fhow'r 
Hide fuch bright majefty, 
Lefs than a golden one it cannot be. 








Toa lady who defired a fong of Mr. Cowky, Be 

profented this following, 

t 

Cos, Poctry ! and with you bring along 
A rich and painted throng 
Of aobleft words into my fong: 
Into my numbers let them gently flow, 
Soft and pure, and thick as fnow, 
And turn thy numbers fill to prove 
Smooth as the fmootheft {phere above, 
And like a {phere harmonioufly move. 


n. 
Little doft thou, vain Song : thyffortune know, 


What thou art deftin’d to,] 


aaa 
And what the flars intend to do, 
Among a thoufand fongs but few can be 
. Born to the honour promis’d thee : 
Eliza's felt fhall thee receive, 
And a blefs'd being to thee give: 
Thou on her {weet and tuneful voice fhalt five. 


ha 
Her warbling tongue fhall freely with thee play, 
‘Chou on her lips fhilt ftray, . 


And dance upon the rofy-way : : 

No prince’ alive’ that would not envy thee, 

And count thee happier far than he : 

And how fhalt thou thy author crown! 

When fair Eliza fhall be known 

‘To fing thy praife, when fhe but {peaks her own. 








"Yo the Lord Falkland, for bis fafe return from the 
northern expedition againf! the Scots. 


Grear is thy charge, O North { be wife and juft, 
England commits her Falkland to thy truft : 
Return him fafe : Learning would rather choofe 
Her Bodly or her Vatican to lofe. * 

Ali things that are but writ or printed there, 

In his unbounded breaft engraven are : . 
There all the Sciences together mcet, 

And ev’ry art does all her kindred grect, 
+ Yer joftle not, nor quarrel, but as well 

Agree asin fome common principle. 

So in an army, govern'd right, we fee 

(Though out of fev'ral countrics rais’d it be) @ 
"That all their order, and their place maintain, 
‘The Englith, Dutch, the Frenchmen, and the Dane, 
So thoufand divers {pecies fill the air, 

Yet neither crowd nor mix confus’dly there ; 
Reatts, houfes, trees, and men together lic, 

Yet enter undifturb’d into the eye. 

And this great priace of knowledge is by Fate 
"Thruft into th’ nove and bus’nefs of a ftate. 

All virtaes, and fome cuftoms, of the court, 
Other men’s labour are at leaft his {port. 
Whilf we who can no action undertake, 
Whom Idlenefs itfcif might learned make, 
Who hear 6f nothing, and as yet fearce know 
‘Whether the Scots in England be or no, 

Pace duly ‘on, oft’ tire, and often ftay, 

Yet fee his nimble Pegafus fly away. 

“Lis Nature's fault, who did thes partial grow, 
And her eftate of wit on onc beltow : 

Whillt we, like younger brothers, get at beft 
But a fall ftocis, and maft work out the ref. 
How could he anfwer 't, fhould the fate think fit 
To queftion a monoply of wit ? 

Such is the man whom we require, the fame 
We lent'the North, untouch’d as is his fame. 
Heis too good for war, and ought to be 
Asfar from danger, as from fear he’s free. 

'Thofe men alone (and thofe are ufeful too} 
Whofe valour is the only art they know, 
‘Were for fad war and bloody battles born ; 
Let them the ftate defend, and he adorn. 


e 
EPISTLES.. e 























Lo the Bifeop of Lincoln, upon Bis enlargement out of 
the Tower. 


Parpon, my Lord! that lam come fo late 

Y exprefs my joy for your return of Fate. 

So when injurious Chance did you deprive 

Of liberty, at firft ] could not grieve ; 

My thoughts a while, like you, imprifan’d lay ; 
Great joys, as well as forrows, make a ftay $ 
They hinder one another in the crowd, 1 
And none are heard, whilft all would fpeak aloud, 
Should ev’ry man’s officious gladnefs hafte, 

Aud be afraid to fhew itfelf the laft, 

‘The throng-$2igtulations now would be 

Anothé lofs to you ofliberty. 

When of your freedom men the news did hear, 
Where it was with’d for, that is every where, 
Twas like the fpeech which from your lips does 
As foon as yore heard it ravifh’d all. [fall, 
So cloquent ‘Tully did from exile come ; 

‘Thus long\d-for he return’d, and cherifh’d Rome, 
Which coukeea fore his tongue and counfels mifsz 
Rome, the world’s head! was nothing without his. 
Wrong to this fecred afhes I fhould do, 

Should I compare any to him but you; 





Om . 

Nor did your fate differ from hisat all, 

Becaufe the doom of exile was his fall ; 

For the whole world without a native home, 

Is nothing but a prif’n of larger room : 

But like a melting woman fuffer’d he, 

He, who before outdid humanity : 

Nor could his fp’rit conftant and ftedfaft prove, 

Whofe art it had been, and greateft end, to move, 

You put ill Fortune in fo good a drefs, 

‘That it outfhone other micn’s happinefs, © 

Had your profper’ty always clearly gone 

As your high merits would have led it on, 

You ‘ad half been loft, and an example then 

But for the happy, the Jeaft part of men, 

Your very fuff’rings did fo graceful thew, 

"Phat fome ftrait envy'd your affli@ion too : 

For a clear confcience and heroic mind 

In ills their buf'nefs and their glory find, 

So though lefs worthy ftoncs are drown’d in night, 

The faithful di’mond keeps his native light, 

And is oblig’d to darknefs for a ray 

‘That would be more opprefs'd than help by day. 

Your foul’ then moft fhew'd her unconquer’d 
pow'r, 

Was ftronger and more armed than the Tow’r. 

Sure unkind Fate will tempt your fp’rit no more 5 

She ’as try’d her weaknefs and your ftrength bee 
fore. 

T’ oppofe him {tilt who once has conquer’d fo, 

Were now to be your rebel, not your foe. 

Fortune, henceforth, will more of Prov’dence have, 

And rather be your friend than be your flave. 








To a lady who made pofies for rings. 
i “ 


T ure thought the time would ever be 
That I should wit in dwarfith pofies fee. 


EPISTLES. 


AAs all words in few letters Eve, 
Thou to few words all fenfe doft give, 
>'T'was Nature taught you this rare art 
In'fuch atittle much to thew, 
2Nho all the good the did impsrt 
~ To womankind epitoriz’d in you. 
Ww. 
BNA as the ancients did not doubt to fing, 
s{he turning years he well compar’d t’ a riag, 
Wl write whate'er from you we-hear, 
For that ’s the pofy of the year : 
‘This diffrence only will remain, 
"That ‘Time his former face dogg.tre, 
Winding into himfelf agaiz;~ = 
But your unweary’d wit i; alyrays new. 
Nh, 
‘aid that conj'rers have an ax found out 
‘Vo carry fp’rits confin'd in rings ab\ut : 
“he wonder now will lefs appear, 
When we behold your magic he 
You by your-rings do prif’ners t= 
And chain them with your mytic {pells, 
And the ftrong witchcraft full to make, 
Love, the great devil, churm'd to thofe drcles 
dwalls. 


They who wert ciccles find, 


Say like a ring th’ equator heav’n does bind, 
When heav'n fhall be adorn’d by thee 
(Which then more heav’n than ’t is will be) 
“Vis thou muft write the pofy there. 

For it wanteth one as yet, 

‘Though the fur pals through it twice a-ycar, 
‘The fun who is eftvem’d the god of wit. 




















. v. 

Happy the hands which wear thy facres rings ; 

“They'll teach thofe hands to write myitcrious 
things. 

Let thie rings with jewels bright, 

Cutt around their coftly light, 

el ct then want no noble flone 

Ly Nature rich, and Arc refin'd, 

Yet thall thy sings give place to none, 

But only that which mutt thy marriage bind. 











To Siv Wilkam D Avenant, upon 
Gundibert, finified brfure his ovyage ta Aimer isa. 

Meruinxs heroic pocfy till now 

Jake fome fantaftie Fairy-land did fhew 3 

Gods, devils, nymphs, witches, and giants? race, 

And all but man, in mati’s chief work had place. 


Thou, like fome worthy knight, with fucred arms, | 


Dott drive the monftersthence, and end the charms: 

Tnitcad of thofe doft men and manners plant, 

‘The things which that rich foil did chielly want + 

Yet ev'n thy mortuls do their gods cxcel, 

Taught by their mufe to fight and love fo well. 
By fatal hands whiltt prefent empires fall, 

Thine from the grave paft monarchies recal, 

So much more thanks from humankind does merit 

‘The povt’s fury than the zealot’s fpirit ; 
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And from the grave thou mak’ft this empire rife, — 

Not like fome dreadful ghoft t’ affright our eyes, 

But with more luftre aud triumphant ftate 

han when it crown'd at proud Verona fat; 

So will our God rebuild man’s perifh’d fame, 

And raife him up nuuich better, yet the fame: 

So godlike poets do paft things rchearfe; ; 

Not change, but heighten Nature by their vetfo; 

With thame, methinks, great Italy mutt {ee 

Her conqu’rors rais'd to life again by thee; 

Rais'd by fuch pow rfut verfe, that ancient Rome 

May bluth no lefs to fee her wit o’ercome 

Some men their fancies like their faith derive, 

And thiok all ill but that which Rome does gives 

‘lke nrarks of old and Catholick would find, | 

To the fame chair would ‘Truth and FiGion bind, 

‘Thou in thofe beaten paths difdain'?t to tread, ‘ 

And feorn't to live by robbing of the dead: | 

Since ‘Time does all things change, thou think" 
not fit, 4 

This latter age fhould fee all new but wit. 

Thy fancy Hike a flame its way does make, 

And leaves bright tracks for following pens to 
take. 

Sure ’t was this noble boldnefs of the Mufe 

Did thy defire to feck new worlds infufe, 

And ne’er did Heav'n fo much a voyage blefs, 

}{ thou canft plant but there with like fuccefs, 


—————————— 
Lo the Royal Society, 


. 
8 

Purzosorny 1 the great and only heir 

OF all that human knowledge which has been 

Unforfeited by man’s rebellious fin, 

‘Vhough full of years he do’appear, 

(Philofophy ! I fay, and call it he, 

For whatfoc’er the painter’s fancy be, * 

ita male virtue feenis to me) 

Has {til been kept in nonage till of late, 

Nor munzg’d or enjoy’d- his vaft efiate. 

Three or four thoufund years, one would have 









thought, 
‘Yo ripenets and perfe@ion might have brought 
A Science fo well bred and nurs’d, ’ 


And of fuch hopeful parts, too, at the fir; 
But, oh: the guardians and the tutors then, 
(Some negiigent, and fome ambitious men). 
Would ne'er confent to fet him free, * 
Cr his own nat'ral pow'rs to let him fee, 
leit that fhould put an end to their authority, 

. i. 
‘That his own buf'nefs he might quite forget, c 
‘they? amus’d him with the {ports of wanton Wit : 
Wib the deferts of poetry they fed him, 
Inttead of folid meats  increafe his force ; 
Inktcad of vig’rous exercife they led him 
Into the pleaiant labyrinths of ever-frefh difcourfes 
Initead of carrying him to fee : 
‘The riches which do hoarded for hith lie 
in Nature's endlefs treafary, 
‘They chofe his eye, to entertain 


Qi 








ahh 
(His curious, but not cov’tous, eve) : 

_ With painted fcenes and pageants of the brain. 
Some few exalted fp’rits this latter age has fhewn, 
‘That labour’d to affert the liherty 
(rom guardians who were now ufurpers grown) 
OF this old minor ftill, captiv’d Philofophy ; 

But *t was rebellion call’d, to fight 
For fuch a longropprefs'd right. 
Bacon, at laft, a mighty man ! arofe, 
“Whom a wife King and Nature chofe 
Lord Chancellor-of both their laws, 
And boldly undertook the injur’d pupils caufe. 
I. 
© Authority, which did a body'boatt, 
: Though ‘twas bat air condens'd, and ftalk'd about 
Like fome old giant’s more gigantic glo, 
Fo terrify the learned rout 
‘, With the plain magic of true reafon’s light, 
- He chas'd out of our fight, 
Nor fuffer’d living men to be mifled 
_ By the vain f{hadows of the dead: 
"Yo graves, from whence it rofe, the conquer'd 
phantom fled = 

He broke that monttrous god which ftood, 

‘Jn midft of th’ orchard, and the whole did claim, 

"Which with a ufelefs feythe of wood, 

And fomething elfe not worth a name, 

(Both vatt for thew, yet neither fit 
Or to defend or to beget, 

Ridiculous and fenfelels terrors ty made 
Children and fuperftitious men afraid. 

‘The orchard’s open now, and free 5 
Bacon has broke that fearccrow deity : 

Come, enter all that will, foil: 
Behold the ripen’d fruit, come, gather now your 
Yet fill, methinks, we fain would be 

Catching at the forbidden tree 5 

We would be like the Deity; 

“When truth and faifehood, good and evil, we 
‘Without the fenfes’ uid within ouriclves wauld fee ; 
Fox *: is God only who can find 
‘All nature in bis mind, 

Ww. 
From words, which ure but pictures of the 
thought, 
(Though we our thoughts from them perverfely 
drew) 

To things; the mind's right objeét, he it brought ; 
Fike foolith birds to painted grapes we flew. 
He fought and gather'd for our ule the trucs 
‘And when on heaps the chofen punches lay, 
He prefs'd then wifely the mechanic way, 
"Pill all their juice did in one veffel join, 
Ferment into a nourifhment divine, 
"The thirfty foul’s sefrefhing wine. 
Who to the life an exact picce would make, 
‘Muit not from other's work a copy take 5 
No, not from Rubens or Vandych 5 
Much lets content himfelf to make it like 
‘Ph’ jdeas and the images which ! 
Tn his own fancy of bis memory : 
No, he before his fight mutt place 
‘She natyral and living face 5 
The real object mult command 








Fach julgment ot his eye aud motion of his hand. 








EPISTLES. 


v. 
From thefe, and all long errors of the way,- 
in which our wand’ring predeceffors went, 
And, like th’ old Hebrews, many years did fitay 
In deferts, but of {mall extent, ~ 
Bacon ! like Mofes, led us forth at laft ; cS 
The barren wildernefs he pafs'd, 
id on the very border ftand 
Of the blefs’d Promis’d land, 
‘And from the mountain’s top of his exalted wit 
Saw it him(elf, and fhew’d us it. 
But life did never to one man allow 


Time to dif orlds, and conquer too 3 
Nor © to te fhort a tine fulBicient be 
To fathom the vath deeps of Noagure's fea s 
The work he did we Sught t’ admire, 
And were univst We fhould more require 
From his feweyears, divided ’ewixt th’ excels 
Of low affttion and high happinefs + 
For who of things remote can fix his fight, 
"That's alwaeeivect uiumph or a fight: 

We os 
From you, great champions! we expect to get 
"Thefe fpacious countries but difcover'’d yet 5 


Countries where yet, inftead of Nature, we 
oz image-andeeer idols p'd fee: 
‘Vhefe large and wealthy regions fubdue, 


‘Vho’ Learning has whole armies at command, 

Quarter’d about in every land, 

A better troop she ne“er together drew. 

Methinks, like Gideon’s little band, 

God with defign has pick’d out you, 

To do thefc noble wonders by a few. 

When the whole hoft he faw, ‘They are, 

‘Foo many to o’ercome for me 

‘And now he choofes out his men, 

Much in the way that he did then; 

Not thofe many, whom he found 

Idly extended on the ground 

‘Vo drink, with their dejedted head, 

‘The fircam, jutt fo as by their mouths it fled + 

No ; but thofe few who took the waters up, 

‘And made of their laborious hands the cup. 
vi, 

Thus you prepar'd, and in the glorious fight 






faid he; 


. Their wondrous pattern, too, you take + 


‘Their old and empty pitchers firft they brake, 

‘And with their hands then lifted up the light. 

18 ! found too the trumpets here! 

Already your victorious lights appears 

New icenes of heav'n already we elpys 

‘And crowds of golden worlds on high, 

Which from the tpacious plains of earth and fea 

Could never yet difcover’d be 

By failor’s or Chaldeans watchful eye, 

Nature's great works no diftance can obfecurcy 

No {mallnefs her near objects can fecure + 

Ye ’ave taught the curious fight to prefs 

Into the privatett recels 

Of her imperecptible littlenefs 2 

Ye ’ave learn’d to read her fmalleft hand, 

And well begun her deepeft fenie to underftand. 
Soren 

Mifchief and true difhonour fall on thofe 


Who would to laughter or to fcorn expole - i 


EPISTLEs, 


ho virtuous ahd fo noble a defign, 
So human for its ufe, for knowledge fo divine, 
Ths things which thefe proud men defpife, and 
call 
. Impertinent, and vain, and fall, 
Thofe frmalleft things of nature let me know, 
> Rather than all their greateft actions do; 
“Whoever would depofed Truth advance 
No the throne ufurp’d from it, 
Mutt feel at firft the blows of ignorance, 
_ And the fharp points of envious Wit. 
So when, by various turns of the « ftial dance, 
In many thoufand years pert 3 
A far, fo long unknown, aspears, 
Though heav'n itfelf moreestteoue by it grow, 
It troubles and alarms the w low, 
Does to the wife a ftar, to fools a 


‘cor, thew. 
1x. 
With courage and fuccefs you the bolé work be- 
Your cradle has not idle been ; ~~ «Aging 











A 


| At five yea 
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None c’er but Hercules and you could be 

's’ age worthy a hiftory : 

And he’er did Fortune better yet 

‘Th? hiftorian to the ftory fit. 

-As you from all old errors free 

And ‘purge the body of Philofophy, 

So from all modern follies he ? 

Has vindicated cloquence and wit zi 

His candid ftyle like a clean ftream does flide, 

And his bright fancy all the way 

Docs, like the funfhine, in it play 5 

It does like Thames, the bett of tivers, glide, 

Where the god does not rudely overturn, 

But gently pour, the eryftal urn, 

And with judicious hands does the whole current 
guide: . 

It has all the beauties Nature can impart, 

And all the comely drefs, without the paint, of 
Art, 


— 
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An clagy on the death of Jobn Littleton, Efg. fon and 
bein 0 Sir Thomas Littleton, who was drowned 
deaping into the water to fave bis younger brother. 





Awo maf thefe waters finile again, and play 
‘About the fhore, as they did yefter"ay ? 
Wit the fon court them ftill? and hl they fhew 





No confcious wrinkle furrow’d on their brow, 
Ys 
? 


‘That to the thirlly traveller may 
Yam accurs’d, go tarn fome ather v 
















It is unjwét 3 black Fluod | thy gu: nore, 
Sprung from his lofs, than all thy w itore 
€an give tears to mourn for + birds fhall he, 





‘And deafts, henceforth, afraid to drink with 
thee. 

What have I aid! my pions rage hath been 
Too hot, and as whilft it «:cufeth fin. 
Thou'rt inmost, Pkaow, fii clear and bright, 
Fit whence fo pure a foul fhould take its flight. 
Jow ix ovr angry veal confin'd | for he 
Muft quarrel 7": and piety, 
Thar would revenge his death. Oh! I fhall fin, 
And with anon he had lefs virtnous been 
his brother (tears for him I'd spill, 
¢ all chalieng'd by the greater il}) 
for life with the rude waves, he, too, 
d when hope no faint beam could 









Fogy 
Bur fy r 
Straggled 
Leapt in: an 
fhew, 
His charity fhone moft : “ Thou fait.” faid he, 
 J.ive with me, Brother! or I'll die with thee ;”” 
And fo he did. Had he been thine, O Rome! 
"Thou wouldit have call’d his death a Martyrdom, 
‘And fainted him : my Confcience ! give me leave, 
Vl do fo too. If fate will us bereave 
Of him we honour’d living, there muft be 
* A kind of rev'rence to his memory 
‘After his death + and where more juft than here, 
Where life and end were both fo fingular ? 
He that had only talk’d with him might find 
‘A little academy in his mind ; 
Where Wifdom matter was, and fellows all 
Which we can good, which we can virtuous, call, 
Reafon and holy Fear the Proctars were, 
‘To apprehend thofe words, thofe thoughts that err. 
His learning had outrun the reft of heirs, 
Stol’n beard from Time, and leapt to twenty years, 
‘And as the {uu, though in fall glory bright, 
Shines upon ali men with impartial light, 
And a good-morrow to the beggar brings 
With as full rays as to the mightieft kings* 








So he, although#s Worth juft flate might claim,. 

‘And give to fide av honourable name, 

With courtffy to all, cloath’d virtue fo, 

‘Phat 't wad not higher than his thoughts were 
low. %e——" 

In’s body, too, no critic eye could find 

The fmalict blemish to belie his mind : 

He was all purenefs, and his ovtward part 

But reprafents the piGure of his.heart, 

When waters fwallow’d ma and did cheat 

‘The hungry worm of its expect€@meat ; 

When gems, plick’d from the fhore by ruder 
hands, 

Retutn’d again unto their native fands 5 

*Mongft all thote {poils there was not any prey 

Could equal what this brook hath ftol’n away. 

Weep then, fad Flood! and though thou'rt inno- 
cent, 

Weep, becaufe Fate made thee her inftrument : 

And when long grief have drunk up all thy ftore, 

Come to our eycs, and we will lend thee mere. 








‘On the death of the Right Hon. 


Dudley Lord Carleton, Vifeount Dorebefler, late fecre~ 
tary of fate. 


Tw infernal fitters did a council call 

Of all the fiends, to the black Stygian-hall + 
‘She dire Tartarean monfters, hating light, 
Begot by difmmal Erebus and Night, 

Where’er difpers’d abroad, hearing the fame 

Of their accurs’d meeting, thither came. 
Revenge, whofe greedy mind no blood can fill, 
And Envy, never fatisfy'd with ill. 

Thither blind Boldnefs and impatient Rage 
Reforted, with Death’s neighbour, envious Age: 
‘Thefe to opprefs the earth the Furies fent, 

‘To fpare the guilty, vex the innocent. 

The council thus diffoly’d, an angry fever, 
Whofe quenchlefs thirft by blood was fated never, 
Envying the riches, honour, greatnefs, love, 
And virtue, (loadftone that all thefe did move) 
Of noble Carleton !:hitn’ fhe took away, 

And like a greedy vulture feiz’d her prey. 
Weep with me each, who cither reads or hears, 
And know his lofs deferves his country’s tears. 


a ELEGIAC POEMS, 


"The Mufes loft a patron by his fate, 

‘Virtue 2 hufband, and a prop the ftate. 

So}'s chorus weeps, and to adorn his hearfe 

Calliope would fing a tragic verfe : 

And had there been before no fpring of theirs, 
* ‘They would have made a Helicon with tears. 
» 


& 








On the Death of my loving Friend and Coufin, Mr. 
Richard Clarke, late of Lincoln’ s-Inn, Gent. 


Ir was decreed by ftedfait Deftiny, 

(The world from chaos turn’d) that all thould die. 
He who durft feariefs pafs hick Acheron, 
And dangers of th’ infernal regio; 

Leading Hell’s triple porter captivate, 

‘Was overcome himfelf by conqu’ring Fate. 
‘The Roman Tully’s pleafing eloquence, 
Which in the ears did lock up evesy fenfe 

Of the rapt hearer ; his mellifluous breath 
Could not at all charm {till remorfelefs Death; 
Nor Solon, fo by Greece admir’d, could fave 
Hinvfelf, with all his wifdom, from the grave. 
Stern Fate bropgb+’Maro to his fun’ral Hame, 
And would have ended in that fire his fame ; 
Burning thofe lofty lines, which now fhall be 
‘Time's conqu'rors, and outlaft eternity. 
-Ev’n b. lov’d Clarke from death no “feape could. 

ind, 

Tho’ arm’d with great Aledes’ valiant mind, 
He was adorn’d in years, tho’ far more young, 
With learned Cicero's, or a fweeter togue 5 
And ‘could dead Virgil hear bis lofty itrain, 
He would condemn his own to fire again. 

His youth a Soton’s wifdom did prefage, 

Had envious Time but giv'n him Solon’s age : 
Who would not, therefore, now, if Learning's 

. friend, 
* Bewail his fatal and untimely end ? 

Who bath fuch hard, fuch unrelenting eyes, 
As not tg weep when fo much virtue dics ? 
‘The god of poets doth in darknefs fhroud 

His glorious face, and weeps behind a cloud. 
‘The doleful Mufes thinking now to write 

Sad clegics, their tears confound their fight ; 
Bur him ¢’ Elyfian’s tafting joys they bring, 
Where winged angels his fad requicms fing. 








* On the Death of Sir Henry Wootton, 


Waar thall we fay, fince filent now is he, 
‘Who, when he fpoke, all things would filent be? 
‘Who had fo mdny languages in ftore, 

‘That only Fame fhall ipeak of him in more! 
‘Whom England now no more return’d muft {ce ? 
He's gore to Heav’n on his fourth embaify. 

On earth he travell’d often; not to fay 

He'd been abroad, or pals’d loofe time away. 

In whatfoever land he chane’d to come, 

He read the men and manners, bringing home 








BAT: 
Their wifdom, learning, and their piety, 

As if he went to conquer, not to ice. 

So well he underftood the moft and beft 

Of tongues that Babel fent into the Weft, 

Spoke them fo truly, that he had (you'd fwear) 
Not only liv’d, but been born every where. 
Joftly each nation’s fpeech to him was known, -. 
Who for the world was made, not us alone. 

Nor ought the language of that man be lefs, 
Who in his breaft had all things to exprefs. 


| We fay that icarning’s endlefs, and blanic Fate. 


For not allowing life a longer date; 

He did the utmoit bounds of knowledge find; 
He found them not fo large as was his mind; 
But, like the brave Pellzan youth, did moan 
Becaufe that Art had wo more worlds than one; 
And when he faw that he threugh ail had pafs’d, 
He dy’d, ieft he fhould idle grow at laft. 


ory 


On the Death of Mr. Fordan, fecond Moafter at 
W efininfier Sclaoh, 


Hence! and make room for me, all you who 
come 

Only to read the epitaph on this tomb, 

Here lies the mafter of my tender years, 

‘The guardian of my parents’ hope and fears; 

Whole government ne’er ftood me in a tear; 

All weeping was referv'd to Spend it here. 

Come hither, all who his rare virtues knew, 

And mourn with me ; he was yeur tutor too. 

Let's join our fighs, till they fly far, and thew 

His native Belgia what fhe’s now to do. 

The league of grief bids her with us lament 5 

By her he was brought forth, and hither fent 

In payment of all mon we there had loft, 

all the Englith blood thofe wars have coft. 

Wifely cid Nature this learn’d man divides, 

His birth was theirs, his death the mournful pride 

Of England : and t avoid the envious ftrife 

Of other lands, ali Europe had his life, 

But we in chief: our country foon was grown 

A dcbtor more to him than he to his own, 

He pluck'd from youth the follies and the crimes, 

And built up men againft the future times: 

For ‘deeds of age are in their caufes then 

And tho’ he taught but boys, he made the men, 

Hence ’t was a mafter, in thofe ancient days, 

When men fought knowledge firit, and by it 
praife: . 

Was a thing full of rev'rence, profit, fame, 

Father itfelf was but a fecond name, 

He fcorn’d the profit; his inftructions all 

Were like the {eience, free and liberal. 

He deferv’d honours, but defpis'’d them too, 

As much as thofe who have them others do. 

He knew not that which compliment they call; 

Could flatter none, but himéelf leaft of all. 

So true, fo faithful, and fo juft as he, 

Was nought on earth, but his own memory: 

His memory! where ail things written were 

As fure and fix’ as in Fate’s books they are, 


Qa 
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‘Thus he in arts fo vaft a treafure gain’d, 

Whilft fill the ufe came in and ftock remain’d: 
And having purchas’d all that man can know, 
He labour’d with it to enrich others now : 

Did thus anew and harder tafk fuftain, 

Like thofe that work in mines for others’ gain. 
He, tho’ more nobly, had mach more to do 

‘Yo fearch the vein, dig, purge, and mint it too: 
‘Tho’ my excufe would be, I mutt confefs, ” 
Much better, had his diligence been lefs. 

But if a Mule hercaftcr {mile on me, 

And fay, Be thou a poct ; men hall fee 

‘hat none could a more grateful feholar have ; 
For what I ow’d his life, 1’ll pay his grave. 





On the Death of Sir Anthony Vandyck, the famous 


Painter, 


Vawnven isdead; but what bold Mute fhall dare 

(‘Uho’ poets in that word with painters fhare) 

‘T" exprefs her fadnefs? Poefy muft become 

An art, like painting here, an art that’s dumb. 

Let’s all our folemn grief in filence keep, 

Like fome fad pidure which he made to weep, 

Or thofe who faw't; for none his works could 

view, 

Unmov'd with the fame paflions which he drew. 

His pieces fo with their live objects ttrive, 

"hat both or piéures fcem, or both alive, 

Nature herfeit, amaz’d, does doubting ftand 

Which is her own, and which the painter's hand, 

And does attempt the like, with lefy fuccets, 

When her own work in twins the would exprefs. 

His all-refembling pencil did outpafs 

‘The mimick imag’ry of looking-glafs, 

Nor was his life lefs perfect than his art ; 

Nor was his hand lefs erring than his heart : 

‘Thera was no falfé or fading colour there, 

“Uhe figures {weet and well-proportion’d were. 

Moft other men, fet next to him in view, 

Appear'd more fhadows than the men he drew, 

‘Thus ftill he liv’d, till Heav'n did for him cal}, 

Where rev’rend Luke falutes him firft of all; 

Where he beholds new fights, divinely fair, 

And could almoft with for his pencil there ; 

Did he not gladly fee how all things thine, 

Wondroufly painted in the mind Divine, 

Whilft he, for ever ravrth’d with the thew, 

Scorns his own art which we admire below. 
Only his beanteous lady ftill he loves ; 

(The love of heav’nly obje@s heav’n improves) 

He fees bright angels in pure beams appear, 

And thinks on her he left fo like them here. 

And you, fair Widow! who ftay here alive, 

Since he fo much rejoices, ceafe to grieve. 

Your joys and griefs were wont the fame to be; 

Begin not now, blefs’d Pair! to difagree. . 

No wonder death mov'd not his gen’rous mind, 

You, and a new-born you, he left behind. 

Ev'n Fare exprefs'd hia love to his dear wife, 

Aud let him end your picture with his life. 





POEMS. 


On the Death of Mr. William Harsh, 


t 
Tmmodicis brevis et wtas, et rara fenefus, MART. 
ee 
1 . 


Tr was a difmal and a fearful night, 
Scarce could the Morn drive on th’ unwilling 
Light, 
When Sleep, Death’s image, left my troubled 
brealt, 

By fomcthing liker death poffefs’d : 

My cycs with tears did uncommanded flow, 

And on my foul behg the dull weight 

Of fome intolerdule fate, 

What bell was that ? Ah mc! too much I know. 
n. 

My fweet Companion! and my gentle Peer ! 

Why hatt thou left me thus unkindly here, 

‘Thy end for ever, and my life, to moan? 

© thou hat left me all alone! 

‘hy foul and body, when death's agony 

Belieg’d around thy noble heart, 

Did not with more reluétance part, 

‘Than I, my deareft Friend! do part from thee. 
uh 

My deareft Friend ! would I had dy’d for thee ! 

Life and this world, henceforth, will tedious be 5 

Nor fhall know hercafter what to do, 

If once my griefs prove tedious too, 

Silent and fad I walk about all day, 

As fullen ghofts ftalk {peechlefs by 

Where their hid treafures lie: 

Alas! my treafure’s gone, why do I ftay? 
iv. 

He was my friend, the trueft friend on carth ; 

A ftreng and mighty influence join’d our birth + 

Nor did w vy the moft founding name, 

By Friendthip giv’n of old to Fame. 

None but bis brethren he, and fifters, knew, 

Whoni the kind youth preferr'd to me ; 

And ev’n in that we did agree; 

For much above myfelf I lev’d them too, 

3 ve 

Say, for you faw us, ye Immortal lights ! 

How oft, unweary’d, have we fpent the nights, 

‘Till the Ledaan ftars, fo fam’d for love, 

Wonder’d at us from above ? 

We fpent them not in toys, in lufts, or wine, 

But fearch of deep philolophy, 

Wit, eloquence, and poctry ; 

Arts which I lov’d; for they, my Friend 





fthine, 


T were 


‘IL 
“Ye Fields of Cambridge our dear Cambridge ? 


fay, 
Have you not feen us walking ev'ry day ? 
Was there a tree about which did not know 
The love betwist ustwo?  ” 
Henceforth, ye gentle I'rees! for ever fade, 
Or your fad branches thicker join, 
And into darkiome fhades combine, 
Dark as the grave wherein my friend is laid. 
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vite 
neeforth no learned youths beneath you fing, 
TTHL all the tuneful birds t’ your boughs they 
bring 5 
No tunefit birds play with their wonted cheer, 
And call the learned youths to hear ; 





“ 


But all, with fad folemnity, 

Mate and unmoved be, : 

‘Mute as the grave wherein my friend does lie. 
vilL 

‘To him my Mufe made hafte with ev'ry ftrain, 

Whilft it was new, and warm yet from the brain. 

He lov'd my worthlefs rhymes; and, like a friend, 

Would find out fomething to commend. 


Hence, now, my Mute! thou canft not me delight; | 


Be this my latett verfe, 

With which | now adprn his hearfe, 

And this my grief, without thy help, fhall write. 
K ¢ 


Ok 
Had 1a wreath of bays about my brow, 

I fhould contemn that floer'fhing honour now, 
Condemn it to the fire, and joy to hear 

It rage and crackle there. 

Inftcad of bays, crown with fad cyprefs me 5 
Cyprefs! which tombs docs beautify : 

Not Phocbus gritv'd fo much as I 

For him, who firfk was made that mournful tree. 


X 
Large was his foul; as large a foul as ¢’er 
Submitted to inform a body here + 
Highas the place ’t was fhortly in heav'n to have, 
But low and humble as his grave : 
So high, that all the Virtues there did come 
a\s to the chiefett feat, 
Confpicuous and great 
Su low, that for me, too, it made a room, 


x1, 
He feorn'd this bufy world below, and all 
‘That we, miftaken mortals, pleafure call; 
Was fiil'd with inn’cent gallantry and truth, 
‘Triumphant o'er the fins of youth, 
He, like the ftars, to which he now is gone, 
‘That shine with beams like flame, 
Yet burn not with the fame, 
| Had all the light of youth, of the fire none. 
xm. 
Knowledge he only fought, and {o foon caught, 
As if for him Knowledge had rather fought : 
Nor did more learning ever crowded lie 
In fuch a fhort mortality. 
* Whene’er the fkilful youth difcours’d or writ, 
Still did the notions throng 
About his el’quent tongue ; 
Nor could his ink flow fafter than his wit. 
xu. 
So ftrong a wit did nature to him frame, 
As all things but his judgment overcatne ; 
His judgment like the heav’nly moon did thew, 
‘Temp'ring that mighty fea below. 
O had he liv'd in Learning’s world, what bound 
Would have been able to controul 
His overpow’ring foul ? 
| Weave loft in him arts that not yet are found, 


No whiftling winds through the glad branches fy, | 
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: mv. ; 
His mirth was the pure fp’rits of various wit, 

! Yet never did his God or friends forget ; 

| And when deep talk and wifdomcame in view, 

Retir'd, and gave to them their due. 

For the rich help of books he always took, 

‘Tho’ his own fearching mind hefore 

Was fo with notions written o’er, 

As if wife Nature had made that her book. 

xv. 

So many virtues join'd in him, as we 

Can fearce pick here and there in hiftory: 

More than old writers’ practice e’er could reach, 

as much as they could ever teach. 

‘Vhefe did Religion, queen of Virtues, fway, 

And all their facred motions fleer, 

Jud like the firft and higheft {phere, . 
Which wheels about, and turns ali heav’a one way. 
xv. 

With as much zeal, devotion, piety, 
He always liv’d, as other faints do die. 
Still with his foul fevere account he kept, 
Weeping ail debts out e’er he flept: 
‘Vhen down in peace and innocence he lay, 
Like the fun's laborious light, 
Which ftili in water fets at night, 
Unfully’d with his journey of the day. 
xvi. 
Wondrous young Man! why wert thou made fe 
aod, 
To be thateh’d hence e’er better underftoad ? 
Snatched before half of thee enough was feen ! 
‘Lhou ripe, and yet thy life but green! 
Nor could thy friends take their laft fad farewell, 
But danger and infectious death 
Malicioufly feiz’d on that breath 
Where life, fp'rit, pleafure, always us'd to dwell. 
XVI. 
But happy thou, ta’en from this frantic age! 
Where ign’rance and hypocrify does rage ! 
A fitter time for heav'n no foul e’er chofe, 
‘The place now only free from thofe. 
There ’mong the blefs’d thou doft for ever thine, 
And wherefo'er thou caift’{t thy view 
Upon that white and radiant crew, 
Sceft aot a foul cloth’d with more light than thine, 
xix. 
And if the glorious faints ceafe not to know 
‘Their wretched friends who fight with life below, 
Thy flame to me does ftill the fame abide, 
Only more pure and rarify’d : 
‘Lhere, whilit immortal hymns thou dot rehearfe, 
‘Thon dof with holy pity fee 
Our dull and earthly pocfy, 
Where grief and mis’ry can be join’d with verfe. 


SS 


On the Death of Mr. Crapaw. 


Poerr and Saint ! to thee alone are giv’n 
‘The two moft facred names of carth and heav’n, 
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The hard and rareft unfon which can be, 

Next that of Godhead with humanity. 

Long did the Mufes banith’d flaves abide, 

And built vain pyramids to mortal pride ; 

Like Mofes thou, (tho’ {pells andcharms withftand) 

Haft Brought them nobly home back to their Holy 
Land. 

Ah, wretched We! poets of earth! but thou 
‘Wert living the fame poet which thou’rt’ now. 
Whilft angels fing to thee their airs divine, 

And joy in an applavfe fo great as thine, 

Equal fociety with them to hold, 

"Thou need’it not make new fongs, but fay the old: 
And they, kind Spirits! hall all rejoice to fee 
How little lefs than they exalted man may be. 

Still the old Heathen gods in numbers dwell, 
‘The heav’nlieft thing on earth {till keeps up hell 
Nor have we yet quite purg’d the Chriftian land; 
Still idols here, like calves at Bethel, ftand : 

And tho’ Pan's death long fince all or’cles broke, 
Yet fill in rhyme the fiend Apollo fpoke : 

Nay, with the worft of Heathen dotage we 
(Vain men!) the montter Woman dcify ; 

Find ftars, and tie our fates.there in a face, 

And Paradife in them, by whom we lofl it, place. 
‘What diff’rent faults corrupt our Mufes thus? 
‘Wanton as girls, as old wives fabulous! 

‘Thy fpotlefs Mufe, like Mary, did contain 
‘The boundiefs Godhead , the did well difdain 

hat her eternal verfe employ’d fhould be 
On a iefs fubject than eternity ; 
And for a facred mittrefs {corn’d to take, 
But her whom God himielf fcorn’d not his fpoufe 
to make, 
Mt (in a kind) her miracles did do ; 
A fruitful mother was, and virgin too. 
How, well blefs’d Swan ! did Fate contrive thy 
death, 
And made thee render up thy tuneful breath 
In thy great miftrefs’ arms*? thou mofl divine 
Arf richelt off’ring of Loretto’s fhrine | 
‘Where, like fome holy facrifice't’expire, 
A fever burns thee, and Love lights the fire. 
Angels, they fay, brought the fam’d chapel there, 
And bore the facred load in triumph thro’ the air. 
Tis furer much they brought thee there, and they 
And thou, their charge, went finging all the way. 

Pardon, my Mother Church: if f confent 
‘That’ angels led him when from thee he went; 
For ev’n in error fure no danger is, 

When join’d with fo much piety as his. 

Ah, mighty God! with fhame I fpeak’t, and grief, 
Ah! that our greateft faults were in belief! 

And our weak reafon were ev'n weaker yet, 
Rather than thus our willstoo ftrong for it. 

His faith, pethaps, in fome nice tenets might 

Be wrong ; his life, I’m fure, was in the right : 
And I myfelf a Catholic will be, 

So far, at leaft, great Saint ! to pray to thee. 

Hail, Bard triumphant‘ and fome care beftow 
On us, the Poets militant below: 

Oppos'd by our old en’my, adverfe Chance, 
Afttack'd by Envy and by Ignorance, 


© Mz, Crofhum, died of a fever at Leretto, Being newly chosen 
Ganon ot nat church. 





ELEGIAC POEMS. 


Enchain’d by Beauty, tortur'd by Defires, . 

Expos'd by tyrant Love to favage beafts and fires, 

Thou from low carth in nobler flames didft-rife, 

And, like Elijah, mount alive the fkies : 

Elifha-like, (but with a with much lefs, 

More fit thy greatnefs and my littlenefs) 

Lo! heré I beg, (t whonr thou once didit prove 

So humble to efteem, fo good to love) 

Not that thy fp’rit might on me doubled be. 

1 afk but half thy mighty fp’rit for me; - 

And when my Mufe foars with fo ftrong a wing, 

Twill rem of things divine, and firft of thee, to 
ge 





Upon the Death of the Earl of Balarres. 


Ts 


Ts folly all that can be faid 

By living mortals of.th’ immortal dead, 

And I'm afraid they laugh at the vain tearswe fhed, 

"Tis asif we, who ftay behind 

In expectation of the wind, 

Should pity thofe who pafs'd this freight before,“ “* 

And toucl the univerfai fhore. 

Ah! happy Man! who art to fait no more! 

And if it feem ridiculous to grieve 

Becaufe our friends are newly come from fea, 

"Tho’ ne’er fo fair and calm it be, 

What would all fober men believe, 

Ki they fhould hear us fighing fay, 

Kalcarres, who but th’ other day 

Wid all our love and our re{peét command, 

At whofe great parts we ali amaz’d did ftand, 

Is from a ftorm, alas! caft fuddenly on iand? 
iL 

If you will fay, few perfons upon earth 

Did, more than he, deferve to have 

A life exempt from fortune and the grave, 

Whether you look upor his birth, 

And anceftors, whofe fame’s fo widely fpread, 

But anceftors, alas! who long ago are dead! 

Or whether you confider more 

The vaft increafe, as fure you ought, 

Of honour by his labour bought, 

‘And added to the former ftore 5 

All I can anfwer is, that I allow 

The privilege you plead for, and avow, 

‘That as he well deferv’d, he doth enjoy it now. 
ul. 

Tho’ God, for great and righteous ends, 

Which his unerring providence intends, 

Erroneous mankind fhould not underttand, 

Would not permit Balcarres’ hand, 

"That once, with fo much induftry and art, 

Had clos’d the gaping wounds of ev'ry part, 

To perfe& his diftratted nation’s cure, 

Or ftop the fatal bondage “twas t’ endure 5 

Yet for his pains he {oon did him remove, 

From all th’ oppreffion and the wo 

Of his frail body’s native foit below, 
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To his foul's tue and peaccful country above : 
So godlike kings, for fecret caufes, known, 
Sometimes, but to thenfelves alone, 
One or their ableft minifters cleat, 
And fend abroad, to treaties which they intend 
Shall never take effed 5. 
” But tho’ the treaty wants a happy end, 
The happy agent wants not the reward 
For which he labour’d faithfully and hard 
His uit and righteous mafter calls him home, 
* And gives him near himfelf fume honourable 
room, 
Iv. 
Noble and great endeavours did he bring 
‘To fave his country, and reftore his King 5 
And whikt the manly ‘half of him, which thofe 
Who know not love to be the whole fuppofe, 
Perform'd all parts of Virtue’s vigorous life, 
The beautcous half his lovely wife, 
Did all his labours and his cares divide, 
Nor was a lame nor paralytic fide : 
In all the turns of human ftate, 
And all th’ unjuit attacks of Fate, 
She bore her fhare and portion Mill, 
And would not fulfer any to be ill, 
Unfortunate for ever let me be, 
WAL belitve thaP TWh was he 
Whom in the ftorms of bad fuccefa, 
And ail that error calls unhappinefs, 
His virtue and his virtuous wife did ftill accom- 
pany. 


ve 

With thefe companions ’t was not ftrange 
That nothing could his temper change. 

His own and country’s ruin Lad not weight 
Enough to crush his mighty mind : 

He faw around the hurricanes of ftate, 

Fix'd as an ifland ’gainft the waves and wind, 
Thus far the greedy fea may reach, 

All outward things are but the beach; 
great man’s foul it doth affault in vain ; 
Their God himfelf the ocean doth reftrain 
- With an imperceptible chain, 

And bid it to go back again, 

His wifdom, juftice, and his piety, 

His courage, both to fuller and to die, 

His virtues, and his lady, too, 

Were things celeftial: and we fee, 

In fpight of quarrelling Phitofophy, 

How in this cafe ’t is certain found, 

That Heav'n ftands fill, and only earth goes round. 





On the Death of Mrs, Catharine Philips. 


1s 

Cavet Difeafe! ah, could it not fuffice 

‘Thy old and conftant fpight to exercife 

Aguinft the gentle and the faireft fex, 

Which till thy depredations moft do vex ? 

Where flill thy malice moft of all, 

(Thy malice or thy luft) does on the faireft fall, 
; And in them moft affault the fatreft place. 


age 
‘There was enough of that here to affiage 

(One would have thought) either thy Inf Op rage. 
Was’t not enough when thou, profane Difeaie ! 
Didft on this glorious temple feize ? 


Hl ‘Was’t not encugh, like a wild zealot, there 


All the rich outward ornaments to tear, 

Deface the innocent pride of beauteous images? 

Was’t not enough, thus rudely to defile, 

But thou mutt quire deftroy the goodly pile ? 

And thy unbounded facrilege commit 

‘On th’ inward holicf holy of her holy wit ? 

Cruel Difeafe! there thoy miftook’it thy pow’r; 

No mine of Death can that devour; 

On her embalmed name it will abide 

An everlafting pyramid, 

As high asheav’n the top, as earth the bafis wides 
1%, 


All ages paft record, all countries now, 

Tu various kinds fuch equal beauties thew, 

‘That ev’n Judge Paris would not know 

On whom the golden apple to beftow ; 

‘Though goddefles to his fentence did fubmit, 

Women and lovers would appeal from it 3 

Nor durft he fay, of all the female race’ 

This is the fov’reign face, 

And fome (though thefe be of a kind that’s rare, 

‘That's much, ah! much lefs frequent than the faie}. 

So equally renown’d for virtuc are, 

That it the mother of the gods nright pofe, 

When the beft woman for her guide the chofe 

But if Apello thould defign 

A woman Laurcat to make, 

Without difpute he would Orinda take, 

‘Though Sappho and the famous Nine 

Stocd by and did repine. 

To bea princefs or a queerr 

Is great, buc 't is a greatnefs always feen s 

The world did never but two women know 

Who, one by fraud, th’ other by wit, did rife 

To the two tops of fp’ritual dignities, 

One female Pope of old, one female Poet now? 
ita 

Of female poets, who had names of old, 

Nothing is fhewn, but only told, 

And all we hear of them perhaps may be 

Male-flatt’ry only, and male-poetry ! 

Few minutes did their beauties’ lightning wafte, 

‘The thunder of their voice did longer la, 

But that, too, foon was paft: 

The certain proofs of our Orinda’s wit 

In her own lafting characters are writ, 

And they will long my praife of them furvive, 

Though long perhaps, too, that may live. 

‘The trade of giory manag"d by the pen, 

‘Though great it be, and every where is found, 

Does bring in but iimali profit to us men ; 

‘Tis by the number of the fharers drowntd : 

Orinda on the female coafts of Fame 

Engroffes all the goods of a poetic name + 

She does no partner with her fee, 

Does all the bus’nefs there alone which we 

Are fore'd to carry on by a whole company. 
iv. 

But wit’s like a luzariant vine, 

Tinlefe ea U. 
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Firm and erect towards heav’n bound ; 

‘Though it with beauteous leaves and pleafant fruit 
be crown’d, 

It lies deform’d, ‘and rotting on the ground. 

Now fthame and blofhes on us all, 

‘Who our own fer fuperior call! 

Orinda does our boafting fer outdo, 

Not in wit only, but in virtue too: 

She does above our beft examples rife . © 

In hate of vice and {corn of vanities. 

Never did fpirit of the manly make, 

snd dipp’d all o'er, in Learning’s facred lake, 

A temper more invulnerable take. 

No violent paffion could an entrance find 

Knto the tender goodnels of her mind ; 

‘Through walls of {tone thofe furious bullets may 

Force their impetuous way ; 
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When her foft breatt they hit, pow’rlefs and dead 
they lay. 


v. ‘ 
The Fame of Friendfhip which fo long had told 
Of three or four illuftrious names of old, 
Till hoarfe and weary with the tale the grew, 
Rejaices now to ’ave got a new, 
A new, and more furprifing ftory, 
Of fair Leucafia’s and Orinda’s glory. r 
As when a prudent man does once perceive 
‘That in fome foreign country he mutt live, 
The language and the manners he does ftrive 
‘To underftand and pradt:fe here, 
That he may come no ftranger there ; 
So well Orinda did herfelf prepare, 
in this much-different clime, for her remove 
Tothe glad world of Poetry and Love, 








ee 





PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 





Yo the truly worthy and noble Sir Kenelm Dighy, Knight. 


Truss latter age the lees of time, has known 
Few that have made both Pallas’ arts their own 5 
But you, great Sir! two laurels wear, and ‘are 
‘ViGtorious in peace as well as war + 
Learning by right of conqueft is your own, 
And ev'ry jib’ral art your captive grown 5 
As if neglected Science (for it now 

» Mea otmecteterders) fled for help to you 5 
Whom I muft follow, and Jet this for me 
An carneft of my future fervice be ; 
Which I thould fear to fend you, did I know 
Your judgment only, not your candour too = 
Vor 't was a worl ftol’n (though you'll juftly call 
“This play as fond as thofc) from Cat or Ball. 
Had it been written fince, I fhould, 1 fear, 
Scarce have abftain’d from a philofopher, 
‘Which by tradition here is thought to be 
A neceffary part in comedy. : 
Nor need I tell you this ; each line of it 
Betrays the time and place wherein "t was writ 5 
And { could wift that I could fafely fay, 
Beater, this play was made but th’ other day. 
Yet 't is not ftuff'd with names of gods, hard 

words, 

Such as the metamorphofes affords : 
Nor has ’t a part for Robinfon, whom they 
At {chool account effential to a play, 
‘The ftyle is low, fuch as you'll eafily take 
Vor what a {wain might fay, and a boy make. 
‘Take it, as early fruits which rare appear, 
‘Though not half ripe, but wertt of all the year ; 
And it it pleafe your tafte, my Mufe will fay, 
‘Vhe birch which crown'd her then is grown a bay. 





Epilogue, fpoken by Alupis. 


"(we Author bid me tell you—’Faith I have 
Forgot what "twas ; and J'm avery flave 

If L know what to fay but only this, 

Be merry; that my, counfel always is, 

Let no grave man knit up his brow, and fay 

"Vis foolith ; why ?:’t was a boy made the play; 
Ror any yet of thole that fit bebind, 





Becaufe he goes in plufh, be of his mind. 

Let none his time, or his fpent moncy, grieve: ~. 
Be merry :. give me your hands, andT’lll believe’ 
Or if you will not, I'll goin and fee : 
If I can turn the Author’s mind, with me 

‘To fing away the day, 

For ’tis but a folly 

To be melancholy, 

Since that can’t mend the play. 


eee 
Prologus, Naufragium Focularce 


Ex: foras inepte; nullamne habebunt hic como 
diam ? ; 

Exi, inquam, inepte : aut incipiam ego cum Epi - 
logo. 

‘Tun’ jam Sophifta junior, et modeftus.adhuc ? 

Fgo nihil poffum, preter quod catera folent, 

Salvete cives Attict, et corona florentiffima, 

Utinam illam videretis, plus hoc fpe@aculo 

Rifuros vofmet credo, quam tota in Comedia. 

Jam nune per rimam aliquam ad vos omnegad- 
fpicit. 

Nifi placide intucamini, atum eft de Puero. 

Trageedia ifthc fiet, et Naufragium verum. "I 

Di@urus modo Prologum, novi, inguit, peccatum 
meum. 

Prodire nifi perfonatus, in hanc frequentiam 

Non audet, ct plus fu rubefcit purpura, 

Ilius ergd cauf4, finite exorator fiem 

Ut nequis Poéta vitio vortat novitio, 

Quodque non folet fieri, infolentiam putet. 

Nifi fari inceptaverit, nemo eft futurus eloquens, | 

Qui modo pulpitum fortius, aut Scenam concutit, . 

Aliquando balbutivit ac timuit loqui. . 

Neque annosnovem pofcite; non eft, Spectatorey 
optimi, 

Adulta res, fed puerilis, ludere. 

Vetus Potita Comico ceflit in convitium. 

Quis fuum diecole invidet crepufculum ? 

Quis soles quod primo oritur, extinguit purpus 
Tam! <# 

Favete et huic Flori, ne tanquam Solftitialis Heys. 
bula : 

Repenté cxortus, repentine occidat, 


PROLOGUES 
Epilogue. Naufragiug Foculare. 
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Haser 3 peratta eft Fabula ; nil reftat denique : 
Nifi ue vos valere jubeam ; quod ut fiat mutuo, 
Valere et nos etiam jubeatis precor. 

Nanfragium fic non crit ; nam vobis, fi placuimus, 
Ut acurHlime obfervat Gnomicus, Vir admirabilis, 
Jam nunc in vado fumus cum Proverbio, 








Prologue to the Guardian, before the Prince. 


‘Who fays the times do learning difallow ? 
Lis falfe; *t was never honour d fo a3 now. 
When you appear, great Prince ! our night is done; 
You are our morning ftar, and {ball be our fun, 
But our fcene ’s London now, and by the rout 
‘We perith, if the Roundfreads be about. 

For now no ornament the head muft wear, - 
No bays, a0 mitre, not-fo much as hair. 

How can a play pafs fafely, when, ye know, 
Cheapfide-Crofs falls for making but a thew? 
Our only hope is this, that it may be 

A play may pafs, too, made extempore, 

‘Though other arts poor and neglected prow, 
‘They'll admit poefy, which was always fo. 

But we contemn the fury of thefe days, 

And feern no lefs their cenfure than their praife. 
Our Mufet blefs’d Prince ! does only on you rely, 
Would gladly live, but not refufe to die, 
Accept our hafty zeal ; a thing that’s play’d 
E'er’t isa play, and ated e’er ’t is made. 

Our ign’rance, but our duty, too, we thew : 

4 would all ign'rant people would do fo! 

At other times times expe our wit or art; 
“Fhis comedy is adted by che heart. 


Se 


Epilogue to the Guardian. 


Tar play, Great Sir! isdone ; yet needs mutt fear, 

‘Though you brought all your father’s mercies here, 

It may offend your highnefs, and we 'ave now 

‘Three hours done treafon here, for ought we 
know. 

But pow'r your Grace can ahove Nature give ; 

it can give pow’r to make abortives live : 

Io which, if our bold wifhes thould be crofs’d, 

*Tis but the life of one poor weck ’t his loft : 

Though it fhould fall beneath your mortal fcarn, 

Scarce could it die more quickly than ’t was born. 





Prologue tothe Cutter of Colema-Strect. 


As when the midland fea is no where clear 
From dreadful fleets of Tunis and Argier, 

Which coait about, to all they meet with foes, 
‘And upon which nought cun be got but blows; ¥ 





AND EPILOGUES 


The merchant thips fo much their paffage doubt, 

That, though full-freighted, none dares venture 
out, 

And trade decays, and fearcity enfues : 

Juft fo the tim’rous wits of jate refufe, 

Though laded, to put forth upon the flage, 

Affrighted hy the critics of this age. 

it is a party num’rous, watchful, bold; 

they from nought, which fails in fight, wich- 

old. . 

Nor do their cheap, though mortal, thunder fpare 5 

They fhoot, alas ! with windguns charg’d with air, 

But yet, Gentlemen Critics of Argier, 

For your own int’reft I'd advife ye here 

To let this little forlorn hope go hy, 

Safe and untouch’d, That mult not be, you'll cry, 

If ye be wife it mut; I'l tell you why, 

there are feven, cight, nine—ftay—there’ are bee 
hind 

Ten plays at leaft, which wait Int for a wind. 

And the glad news that we the en’my mifs, 

And thofe are all your own if you {pare this: 

Some are but new trimm’d up, others quite new, 

Sonre ky known fhipwrights built, and others toa 

By that great author made, who’er he be, 

"Vhat ttiles hi 






alelf Perfon of Quality. 

we mifcarry here tedas——-.---—, 
Will rather till they rot in th’ harbour flay ; 

Nay, they will back again, though they were come 
Fy'n to their laft fafe road, the Tiringroom, 
‘Pherefore again I fay, if yoube wife, 

this for once pafs free ; let it fuffice 

at we, your fov'reign pow’r here to avow, 

‘Thus hunrly, e’er we pafs, ftrike fail co you. 






Added at Court. 


Srav, Gentlemen 3 what Ihave faid, was all 
But fore’d fubmiffion, which I now recall. 
Ye're all but pirates now again ; for here ° 
Does the true Sov reign of the feas appear, 

‘he Sov'reign of thefe narrow feas of wit ; 
“hames ; he knows and governs it, 
’Tis his dominion and domain ; as he 

Pleafes ’t is either fhut to us, or free. 

Not only if his paffport we obtain, 

We fear no little rovers of the main ; 

But if our Neptune his calm vifage thew, 

No wave fhall dare to rile,’or wind to blow. 








Epilogue fpoken by the Cutter. 


Meruixnks a vifion bids me Gilence break, 
[Without his perukes 

And fome words to this congregation fpeak 5 

So great and gay a one I ne’er did meet 

At the fifth monarch’s court in Coleman-freet. 

Eat yet 1 wonder much not to efpy a 

Brother in al! this court call’d Zephaniah. 

Blefs me! where are we ? what may this place be? 

For I begin my vifion now to fez 
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‘That this is a mere theatre ; well, then, 

Hf't be e’en fo, I'l Cutter be again. 

Not Cutter the pretended Cava lier; 

For, +o confefs ingenioufly here ; 

‘Ko you, who always of that party were, 

I never wasof any; up and down 

Lroll'd, a very rakehell of this Town, 

But now my follies and my faults are ended, 

My fortune and my mind are both amended, 

And if we may believe one who has fail’d before, 

Our Author fays he'll mend, that is, he'll write no 
moore. 


[perwbe, 
[Pat on bis 


Epilogue at Court. 


‘Tue madnefs of your people, and the rage 
You ’ave feen too long upon the public Rage ; 
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Tis time at laf, great Sir! ’t is time to fee 

Their tragic follies brought to comedy. 

If any blame the lownefs of our fcene, 

‘We humbly think fome perfons there have been 

On the world’s theatre not long ago, 

‘Much more too high, than here they are toe low: 

And well we know that Comedy of old 

Did her plebeian rank with fo much honour hold, 

‘That it appear’d not then too bafe or light : 

For the great Scipio’s conqu’ring hand to write, 

Howe’er, if fuch mean perfons feem too rude, 

When into royal prefence they intrude, 

Yet we thall hope a pardon to receive 

From you, a Prince fo practis’d to forgive ; 

A Prince who, with th’ applaufe of carth and 
heav'n, 

The rudenefs of the vulgar has forgiv’n, 








THE MISTRESS: 
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SEVERAL COPIES OF LOVE VERSES. | 











—Heret lateri lethalis arundo, 





Toave often with'’d to love; what fhall I do? 
Me fill the cruel Boy does fparc, 
_And la double tat muft bear, 
Firfl to woo him, and then a Miftrefs toe. 
Come at lat, and ftrike for tha 
Hf chou art any thing befides a ie; 
Vil think thee elfe no gad to be, 
But poets rather gods, who firft created thee. 
Ihe 
Tafk not one in whom all beauties grow ; 
Jet me but love, whate’er fhe be, 
She cannot feem deform’'d to me, 
And I would have her feem to others fo. 
DeFre takes wings, and ftraight does fly, 
It ftays not dully to inquire the why. 
‘That happy thing, a lover grown, 
Tthail not fee with other’s eyes, {earce with mine 
own. 
mi 
If the be coy, and fcorn my noble fire, 
H her chill heart I cannot move, 
Why, I'll enjoy the very love, 
And make a miftrefs of my own defire, 
Flames their moft vig’rous heat do hold, 
And pureft light, if compafs'd round with cold ; 
$0, when {harp Winter means moft harm, 
‘The fpringing plants are by the fnow itfelf kept 
warm. 
lv. 
But do not touch my heart, and fo begone ; 
Strike deep thy burning arrows in: 
LLukewarmnefs I account a fin 
As great in love as in religion. 
Come arm'd with flames, ‘for I will prove 
Jl the extremities of mighty Love. 
h’ excels of heat is but a fable ; 
‘We know the Torrid Zone is now found habitable, 











VIRG, EN, iv. 


v. 

Among the woods and forefts thou art found, 

‘There boars and lions thou doft game s 

Is not my heart a nobler game?” 

Let Venus men, and beafts Diana wound. 

Thou dof the birds thy fubjects make ; 

Thy nimble feathers do their wings o’ertake + 

Thou all the {pring their fongs doft hear, 

Make me love too, I'll fing to thee all th’ year. 
vie 

‘What fervice can mute fifhes do to thee? 

Yet againft them thy dart prevails, 

Piercing the armour of their feales ; 

And {till thy feaborn mother lives i”'th’ fea. 

Doft thou deny only to me 

The no-great priv'lege of captivity ? 

1 beg or challenge here thy bow ; 

Either thy pity’ to me, or elfe thine,anger fhew.* 
va. 

Come, or I'll teach the world to feorn that bow : 

Til teach them thoufand wholefome arts, 

Both to refitt and cure thy darts, 

More than thy fkilful Ovid e’er did know. 

Mulic of fighs thou fhalt not hear, 

Nor drink one wretched lover’s tafteful tear : 

Nay, unlefs foon thou wonndeft me, 

My verfes fhall not.only wound, but murder thee. 





The Thrallom. 


I 
I CAME, I faw, and was undone ; 
Lightning did thro’ my boues and marrow run; 
A pointed pain pierc’d déep my heart 5” 
A fwift. cold tremb’ling, {ciz’d on ev’ry part 
My head turn’d round, nor could it bear 
The poifon that was enter’d there. 


I 
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pa 
So a deftroying angel’s breath 
Blows in the plague, and with it hafty death. 
‘Such was the pain, did fo begin 
To the poor wretch when legion enter’d in. 
Forgive me, God! Ycry’d; forl 
Flatter’d myfelf 1 was to die. 
mh 
But quickly to my coft I found - 
>Twascruel Love, not Death, had made the wound: 
Death a more gen’rous rage does ule 5 
Quarter to all he conquers does refule : 
Whilft love with barb’rous mercy faves 
"The vanquifh’d lives, to make them flaves. 
Iv. 
Tum thy flave then; let me know, 
Hard Maiter ! the great tafk I have to do: 
‘Who pride and {corn do undergo, 
Tn tempefts and rough feas thy gallies row 5 
"They pant, and groan, and figh, but find 
‘Their fighs incteafe the angry wind. 
v, 


Like an Egyptian tyrant, fome 
‘Thou wearief out in building but a tomb : 
Others, with fad and tedions art, 
Labour i’ th’ quarries of a ftony heart. 
‘ali tnie works thou doft affign 
‘To all the feveral flaves of thine, 
Employ me, mighty Love! to dig the mine. 








The given Love. 


1, 
Tux on; for what thould hinder me' 
¥rom loving and enjoying thee ? 
Thou canft not thofe exceptions make, 
Which vulgar fordid morta's take, 
‘That my fate’s ton mean ana low ; 
T were pity I fhould love thee fo, 
Mf that dull caufe could hinder me 
Jn loving and enjoying thee. 
1. 
It does not me a whit difpleafes 
"hat the rich all honours feize ; 
‘That you all titles make, your own, 
Are valiant, learred, wife, alone + 
But if you claim o'er women too 
‘The power which over men you do, 
If you alone miuft lovers be, 
Yor that, Sirs! you muft pardon me. 
ii. 
Rather than Jofe what does fo near 
Concern my life and being here, 
Vl fome fuch crooked ways invent, 
As you or your forefathers went + 
Tl Hatter or oppote the king, 
‘Turn Puritan, or ahy thing; 
TH force my mind to arts fo new, 
Grow rich, and leve as well as you. 
Ww. 
But rather thus let me remain, 
As man in Paradife did reign, 
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When perfed love did fo agree 

With innocence and poverty. 

Adam did no jointure give, 

Him(elf was jointure to his Eve: 

Unrouch'd with av’rice yet, or pride, 

The rib came freely back to” his fide. 
. 


A curfe upon the man who taught 
Women that love was to be bought ; 
Rather doat enly on your gold, 
And that with greedy av’rice hold ; 
For if woman, too, fubmit 
‘To that, and fell herfelf for it, 
Fond Jover! you a Miftrefs have 
Of her that’s but your fellow-flave. 
vi. 
What fhould thofe poets mean of old, 
‘That made their god to woo in gold? 
Of all men fure they had no caufe 
To bind Love te fuch coftly laws + 
And yet I fearcely blame them now 3 
Fer who, alas! would not allow 
‘That women fhould fuch gilts receive, 
Could they, as he, be what they give? 
vie 
If thou, my Dear! thyfelf fhouldit prize, 
Alas! what value would fuffice ? 
"The Spaniard could not do’ it, though he 
Should to both Indies jointure thee. 
Thy beauties therefore wrong will take, 
if thou fhouldft any bargain make ; 
To give all, fit thee well, 
But not at tes to fell, 
vin. 
Beftow thy beauty then on me 
Freely, as Nature gave it to thee; 
*Tis an exploded Popith thought 
To think that heav’n may be bought. 
Pray’rs, hymns, and praifes, ave the way, 
And thofe my thankful Mufe fhall pay; 
Thy body, in my verfe enfbrin’d, * 
Shall grow immortal as thy mind. 
x. 
Tl] fix thy title next in fame 
To Sachariffa’s well-fung name. 
So faithfully will 1 declare 
What all thy wondrous beauties are, 
‘That when, at the lat great affize, 
All women fhall together rife, 
Men ftraight fhall caft their eyes on thee, 
‘And know at firft that thou art the. 


——— 
———— 


The Springs 


Tsoven you be abfent here, I needs mult fay, 
The trees as beautcous are, and flow’rs as gay, 
As ever they were wont to be ; 

Noy, the birds’ rural mufic, too, 

1s as melodious and free 

As if they fang to pleafure you. 


& 
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Tfaw a tofebud ope this mofn; TI fwear® 
‘The bluthing Morning open’d not more fair. 

Ie 
How could it be fo fair and you away ? 
How could the trees he beauteous, flow’rs fo gay? 
Could they remember but jaft year 
How you did them, they you, delight, 
‘The fpreuting leaves which faw you here, 
a\nd cal.'d their fellows to the fight, 
Would, looking round for the fame fight in vain, 
Creep back into their filent barks again, 

in. 
Where'cr you walk’d, trees were asrev’rend made, 
As when of old gods dwelt in ev'ry fhade, 
Ts't poffible they fhould net know 
What tufs of honour they futtain, 
"That thus they fmile and flourith now, 
Aud till their former pride retain? 
Dull Creatures! "tis not without caufe that fhe 
Who fled the God of Wit was made a tree. 

ive 
In ancient times, fure, they much wifer were, 
When they rejoic’d the Thracian verfe to hear ; 
In vain did nature bid then fay, 
‘When Orpheus hail his fong begun, 
‘They cali’d their wond’ring roots away, 
And bad them filent to him run, 
Hew would thofe learned trecs have follow'd you ? 
You would have drawn them and their poet too. 
% ve 
But whe can blame them now? for, fince you’re 
‘They're here the only fair, and Qige alone. | gone 
You did their na?’ral rights im 
Wherever you cid walk or fit, 
The thickcit houghs could make no fhade, 
Although the fun had granted it : 

The faireft flow’rs could pleafe no more, near you, 
‘Than painted flow’rs fer next to them could do. 
vi 
Whene'er. then, you come hither, that thall be 

“Thg time whieh this to others is, to me. 

‘The little joys which here are naw, 

The nae of punifhments do bear, 

‘When by their fight they Jet us know 

How we depriv’d of greater are : 

"Tis you the bett of feafons with you bring ; 
‘This is for beafts, and that for men, the Spring. 








Written in Fuice of Lemon, 


t 

Warsr what t write | do not fee, 

1 dare thus, ever to you, write poetry. 

Ab! foclifh Mufe ! which dott fo high afpire, 

And know’ ft her judgment well, 

How much it does thy pow’r excel, 

Yet dar’ft be read by thy juft doom, the fire. 
It, 

Alas! thou t ft thyfelf fecure, 

Beeanfe thy form is innocent and pure; 

Like hypocrites, which fecm unfpotted here, 
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But when they fadly come to die, 

And the laft fire their truth muft try, 

Scrawl'd o’er like thee, and blotted, they appear.- 
Intl. 

Go then, but reverently go, 

And, fince thou needit maft fin, confefs it too ; 

Confefs't, and with humility clothe thy fhame ; 

For thou, who elfe muft burned be 

An Heretic, if fhe pardon thee, 

May’ it, like a martyr, then enjoy the flame. 
Iv. 


But if her wifdom grow fevere, 
And fuffer not her goodnefs to be theres 
If her large mercies cruelly it reftrain, 
Be not difcourag’d, but require 
A more gentle ordeal fire, 
And bid ber by Love’s flames read it again. 
ve 
Strange pow'r of Heat! thou yer doft thew 
Like winter earth, naked, or cloth’d with fnow ; 
But as the quick’ning fun approaching near, 
‘The plants arife up by degrees, 
A fudden paint adorns the trees, 
And all kind Nature’s characters appear ; 
vi 
So nothing yet in thee is feen, 
But whena genial heat warms thee-ssithio——— 
A new-horn wood of various lines there. grows 5 
Herc buds an A, and there a B, 
Here fproutsa V, and there a T, 
And all the flourifhing letters ftand in rows. 
vit. 
Still, filly Paper! thou wilt think 
That all this might as well be writ with ink. 
Oh no; there’s fenfe in this, and myttery + 
‘Phou now may’ft change thy author’s name, 
And to heghand lay noble claim, 
For as fhe reads, fhe makes the words in thee. 
vu, 
Yet if thine own unworthinefs 
Will itill thar thou art mine, not her's, confefs,. ,. 
Confume thyfelf with fire before her eyes, 
And fo her grace or pity move ¢ 
‘The gods, though beafts they do not love, 
Yet like them when they’re burnt in facrifice. 





Tasonflancy. 


Five years aga, fars Story, 1 lov’d you, 

For which you cali. .~ moft Iuconftant now. 
Pardon me; Madam! you miftake the man, 

For Tam not the fame that ! was then 3 

No fiefh is now the fame “t was then in me 5 
And that my mind is chang’d yourfelf may fee. 
‘The fame thoughts to retain fill, and intents, 
Were more inconftane far; for accidents 

Mutt ofall things more ftrangely’ inconftant prove, 
If trom one fubjedt they to another miove. 

My members then the father-members were, 
Kyom whence thefe take their birth which now arte 
Tf then this body love whet th’ other did, [heres 
*'Ywere inceit, which by Nature is forbids 
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‘You might as well this day inconftant name, 
Becaufe the weather is fot ftill the fame 

That it. was yefterday3 or blame the year, 
*Caufe the fpring flow’rs, and autumn fruit does 
‘The world’s a icene of changes, and to be {bear. 
Conflant, in Nature were inconftancy ; 

For *twere to break the laws herfelf has made : 
Our fubftances themfelves do fleet and fade ; 
"The moft fix'd being {till does move and fly, 
Swift as the wings of Time ’t is meafur’d by. 

‘'T’ imagine then that love thould never ceafe, 
(Love, which is but the ornament of thefe) 

‘Were quite as fenfelefs as to wonder why 

Beauty and colour ftay not when we die. 





Not fair. 


Ts very true I thought you once asfair 

As women in th’ idea are : 

Whatever here feems beauteous, feem'd to be 
But a faint metaphor of thee : 

But then (methoughr) there fomething fhin’d with- 
Which caft this luitre o’er thy kin; {in 
os keafe but count in the Sun’s light 

‘Which made this cloud appear fo bright ; 

Bur fince 1 knew thy falfehood and thy pride, 
And all thy thoufand faults befide, 

A very Moor, methinks, plac’d near to thee, 
White as his teeth would feem to be. 

So men, they fay, by Helis deiufions led, 

Have ta’en a fuccubus tw their hed, 

Believe it fair, and themfelves happy call, 

Till the cleft foot difcovers all ; 

‘Then they ftart from ’t, half ghofts themfelves 
And devil as it is it does appear, [with fear, 
So fince aguinft my will 1 found thee foul, 
Deform'd and crooked in thy foul, 

My reafon ftraight did to my fenfes thew 

“hat they might be miftaken too; 

Nay, when the world but knows how falfe you 
‘There’s not a man will think you fair; {are, 
‘Thy fhape will monftrous in their’ fancies be, 
"They'll calt their eyes as falfe as thee; 

But what thou wilt, Hate will prefent thee fo 
As Puritans do the Pope, and Papifts Luther do. 


Platonic L 


ia 


Inpzep 1 mutt confefs, 
‘When foul mixt is in happinels 5 
But not complete, till bodies too, combine, 
‘And clofely as our minds together join: 
But half of heav’n the fouls in glory tafte, 
"Till by love in heav’n at laft 
‘Thrir bodies, too, are plac’d, 

i, 
Th thy immortal part, 
Man, as well as J, thou art; 
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But fomethihg ’t is that differs thee and me, 
And we muft one ev’n in that difference be. 
1 thee both as a man and woman prize, 
For a perfect love implies 
Love in all capacities. 

un 
Can that for true love pafs, 
When a fair woman courts her glafs? 
Something unlike nuft in Love’s likenefs be, 
His wonder is one and variety : 
For he whofe foul nought but a foul can move, 
Doesa new Narciffus prove, 
And his own image love. 

iv. 
That fouls do beauty know, 
’Tis to the body's help they owe; 
If when they know it, they ftraight abufe that truft, 
And fhut the body from it, ’tis as unjuft » 
As if { brought my dearelt friend to tee 
My Mittrefs, and at th’ inftant he 
Should fteal her quite from me. 


* 





The Changes 


I. 
Love in her funny eyes does bafking play ; 
Love walks the pleafant mazes of her hair; 
Love doe on both her lips for ever ftray, 
And fows and reaps a thoufand kilfes there 
In all her to Love’s always feen, 
But, oh! he n@Ver went within. 

1 
Within, Love’s focs, his greateft foes, abide, 
Malice, inconftancy, and Pride. 
So the earth’s face, teees, herbs, and flow'rs; do 
With other beauties numberlefs ; {drets, 
But at the centre darknefs is, and heli ; 
There wicked fp’rits, and there the dasoned, dyell, 

ain 
With me, alas! quite contrary it fares; 
Darknefs and death lics in my weeping eyes, 
Defpair and pulenefs in my face appears, ‘ 
And grief and fear, Love's greateit enemies 5 
But, like the Perfian tyrant, Love within 
Keeps his proud court, and ne'er is feen, 

av, 
Oh! take my heart, and by that means you'll prove 
Within, too, ftor'd enough of love : 
Give me but your’s, I’ll by that change fo thrivay 
That Jove in all my parts fhall live. 
So pow’rful is this Change, it render can 
My outfide woman, and your infide man. 

. 








Clad alt in white, 


Fainest thing that fhines below, 
Why in this robe doft thou appear ? 


Wouldf thou a white moft perfect thew. 
$ . 


Rj 
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‘Thou mutt at all no garment wear : 
‘Yhou wilt feem much whiter fo, 
‘hau winter when ’t is clad with fnow. 
4. 

"Tis not the linen thews fo fair, 
Her dkin things thro’ and makes it bright ; 
So clouds themlelves like funs appear, 
‘When the fun pierces them with light ; 
So lilies in a glafe inclofe, 
‘The glafs will feem as white as thofe, 

: 1 
‘Thou now one heap of beanty art, 
Nought outwards or within is foul ; 
Condenfed beams make every part ; 
"Thy body ’s clothed like thy foul. 
‘Thy foul, which does itfelf difplay, 
Like a ftar plac’d i’ th’ Milky-way. 

we 

Such robes the faints departed wear, 
Woven all with light divine; 
Snch their exalted bodies are, 
‘And with fuch full glory thine ¢ 
But they regard not mortals’ pain ; 
Men pray, I fear, to both in vain. 


v. 
Yet feeing thee fo gently pure, 
My hopes will needs continue ftill ; 
‘Thou wouldf not take this garment, fure, 
When thou hadft an intent to kill ? 
Of peace aud yielding who would doubt, 
‘When the white flag he fees hung out. 


Leaving me, and then loving many. 


So men who once have caft the truth away, 
Forfdok by God, do itrange wild lufts obey ; 
So the vain Gentiles, when they left t’ adore 
One Deity, could not flop at thoufands more: 
"Thgir zeal avas fenfelefs raight and boundlefs 
grown ! 
"They worihip’d many a beaft, snd many a ftone, 
Ab! fair Apoftate! couldft thou think to fice 
From truth and goodnefs, yet keep unity? 
Ircign’d alone ; aud my blefs'd {elf could call 
‘The univerfal monarch of her all. 
Mine, mine her fair Eaft Indies were above, 
‘Where thofe funs rife that cheer the world of love; 
Where beauties fhine like gems of richett price ; 
‘Where coral grows, and every breath is {pice : 
Ivine, too her rich Weft Indies were below, 
Where mines of gold and endlefs treafures grow, 
But as when the Pellaan conqu’ror dy’d, 
Many tual princes did his crown divide ; 
So, fince my love his vanquith'd world forfeok, 
Murder d by poifons from her falfchood took, 
An hundred petty kings claim each their part, 
And rend that glorious empire of her heart. 





My Heart difcovered. 


Hen bouy is fo gently bright, : 
Clear and traniparenc te the fight, 
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(Clear as fair ctyftal to the view, 

Yet foft as that, c’er ftone it grew) 

That through her flefh, methinks, is fecn 
The brighter foul that dwells within: 

Our eyes the fubtile covering pafs, 

And fee that Hily through its glafs, 

I through her breaft her heart efpy, 

‘As fouls in hearts do fouls defery 3 

I fee *t with gentle motions beat, 

T fee light in’t, but find no heat. * 

Within, like angels in the iky, 

Athoufand gilded thoughts do fly ; 
‘Thoughts of bright and nobleft kind, 

Fair and chafte as mother-mind ; 

But, oh ! what other heart is there, 
Which fighs and crowds to her’s fo near? 
’Tis all on flame, and docs like fire 

To that, as to it’s heav’n, wfpire : 

The wounds are many in *t, and deep; 
Still does it bleed, and ftill does weep. 
Whofever wretched heart it be, 

I cannot choofe but grieve to fee. 

What pity in my breaft docs reign ? 
Methinks I fcel, too, all its pain : 

So torn, and fo defac’d, it lies, 

‘That it could ne'er be known by th’ cyes; 
But, oh! at laft I heard it groan, 

And knew by th’ voice that "t was mine own, 
So poor Alcione, when the faw 

A thipwreck’d body tow’rds her draw, 
Beat by the waves, let falla tear, 

Which only then did pity wear ; 

But when the corps on fhore were caft, 
Which fhe her hufband found at laft, 
What fhould the wretched widow do? 
Grief chang’d her ftraight ; away fhe flew, 
‘Yurn’d to a bird; and fo at laft fhali 1, 
Both from my murder’d heart and murderer fly, 





Aafwer te the Platonics. 


So angels love : fo let them love for me; 

When 1m all foul, fuch thall my love, too, bes 

Who nothing here but like a fp’rit would do, 

In a fhort time (believe it) will be one too, 

Bat fhall our love do what in beafts we fee? 

Ev’n beafts eat too, but not fo well as we. 

And you as juftly might in thirft refufe 

The ufe of wine, becaufe beafts water ufe : 

‘They tafte thofe pleafurés as they do their food ; 

Undrefs’d they take it, devour it raw and crude > 

But to us men Love cooks it at his fire, 

aind adds the poignant fauce of fharp defire, 

Beatts do the fame ; ’t és true ; but ancient Fame 

Says, gods themfeives turn’d beafts to do the fame. 

“Vhe ‘Thund’rer, who, without the female bed, 

Could goddeffes bring forth from out his head, 

Chofe rather mortals this way to create, 

So much h’ efteemn’d his pleafure "bove his ftate. 

Ye talk of fires which fhine, but never burn ; 

In this cold world they’ll hardly ferve our turn ¢ 
fs to defpairing tovers grown, 








4 As Iambent flanics to men i’ th’ Frigid Zopey 
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The Sun does his pure fires on carth below 
With nuptial'warmth, to bring forth things below : 
Such is Love’s nobleft and divineft hear, 

‘That warms like his, and does, like his, beget. 
Luft you call this; a name to your’s more juft, 

If an inordinate defire be luft. 

Pygmalion, loving what none can enjoy, 

More luftful was than the hot youth of Troy. 


The vain-love. Loving one firft, becanfe foe could love 
nobody, afterwards loving ber with defire. 


Woaar new-found witchcraft was in thee, 
With thine own cold to kindle me? 
Strange art ! like him that fhould devife 
'To make a burning glafs of ice : 
‘When Winter fo the plants would harm, 
Her {now itfelf does kecp them warm, 
Fool that [ was! who having found 
A rich and funny diamond, 
Admir’d the hardnefs of the ftone, 
“Dur Toc aie Tight with which it fhone, 
Your brave and haughty {corn at all 
Was ftately and monarchical : 
All gentlenefs, with that eftcem’d, 
A dull and flavifh virtue feenr'd : 
Shouldft thou have yielded then to me, 
Thou'dft loft what 1 moft Jov'd in thee; 
For who would ferve one whom he {ces 
‘That he can conquer if he pleafe ? 
Jt far’d with me as if a flave 
Jn triumph led, that does perceive 
With what a gay majeftic pride 
His conqu’ror through the ftrects does ride, 
Should be contented with his wo, 
* Which raakes np fuch a comely thew. 
{ fought not from thee a return, 
But without hopes or fears did burn ; 
My cov'tous paffion did approve 
‘The hoarding up, not ufe, of love, 
My love a kind of dream was grown, 
A foolifh, but a pleafant one ; 
From which I'm waken’d now, but, oh! 
Prifoncrs to die are waken’d fo : 
For now th’ effects of loving are 
Nothing but longings with defpair : 
Defpair, whofe torments no men, fure, 
But lovers, and the damn’d, endure. 
Her fcorn I doted once upon, 
Ml object for affection ; 
But fince, alas! too much "tis prov'd 
‘That yet "t was fomething that I lov'd: 
Now my defires are worfe, and fly 
At any impoffibility : 
Defires which, whilft fo high they foar, 
Are prond as that I lov’d before. 
‘What lover can like me complain, 
Who fir lov’d vainly, next in vain ? 
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The Soul. 


hn 


Te mine eyes do e’er declare 

They ‘ave feen a second thing that’s fair 5 
Or ears that they have mufic found, 
Befides thy voice, in any found ; 

If my taite do ever meet, 

After thy kifs with onght that’s fweet ; 

if my abufed touch allow . 
Ought to be fmooth or foft but year} 
if what feafonable fprings, 

Or the eaftern fummer brings, 

Do my fmell perfuade at all 

Ought perfume but thy breath to call; 
If all my fenfes objedts be Rete 
Not contracted into thee, 

And fo through thee more pow’rful pafs, 
As beams do through a burning-glafs ; 

If all things that in Nature are 

Either foft, or fwveet, or fair, 

Be not in thee fo” epitomiz’d, 

‘That nought metcrial’s not compris'd, 
May ! as worthlefs feem to thee, 

As all but thou appear io me. 

The 








If I ever anger know, 

Till fome wrong be done to you; 

If gods or kings my envy move, 

Without their crowns, crown’d by thy love 
If ever I an hope admit, 

Without thy@mage itamp’d on it, 

Or any fear, till F begin 

To find that you’re concern’d therein ; 
Jf a joy e’er come to me, 

‘That taftes of any thing but thee ; 

1f any forrow touch my mind 

Whilit you are welly and not unkind ; 
Hf 1 a minute’s fpace debate, 

Whether I fhall curfe and hate = > 
‘Vhe things beneath thy hatred fall, 





» 





Though ul the world, myfelf and all; 
And for love, it ever I 





As to allow a toleration 

To the leaft glimm’ring inclination ; 

if thou alone dof not control 

All thofe tyrants of my foul, 

And to thy beauties ty’ them fo, 

‘That conitant they-as habits grow ; 

Hf any pailion of my heart, 

By any force, or any art, 

Be brought to move one ftep from thee, 

May’ft thou no paffion have for me, 
ui, 

If my bufy imagination 

Do not thee in all things fafhion 


So, that all fair fpecies be 


Hieroglyphic marks of thee 5 

1f when fhe her {ports docs keep 

(The lower foul being all afleep) 

She play one dream with all her art, 

Where thou haft not the longeft part ; 

If ought get place in my rememb'rauce, 
: Rij 
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Without fome badge of thy rcfemblance, 
So that thy parts become to me 

A kind of art of memory ; 

If my uuderftanding do 

Seek any knowledge but of you, 

Af the do near thy body prize 

Her bodies of Philofophics; 

If the to the will do thew 

Ought defirabie but you, 

Or if that would not rebel, 

Should the another doctrine tell; 

If my will do not refign 

All her liberty to thine ; 

¥f fhe would not follow thee, 

Though Fate and thou thouldft difagree ; 
And if (for Fa curfe will give 

Such as fhall force thee to believe) 

My fuul be not entirely thine, 

‘May thy dear body ne’er be mine. 





Lhe Paffions 


From hate, fear, hope, anger, and envy, free, 

And all the paflions elfe that be, 

In vain { boalt of liberty ; 

~ In vain this {tate a freedom call, 

Since I have Jove, and love isall: ~ 

Sot that 1 am! who think it fit to brag 

‘That I have no difcafe befides the plague 
Me 

So in a zeal the fons of Ifracl 

Sometimes upon their idols fell, 

And théy depos'd the powers of hell; 

Baal and Aftarte down they threw, 

And Accaron and Moloch too; 

All thy imper?& piety did no good, 

Whilf yet alas! the calf of Bethel ftood. 
my 

Fondly I boaft that 1 have drefs’d my vine 

‘With painful art, and that the wine 

Is of a tafte rich and divine ; 

Since love, by mixing poifon there, 

Has made it worle than vinegar : 

Love ev'n the tafte of nectar changes fo, 

‘That gods choofe rather water here below. 
av. 

Fear, anger, hope, all paffions elfe that be, 

Drive this one tyrant out of me, 

And pradiice all yoar tyranny, 

The change of {lls fome gond will do; 

‘Th’ oppreffed wretched Indians fo, 

Being flaves by the great Spanish monarch made, 

Call in the States cf Holand to their aid. 





eae eee, 
Wifdom. 


Tis mighty wife that you would now be thought: 
With your grave rulvs from mufty morals br ought 
ee ‘ +t ‘ 


Through which fome ftreaks, too, of divin'ty ran, 

Partly of Monk, and partly Puritan; é 

With tedious repetitions, too, you ’ave ta’en 

Often the name of Vanity in vain : 

Things which, | take it, Friend! you'd ne’er rew 
cite, 

Should the } love but fay to you, Come at night, 

The wifeft king refus’d all pleafures quite, 

‘Till wifdom from above did him enlight ; 

But when that gift his ign’rance did-remove; 

Pleafures he chofe, and plac’d them ail in love, 

And if by’ event the counféls may be feen, 

‘This wifdom ’t was that brought the Southern 
queen, 

She came not, like a good old wife, to know 

‘The wholefome nature of all plants that grow ; 

Nor did fo far from her own country roam, 

‘o cure fcall’d heads and broken thins at home ¢ 
She came for that which more befits all wives, 
‘The art of giving, not of faving, lives. ; 








The Défpair, 


sae 


1. 


Beneatn this gloomy thade, 

By Nature only for my forrows made, 

I'll fpend this voice in cries, 

In tears 1’! wafte thefe cycs, 

By love fo vainly fed ; 

So Luft of old the deluge punifhed. * 

Ah! wretched Youth faid I; 

Ah: wretched youth ! twice did I fadly ery; 

Ah! wretched Youth ! the fields and floods reply, 
le 7 

When thoughts of love I entertain, 

I meet no words but Never, and, In vain: 

Never, alas! that dreadful name 

Which fucls the infernal flame + 

Never! my time to come muft watte ; 

In vain! torments the prefent and the paft : 

in vain! faid1, 

n vain! twice did I fadly cry ; 

in vain ! the fields and floods reply, 






In vain 


mi. 
No more fhall fields or floods do fo, 
For 1 to shades more dark and filent go: 
All this world’s noife appears to me 
A dull ill-aged comedy : 
No comfort to my wounded fight, 
Inthe fun’s bufy and impert’nent light. 
‘Then down { laid my head, 
Down on cold earth, and for awhile was dead, 
And my freed foul to a ftrange fomewhcre fled, 
5 Iv. 
Ah! fottith foul! faid I, 
When back to’ its cage again I faw it By: 
Foo! ! to refume her broken chain, ~ 
And row her galley heré again! © 
Fool! to that body to return = 
Where it condemn’d and deftin’d is to burn! 
Once dead, how can it be 
Death thould a thing fo plcafant feem to thee, 
‘Yhat thon thouldi come to live it o'er againin me} 


“4 
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Lhe Wipe. 


I 
‘Wart, then, I now do plainly fee; 
"This bufy world and ¥ {hall ne’er agree 5 
‘The very-honey of all earthly joy 
Does of all meats the fooncft cloy : 
‘And they (methinks) deferve my pity 
‘Who for it can endure the flings, 
"Fhe crowd, and buz, and murmurings, 
Of this great hive, the City. 
ue 
Ah! yet, c’cr I defcend tothe grave, 
May [a {mall houfe and large garden have! 
‘And a few friends, and many books, both trffe, 
Both wife, and both delightful too ! 
And fince Love ne’er will from me flee, 
A miftrefs moderately fair, 
And good as guardian angels are, 
Only belov'd, and loving me! 
li. 
Oh! Fountains! when in you fhall I 
Myfelf, eas’d of unpeaceful thoughts, efpy ? 
Oh ! Fields! oh! Woods! when, when fhall I be 
made 
Seep y tnant of your thade ? 
Here’s the {pring-head of Pleafure’s flood, 
Where all the riches lie that fhe 
Has coin’d and ftamp’d for goed. 
ly, 






Pride and ambition here, 

Only in far-fetch’d metaphors appear 5 
Here nought but winds can hurd] murmurs 

featter, 

And nought but Echo flatter, 

‘The gods, when they defcended hither 
¥rom heav'n, did always choofe their way ; 
«And therefore we may boldly fay, 

‘That 't is the way, too, thither. 
n ve 

How happy here fhould I 

And one dear fhe live, and embracing die? 
She who is all the world, and can cxclude 
Jn deferts folitude ! 

J fhould have then this only fear, 

Left men, when they my pleafures fee, 
Should hither throng to live like me, 

And fo make a city here. 





My Diet. 
1, 


Now by my Love, the greateft oath that is, 

None loves you half fo well as 1; 

1 do not afk your love for this, 

But for Heav’n’s fake believe me or dic. 

No fervant e’er but did deferve 

His matter fhouid believe that he does ferve, 

And Ill afk no more wages, though I ftarve. 

a. 

*J'is no luxurious dict th 

ae 


othe hace 0 2ce" 





and fure 
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Yet hall it willingly endure, 
If it can but keep together life and love. 
Being your pris’ner and your flave, 
I do not feafts and banquets look to have 3 
A little bread and water's all 1 crave. 
mM. 
On a figh of pity Ia year can live; 
One tear will keep me twenty at leaft ; 
Fifty a gentle look will give 5 
An hundred years on one kind word I'l featt; 
A thoufand more will added be, 
If you am inclination have for me; 


And aji beyond is vaft eternity, 


Tuow robb’ my days of bus’nefs and delights, 
Of flcep thon robb’ft my nights : ‘ 
Ah! lovely ‘Vhicf! what wilt thou do? 

What! rob me of heav'n too? 

Thou ey'n my pray’rs doft fteal from me, 
And J with wild idolatry, 

Begin to God, and end them all to thee. 


i, 
Is it a fign to love, that it should thus, 
Like an il} confcience, torture us? 
Whate’er I do, where’er TI go, 
(None guiltlefs e’er was haunted fo) 
Still, ftill, methinks thy face I view, 
And ftill thy thape does me purfue, 
As if not you me, but I had murder’d you, 
It, 
From books I ftrive fome remedy to take, 
But thy name all the letters make 5 
Whate’er ’t is writ, J find that there, 
Like points and commas, every witere 
Me blefs’d for this let no man hold, 
For I, 3s Midas did of old, 
Perith by turning ev'ry thing to gold. 
vw 
What do I feck, alas! or why do I 
Attempt in vain from thee to fly ¢ 
thee my deity, 
¢ then ubiquity, 
refemble hell in this, 
The Divine Preferce there, too, is, 
But to torment men, netto give them blife, 














All over Love. 


1. 

°T ys well, ’t is well with them, fay J. 

Whofe fort liv’d paflions with themfelves can die 5 

For-none can be unhappy who, 

’Mid& ali his ills, a time does know 

(Though ne’er fo long) when he thall not be fo, 
fy ae 








bg 


im 
Whatever parts of me remain, 
Thofe parts will ftitl the love of thee retain ; 
For *t was not only in my heart, * 
But like a God by pow’rful art, 
Twas all in all, and all in ev'ry part. 
1 
‘My affe@ion no more perifh can * 
‘Than the firft matter that compounds a man. 
Hereafter if one duft of me" 
Mix’d with another's fubftance be, 
*T will leaven that whole lump with love of thee. 


iv. 
Let Nature, if the pleafe, difperfe 
My atom: over all the univerfe ; 
At the laft they eas’ly fhall 
‘Themfelvcs know, and together call ; 
Yor thy love, like a mark, is ftamp'd on all. 











Love and Life. 


ce 


Now, fure, within this twelve-month patt, 
T’ave lov'd at leaft fome twenty years or more: 
‘Th’ account of love runs much more faft 
‘Than that with which out life does {core : 
So though my life be fhort, yet I may prove 
‘The great Mcthufalem of love. 

in 
Not that Love's hours or minutes are 
Shorter than thofe our being’s mcafur'd by ; 
But they're more clofe compacted far, 
And foin leffer room do lie, 
‘Thin airy things extend themfelves in fpace, 
‘Things folid take up little place. 

uk 
Yet love, alas! and life, in me 
Are not two fev’ral things, but purely one ; 
At one> how CaN there in it be 
A double diffrent motion? 
© yes, there may ; for fo the felffame fun 
At once does flow and {wiftly run, 

w, 
Swiftly his daily journey he goes, 
And treads his annual with a ftatelicr pace, 
And does three hyndred rounds enclofe 
Within one yearly circle’s fpace ¢ 
At once with double courfe, in the fame {phere, 
He runs the day, and walks the year. 


ve 
When Sol docs to myfelf refer, : 
*Tis then my life, and docs but lowly move ; 
But when it does relate to her, 
Tt fwiftly fies, and then is love, 
Love's my diurnal courfe, divided right 
i'Ywixt hope and fear, my day night. 











be Bargain. 
Te 


Taxe heed, take heed, thou lovely maid ! 
Nor'be by glitr’ring ills betray’d 3 
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‘Thyfelf for money ? Oh! let no man know 
The price of beauty fall'n folow | 

What dangers ought’ft thau not to dread, 
When love that’s blind is by-blind Fortune led? 


m 
The foolith Indian, that fells 
His precious gold for beads and bells, 
Docs a more wife and gainful trafichold, . 
‘Than thou who felleft thyfelf for gold. 
What gains in fuch a bargain are? 
He’llin thy mines dig better treafures far 
mw. 
Can gold, alas! with thee compare ! 
‘The fun that makes it is not fo fair ; 
The fen which can nor make nor ever fee 
A thing fo beautiful as thee, 
In all the journies he does pafs, 
Though the fea ferv’d him fora looking-glafs, 
Iv. 
Bold was the wretch that cheapen’d thee ; 
Since Magus none fo bold ashe : 
‘Thou'rt fo divine a thing, that thee to buy 
Is to be counted Simony ; 
Too dear he'll find his fordid price ; 
He ’as forefeited that and the benefice, 
ve 
If it be lawful thee to buy, 
‘Therc’s none can pay that rate but I ; 
Nothing on earth a fitting price can be, 
But what on earth’s moft hike to thee ¢ 
And that my heart does only bear, 
For there thyfelf, thy very felf, is there, 
Vi 


So much myfelf does in me live, 

‘That when it for thyfelf 1 give, 

’Tis but to change that piece of gold for this, 
Whole ftamp and value equal is : 

And that full weight, too, may be had, 

My ioul and body, two grainsmore, Tadd, 


The long Life. 
i 1 
Love from Time's wings hath ftol’n the fcatherg 
fure, 

He has, and put them to his own, 
For hours, of late, as Jong as days endure, 
And very minutes hours are grown, 

tm 
‘The various motions of the turning year 
Belong not now at all to me; 
Each fummer's night does Lucy’s now appear, 
Each winter's day St. Barnaby. a 

1, : 
How long a fpace fince firft I lov'd it is ! 
To look into a glafs I fear, 
And am furpris’d with wonder when I mifs 
Gray hairs and wrinkles there. os 

ty. 
‘Th’ old Patriarch’s age, and not their happinefs too, 


‘Why does hard Fate to us reftore? 


See 


om ge 
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‘Why does Love’s fire thus to mankind renew 
‘What the flood wafh'd away before | 


ve 
Sure thofe are-happy people that complain 
O’ the fhortnefs of the days of man : 
Contra@ rine, Heav'n, andbring them back again 


‘Toth’ ordiizry fpan. 
f VI. | 


If when your gift, long life, I difapprove, 

I too ungrateful fcem to be, 

Punith me juftly, Heav’n ! make her tolove, 
And then "t wil! be too fhort for me. 


GCounfil, 


‘2 
Grwrty, ah! gently, Madam, touch 
The wound which you yonrfelf have made 5 
"That hain mutt needs be very much, 
Which makes me of your hand afraid, 
Cordials of pity give me now, 
For Itoo weak for purgings grow, 

ne 
Do but a while with patience ftay, 


__For Goynfelyet will do no good, 


Till time, and reft, and heav’n, allay 
‘The vi'lent burnings of my blood ; 
For what effect from this can flow, 
"To chide men drunk for being fo? 
un 
Perhaps the phyfic’s good you give, 
But ne'er to me can ufeful prove ; 
Mcd’cines may cure, but not revive ; 
And I’m not fick, but dead in love, 
In Love'shell, not his world, am 1; 
Atonce I live, am dead, and die, 
1, 
What new-found rhetoric is thine ? 
iy'n thy diffuafions me perfuade, 
nd thy great pow’r does cleareit thine 
‘When thy commands are difobey’d, 
In vain thou bidft me to forbear 5 
Obedience were rebellion here, 
ve 
‘Thy tongue comes in, as if it meant 
Aguinft thine eyes ¢ affift my heart ; 
But difi’rent far was hisintent, 
For ftraight the traitor took their part ; 
And by this new foe I’m bereft 
Of all that little which was left, 
ve 
‘The ad, I mutt confefs, was wife, 
Asa dithonch a& could be! 
Well knew the tongue, alas! your eyes 
Would be too ftrong for that and me, 
And part o’ th’ triumph chofe to get, 
Rather than be a part of it. 





Refalved to bz ae 





1 


Tis true, ave lov'd already three or four, 
And fhali ches or four hundsyd more ; 


” 9S 


Yl love each fair one that I fee, 
‘Till I find one at laft that shall love me. 


Il 

‘That thall my Canaan be, the fatal foil 

‘That ends my wand’rings and my toil : 

Yl fettle there, and happy grow 3 E 

"The country does with milk and honey flow. 
id. 

The needle trembles fo, and turns about, 

‘Till it the Northern point find out ; 

But conftant, then, and fix’d, docs prove, 

Fix'd, that his deareft pole as foon may mov, 


qv, 
‘Then may my veffel torn and thipwreck’d be, 
If it put forth again to fea ; 


It never more abroad fhall roam, > 
Tho’ it could next voyage bring the Indies home, 
v. 


But I muft fweat in love and labour yet, 


“Till 1a competency get ; 


They’re flothful fools who leave a trade, 
Till they a moderate fortune by it have made, 
vi. 
Variety Lafk not; giveme one - 
To live perpetually upon, 
‘The perfon Love doesto us fit, 
Like manna, has the tafte ofall in it, 





1 ‘ 
For Heav’n's fake, what do’ you mean to do? 
Keep me, or let me go, one of the two ; 
Youth and warm hours let me not idly lofe, 
The little time that love does choofe ; 
If always here I muft not ftay, “mene 
Let me be gone whilft yet "t is day, 
Left I, faint and benighted, lofe my way. 
tm 
*Tis difmal one fo long to love 
In vain, till to love more as vain muft proves: 
To hunt fo long on nimble prey, till we 
‘Too weary to take others be 
Alas’t is folly to remain, 
And wafte our army thus in vain, 
Before a city which will ne’er be ta’en. 
ik 
At feveral hopes wilely to fly, 
Ought not to be efteem’d inconftancy 5 
*Tis more inconftant always to purfue 
A thing that always flies from you ; 
For that at laft may meet a bound, 
But no end can to this be found; 
Tis nought but a perpetual fruitiefs round, 
“av, 
When it does hardnefs mect, and pride, 
My love does then rebound t’ another fide ; 
But if it ought, that ’s foft and yiclding hit 
It lodges there, and flays in it. 
Whatever "t is thali fir love me, 





' 
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‘That it my heav’n may truly be, 
I thal be fure to give it eternity. 





The Difeouery. 
L 


Br Weav'n ll tell her boldly that *t is the ; 
‘why fhould fhe afham’d or angry be 
"To be belov’d by me? 
The gods may give their altars o'er, 
They'll fmoke but feldom any more, 
¥f none but happy men mult them adare, 

1 


i 
‘The lightning which tall oaks oppofe in vain, 
"To ftrike fometimes does not difdain 
"Phe humble furzes of the plain. 
She being fo high, and I fo low, 
Her pow'r by this does greater thew, 
Who at fich diftance gives fo fure 2 blow. 
a, 
Compar’d with her, all things fo worthlefs prove, 
That nought on earth can tow'rds her move, 
‘Till it be exalted by her love. 
Equal to her, alas! there’s none ; 
She like a deity is grown, 
"Chat mut create, or elfe muit be alone. 


IW. 
If there be man who thinks himfelf fo high 
As to pretend equality, 
He deferves her lefs than 1B; 
For he would cheat for his rclief, 
And onc would give with leffer grief 
To’ an undeferving beggar than a thief. 





oS 
ee a 


Againft Fruition. 


No; thou’rt a fool, !'ll fwear, if c’er thou grant; 
Mach of my veneration thou muft want, 
When once thy kindnefs puts my ign’rance out, 
For a learn’d age is always leaft devout. 
Keep ftill thy diftance; for at once, to me, 
Goddefs and woman, too, thou canft not be. 
Thou’rt queen of all that fees thee, and, as fuch, 
Mak neither tyrannize nor yicld too much. 
Such freedoms give as may admit command, 
But keep the forts and magazines in thine hand. 
Thou'rt yet a whole world to me, and dott fill 
‘My large ambition; but ’t is dang’rous ftill, 
Left | like the Pellzan prince fhould be, 
And weep for other worlds, having conquer'd 
thee. 

When love has taken all thou haft away, 
His ftrength, by too much riches, will decay. 
‘Thou in my fancy doft mach higher ftand 
‘Than women can be plac’d by Naturc’s hand ; 
‘And I mutt necds, I'm fure, a lofer be, 
‘To change thee, as thou’rt there, for very thee, 
Thy fweetnefs is fo much within me plac’d, 

. 





That froniat thou near give, *t would fpoil the 
tafte, 


) Beauty at firft moves wonder and delight s 


Tis Nature’s juggling trick to cheat the fight = 
‘W? admire it whilt unknown, but after, more 
Admirc ourfelves for liking it before. 

Love, like a greedy hawk, if we give way, 
Does overgorge himfelf with hisown prey ; 

Of very hopes a furfeit he'll fuitain, 

Unlefs by fears he caft them up again : 

His fpirit and fweetnefs dangers keep alone ; 
If once he lofe his fting, he grows a drone. 





Love undifiovered. 


I. 
Soste others may with fafety tell 
The mod’ rate flames which in them dwell, 
And either find fome med’cine there, 
Or cure themfelves ev’n by defpair : 
My love’s fo great, that it might prove 
Dang’rousto tell her that { love : 
So tender is my wound, it muft not beer - ~ 
Any falute, tho’ of the kindeft air’ 


a 
T would not have her know the pain, 
The torments, for her I fuftain, - 
Left too much goodnefs make her throw 
Her love upon a fate too low. 
Forbid it, Heav’n! my life thould be 
Weigh'd with her leaft conveniency = 
No, let me perith rather with my grief, 
Than to her difadvantage find relief, 


1. 
Yet when I div, my laft breath thall 
Grow bold, and plainly tell her all; 

Like cov’tous men who ne’er defery 

Their dear hid treafures till they dic, 

Ah! faireft Maid} how willit cheer 

My ghoft, to get from thee a tear’ 

But take heed; for af me thou pitic then, 
“Ewenty to one but I fhall live again. 








The Given Heart. 


n 
T wonder what thofe lovers mean who fay 
"They have giv’n their hearts away + 
Some good kind lover tell me how, 
For mine is but a torment to me now. 
ue 
If fo it be one place both hearts contain, 
Por what do they complain? ~ 
What courtefy can Love do more, 
"Phun to join hearts that parted were before ? 
m 
Wo to her ftubborn hea 
Into the felf-fame room 3 





f once mine come 








é 
® 
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'Ywill tear and blow up all within, 
Like a grenade shot into a magazine. 


mw, 

‘Then shall Love keep the afhes and torn parts 
Of both dur ‘troken hearts ; 

Shall out of one new one make, 

From her’s 1 Feilloy, _ mine the metal, take : 


For of her heart he from. ‘the flames will find 
But litele left behind : 

Mine only will remain entire ; 

No drofs was there to perish in the fire. 








The Prophet. 


I. 


Tracu me to love ? go teach thyfelf more wit ; 
1 chicf profeffog am of it. 

"Yeach craft to Scots, and thrift to Jews; 
‘Leach boldnefsto the ftews ; 

Yn tyrants’ courts teach fupple flattery ; 

‘Veach Jefuits, that have travell’d far, to lie; 
‘Teach lire to burn, and winds to blow ; 
‘Teach reftlefs fountains how to flow ; 

"Peach the dull earth fix’d to abide ; 

‘Feach woman-kind inconftancy and pride : 
See sf your diligence here will ufeful prove ; 
But, prithec, tcach Be me to love. 





‘The god of Love, if fuch athing there be, 
May tcarn to love from me. 
He who does boaft that he has been 
In every heart fince Adam’s fin, 
Vit lay my life, nay, Miftrefs, on ’t, that’s more, 
Yl teach him things he never knew before ; 
Vil teach him a reccipt to make 
Words that weep, and tears that fpeak ; 
1} teach him fighs, like thofe in death, 
At which the fouls go out, too, with the breath : 
Still the foul tays, yct fill does from me run, 
As light and heat dos with the fun, 
nt 
Tis 1 who Love's Columbus am ; ’tisT 
Who muft new worlds in it defery ; 
Rich worlds, that yield of treafure more 
+ "Vhan all that has becn known before : 
And yet, like his, tfear, my fate muft be, 
“Vo find them out for others, not for me. 
Mc timesto come, I know it, fhall 
Love's laft and greateft Prophet call; 
But, ah! what’sthat, if the refute 
‘To hear the wholefome doétrines of my Mufe? 
Hf to my fhare the Prophet's fate muft come, 
Hereafter fame, here martyrdom? 








Tbe Refolution. 


I 
Pa devil take thofe foolifi men 
Who gave you fight fuch pow’rs, 
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We ftood on even grounds till then3 
Ifany odds, creation made it ours. 


u, 

For fhame ! let thefe weak chains be broke; 

Let’s our flight bonds like Samfon tear, 

And nobly caft away that yoke 

Which we nor our forefathers e’cr could bear. 
at. 

French laws forbid the female reign, 

Yet Love does them to flav’ry draw > 

Alas if we'll our rights maintain, 

’Tis all mankind mult make a Salique ‘aw. 





Called inconflant. 


1% s 
Ha! ha! you think you ’ave kill’d my fame 
By this not undcriiood, yet common name 3 
A name that 's full and proper when aflign’d 
‘To womankisd ; 
But when you call us fo, 
It can at beft but for a metaphor go. 
ua 
Can you the fhore inconftant call, 
Which fill, as waves pals by, embraces all, 
‘That had as lief the fume waves always love, 
Did they not from him move ; 
Or can you fault with pilots find 
For changing courfe, yet never blame the wind ? > 
ML 
Since drunk with vanity you fell, 
The things turn round to you that ftedfaft dwell ; 
And you yourfelf, who from. us take your flight, 
Wonder to find us out of fight 5 
So the fame error feizes you, 
As men in motion think the trees move too, 


Sane 


——S————— 
The Welcome. 


Le 


Go! let the fatted calf he kill'd, 

My prodigal ’s come home at lait, 

With noble refolutions fill d, 

And fill’d with forrow for the pat : 

No more will burn with love or wine, 

But quite has left his women and his {wine. 
i 

Welcome, ah! welcome, my poor Heart! 

Welcome; I little thought, I'll fwear, 

(Tis now fo long fince we did part) 

Ever again to fce thee here: 

Dear Wanderer !< fince from me you fled, 

How often have I heard that thou wert dead 
ss 

Haft thou not found each woman's break 

(The lands where thou haft travelled) 

Either by favages poffefs’d, 

Or wild, and uninhabited ? 

What joy couldft take, or what repofey 

In countries fo unciviliz’d as thefe?* 
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Iv. 
Laft, the feorching dogftar, here 
Rages with immoderate heat, 
Whilft Pride, the rugged Northern Bear, 
In others makes the cold too great : 
And where thefe are temp’rate known, 
"Phe foilis all barren fand or rocky ftone. 
¥. 


When once or twice you chanc’d to view 

A rich well-govern’d heart, 

‘Bike China, it admitted you 

But to the frontier-part. 

From Paradifv fhat out for evermore, 

‘What good is ’t that an angel kept the door ? 
VI 


‘Well fare the pride, and the difdain, 

And vanitics with beauty join’d, 

I ne’er had fecn this heart again, 

f any fair one had been kind : 

My dove, but once let loofe, I doubt 

Would ne'er return, had not the fluod been out. 





The Heart fled again. 


on 


Faxse, foolifh Heart! didft thou not fay 

"That thou wouldi never leave me more ? 

Behold again "t is fled away. 

Filed as far from me as before : 

1 ftrove to bring it back again; 

Tory’d and bollow’d after it in vain. 
w 

Ev'n fo the gentle Tyrian dame, 

‘When neither grief nor love prevail, 

Sar b<ZoErrobjedt of her flame, 

Yh’ ingra'eful Trojan, hoift his fail ; 

Aloud fhe call’d to him to ftay ; 

‘The wind bore him and her loft words away. 
nh 

The doleful Ariadne fo 

On the wide fhore forfaken flood ; 

“ Falfe ‘Uhefeus! whither doft thou go!” 

Afar falfe Thefeus cut the flood. 

But Bacchus came to her relief; : 

Bacchus himfelf ’s too weak to cafe my grief. 
iv. 

Ah!. fenfclefs Heart | to take no ref, 

But travel thus cternally + 

‘Thus to be froz’n in every breaft, 

And to be fcorch’d in ev'ry cyc ! 

Wand’ ring about like wretched Cain, 

"Thruft out, illus’d by all, but by none fain ! 
v. 


Well, fince thou wilt not here remain, 
Tie’en to live without thee try ; 

My head fhall take the greater pain, 

‘And all thy duties fhall fupply 5 

¥ean mere eas'ly live, I know, 

Without thee, chan without a Miftrefs thou. 





Women's fuperfition. 


ie 
On P'ma very dunce, or womankind 
Is a moft unintelligible thing ; : 
Ycan no fenfe, nor no contexture a 
Nor their lofe parts to method 
I know not what the learn’d may fe, 
But they’re ftrange Hebrew things to me. 


i. 

By cuftoms and traditions they live, 

And foolith ceremonies of antique date ; 

We lovers new and better dodtrines give, 

Yet they continue obftinate : 

Preach we, Love's prophets, what we will, 

Like Jews, they kcep their old law ftill, 
nn 


Before their mothers’ gods they fondly fall, 


| Vain idol-gods that have no fente nor mind : 


Honour’s their Afhtaroth, and pride their Baal, 
‘The thund’ring Baal of womankind, 
With twenty other devils more, 
Which they, as we do them, adore. 
Ww, 
But then, like men both cov’tons and devout, 
Their coftly fuperftition loth t’ omit, 
And yet more loth to iffie mosies out, 
At thgir own charge te furnifh iz, 
To thefe cxpenfive deities 
The hearts of men they facrifice, 








The Sout. 


Ty 
Some dull philos’pher, when he hears me fay 
My Sout is from me fled away, 
Nor has of late inform’d my body here, 
But in another’s breaft does lic, 
‘That neither is nor will be I, 
As a form fervient and aflifting there ; 


an, 

Willery, Abfurd! and afk me how I live, 

And fyllogitms againtt it give. 

‘A curfe on all your vain philofophies, 

Which on weak Nature’s law depend, 

And know not how to comprehend 

Love and religion, thofe great mylteries, 
a 

Her body is my Soul; laugh not at this, 

For by my life I fwear it ist 

“Tis that preferves my being and my breath; 

From: that proceeds all that { do, 

Nay, all my thoughts and f{peeches too, 

And feparation from it is my death. _ 


——EEe 
Echo. 
L 


Tir’ withthe rough denials of my prayer, 
From that hard fhe whom I obey, 
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I come, and find a nymph much gentler herc, 
‘That gives confent to all I fay. 

Ah! gentle Nymph! who lik'ft fo well 

In hollow folitary cavés to dwell s 

Her heart being fath, into it go, 

And do but once from thence anfwer me fo. 


: mh 
Complaifant Nymph! why doft thus kindly fhare 
In geiefs whofe caufe thou doft not know? 
Hadft thou but cyes, as well as tongue and car, 
How much compaffion wouldft thou fhew ! 
Thy flame, whilft living, or a lower, 
‘Was of lefs beauty, and Jefs rav'fhing power; 
Alas! f might as eafily 
Paint thee to her, as defcribe her to thee. 
Wi. 
By repercuffion heams engender fire, 
Shapes by refleétion fhapes beget ; 
The vaice itfelf, when ftopp’d, docs back retire, 
Anda new voice is made by it. 
‘Thus things by oppofition 
The gainers grow ; my barren love alone 
Does from her ftony breaft rebound, 
Producing neither image, fire, nor found. 


= 





The rich Rival. 


1 
Tory fay you're angry, and rant mightily, 
Becaufe [ love the fame as you ; 
Alas! Yyou're very rich, ’t is true; 
But, prithee, Fool! what's that to love and me ? 
You ’ave Jand and money, let that ferve ; 
And know you ave morc by that than you deferve, 
a 
When next I fee my fair one, fhe fhall know 
How worthicfs thou art of her bed; 
Aud, Wretch+ Pil firike thee dumb and dead, 
With noble verfe not underftucd by you; 
Whiltt thy fole rhetoric thali be 
Jointure and jewels, and our friends agrec. 
am 
Pox o' yaur friends, that dote and domineer ; 
Jovers are better friends than they : 
Let’s thofe in other things obey ; 
‘The Fates, and ftars, and gods, muft govern here. 
Vain names of Blood! in love let none 
Advife with any blood but with their own, 
ive 7 
‘Tis that which bids me this bright maid adore ; 
No other thought has had accefs; 
Did the now beg, I'd love no lels, 
And were flte an emprefs, I fiould Jove no mere; 
Were fhe as juft and true to me, 
Ab! fimple Suul! what would become of thee? 








Aga'nft Hupe, 
: 


Horr, whofe weak being rain’d is, 
Alike if w fucceed and if it mils, 


ay 
Whom good or ill docs equally confound, 
And both the horas of Fate's dilemma wound; 
Vain thadow! which doft vanith quite, 
But at fullnoon and perfect night ! 
The flars have not a pofhibility 
Of bleffing thee : 
If things, then, from their end we happy call, 
°Tis Hope is the moft hopelefs thing of all. 


1 
Hope ! thou bold tafter of delight, 
Who, whilft thou fhould’?t bue taite, devour’ft it 

uite | 
Thou brng't us an eftate, yet leav'ft us poor, 
By clogging it with legacies before ! 
‘The joys which we entire fhould wed, 
Come deflow’red virgins to our bed. 
Good fortunes without gain imported be, 
Such mighty cuftoms paid-to thee : 
For joy, like wine, kept clofe does better tates 
If it take air before, its fpirits waite, 

iM, 

Hope! Fortune's cheating lottery ! 
Where for one prize an hundred blanks there bes 
Fond Archer! Hope! who tak’ft thy aim fo far, 
That ftill or thort or wide thine arrows are ! 
Thin empty cloud, which th’ eye deceives 
With thapes that our own fancy gives! 
A cloud which gilt and painted now appears, 
But matt drop prefeatly in tears! . 
When thy falfe beams o'er Reafon’s light prevail, 
By ignes fatui for North-ftars we fail, 


WwW. 
Brother of Fear! more gayly clad; 
The merrier fool o th’ two, yet quite mad; 
Sire of Repentance | child of fond Defire! 
‘That blow’ft the chemic’s and the lover's fire! 
Leading them ftill infenfibly’ on 
By the itrange witchcraft of Anon? 
By thee the one does changing Nature through 
Her endlefs labyrinths purfue, 
And th’ other chafes woman, whii 
More ways and turns than hunted Nature knows, 





Hore, cf all ills that men endure, 
The only cheap and univerfal cure! 
Thou captive’s freedom! and thou fick man’s 





Thou lefer’s vi@’ry! and thou beggar’s wealth! 
Thou manna, which from heav'n we eat,’ 

To ev'ry tate a few’ral meat! 

Thou ftrong retreat! thou fare entail’d eftatey 
Which nought has pow’r to alienate! 

‘Thou pleafant, honeft Flatterer! for none 
Flatter unhappy men but thou alone! 


1, 
Hope! thou firft-fruits of happinefs! 

Thou gentle dawning of a bright fuccefs! 

Thou good prepar’tive, without which our joy 
Dees work tuo ftrong, and whilft it cures, dettroy ; 


w76 
‘Who out of Fortune's reach doft ftand, 
Aod art a bleiling ftill in hand ! 

‘Whilft thee, her earneft-money, we retain, 
‘We certain are to gain, : 
Whether fhe her bargain break or elfe fulfil ; 
Thou only good, not worfe for ending ill} 


nL 
Brother of faith! ’twixt whom and thee 
‘The joys of heav’n and earth divided be! | 
"Though Faith be heir, and have the fix’d cftate, 
‘Thy portion yet in moveables is great. 
Happinefs itfelf is all one 
In thee or in poffeffion! 
Only the future is thine, the prefent his! 
"Thine is the more hard and noble blifs ; 
Beft apprehender of our joys, which hat 
So long a reach, and yet eanft hold fo fat ! 

Iv. 
Hope ! thou fad lover’s only friend ! 
‘Thou way, that may’ft difpute it with the end ! 
For love, 1 fear, ’s4 fruit that does delight 
‘The tafte itfelf lefs than the fmell and fight. 
Fruition more deceitful is . 
‘Than thou canft be. when thou doft mifs ; 
Men leave thee by obtaining, and ftraight flee 
Some other way again to thee ; 
And that ’s a pleafant country, without doubt, 
Te which all foon return that travel out. 








Love's Ingratitude. 


1 
T urrrez thonght, thou fond ungrateful fin? 
‘When firft 1 let thee in, 
And gave thee but a part 
In my unwary heart, 
‘Tha show sant e’er have grown 
8o fSuc or itrong to make it all thine own. 
i. 
At mine own breaft with care I feed thce fill, 
Letting thee fuck thy fill, 
And daintily I nouriih’d thee 
‘With idle thoughts and poetry! 
‘What ill returns doft thou allow ? 
T fed thee then, and thou doft ftarve me now. 
ie 
"There wasa time when thou waft cold and chill, 
Nor had'ft the pow’r of doing ill; 
Into my bofom did I take 
"This frozen and benumbed fnake, 
Not fearing from it any harm ; 
But now it {tings that breaft which made it warm. 
We 
What curfed weed ’s this love! but one grain fow, 
And the whole field ’t will overgrow ; 
Straight will it choke up and devour 
Eack wholefome herb and beauteous flow’r 5 
Nay, unlefs fomething foon I do, 
"Twill kill, 1 fear, my very laurel too. 
v. 


But now all’s gone; I now, alas! complain, 
Declare, protelt, and threat, in vain; 
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Since by my own unfore’d confent 

The traiter has my government, 

And is fo fettled in the throne, 

That ’t were rebellion now to claim mine own, 








Lhe Frailty, 


Te 


T cnow ’t is fordid, and ’t is low, 
(All this as well as you t know) 
Which I fo hotly now purfue ; 
(I know all this as well as you) 
But whilft this curfed flefh [ bear, 
And all the weaknefs and the bafenefs there; 
Alas! alas! it will be always fo. 
i 
In vain, exccedingly in vain, 
Trage fometimes and bite my chain ; 
For to what purpcfe do I bite 
With teeth which ne’er will break it quite ? 
For if the chicfeft Chriftian head, 
Was by this fturdy tyrant buffeted, 
What wonder is it if weak 1 be flain? 














Coldnefi. 


1. 
As water fluid is, till it do grow 
Solid and fix'd by cold ; 
So in warm feafons Love does loofely flow, 
Froft only can it hold: 
A woman's rigour and difdain 
Does his fwife courfe reftrain. 

a. 
Though conftant and confiftent now it be, 
Yet when kind beams appear, 
It melts, and glides apace into the fea, 
And loofes itfelf there + 
$o the Sun’s am’rous play 
Kiffes the ice away. 

im 
You may in vulgar loves find always this, 
But my fubftantial love 
Of a more firm and perfe@ nature is 3 
No weathers can it move; 
‘Though heat diffolve the ice again, 
‘The cryftal folid does remain. 








Tuex like fome wealthy ifland thow fhale lieg 
And like the fea about it F; < 
Thou like fair Albion to the failor's Gght, 
Spreading her beauteous bofom all in white + 
Like the kind Ocean I will be, 
With loving arms far ever clafping thee. 

® This pucm has no titic ineny of the editions, 


THE MISTRES 


ah 
But PH embtace thee gentlier far than foy 
As their frefh banks foft rivers do; 
Nor thal the proudeft planet boaft a pow’r 
Of making my full love to ebb one hour ; 
At never dry or low can prove, 
Whilft thy unwafted fountain feeds my love, 
at, 
Such heat and vigour fhali our kiffes bear, 
Asif like doves we’ engender'd there. 
No bound nor rule my pleafures thall endure ; 
In love there’s none too much an epicure. 
Nought fhall my hands or lips controul ; 
VU kifs thee through ; I'l kifs thy very foul. 
Ww. 


Yct nothing but the fight our {ports fhall know ; 
Night, that is both blind and filent toa. 
Alphzus found not a more fecret trace, 
His lov'd Sicanian fountain to embrace, 
Creeping fo far beneath the fea, 
‘Than I will dot’ enjoy and feaft on thee. 
ve 
Men out of wifdom, women eut of pride, 
‘The pleafant thefts of love do hide. 
‘That may fecure thee ; but thou ’aft yet from me 
A more infallible fecurity ; 
For there ’s no danger I fhould tell 
“The joys which are to me unfpeakable, 








Sleep. 
i. 
Ts: vain, thou drowfy God! I thee invoke ; 
for thou, who doft from fumes arife, 
‘Vhou, who man’s foul doft overfhade 
With a thick cloud by vapours made, 
Canft have no pow'r to fhut his eyes, 
Cr paflage of his fp’rits to choke, 
Whote flame ’s fo pure that it fends up no fmoke. 
ih 
Yet how do tears but from fome vapours rife? 
“Tears that bewinter all my year? 
"The fate of Egypt I fuftain, 
Aud never feel the dew of rain, 
From clouds which in the head appear, 
But all my too much moifture owe 
"To overflowings of the heart below. 
ni, 
‘Thou who doft men (as nights to colours do) 
Bring all to an equality ; 
Come, thou juft God? and equal me 
Awhile to my difdainful fhe : 
To that condition let me lie, 
‘Till Love does me the favour thew ; 
Love cquals all a better way than you. 








1. 
Then never more fhalt thou b’ invok’d by me; 
‘Watchful as fpirits and gods V'll prove = 
Let her bue grant, and then will I 
‘Yhee aod thy kiniiman Death defy : 
Fev betwist thee and them that love 


ae 


Never will an agreement be; 
Thon fcorn’ft th’ unhappy, and the happy thee, 


eres 
Beauty. 


4 
Beary! thou wild fantattic ape, 
Who doft in ev'ry country change thy shape! 
Here biack, there brown, here tawny, and there 
white; e 
‘Thou Flatt’rer! which comply'ft with ev'ry fight! 
‘Thou Babel! which confound’ft the eye 
With unintelligible variety ! 
Who haft no certain what nor where, 
Bnt vary ftill, and doft thyfelf declare 
Inconftant, as thy fhe-profeffors are. 
wa 
Beauty ! Love’s feene and mafquerade, 
So gay by well-plac’d lights and diftance made! 
Falfe coin! with which th’ impoftor cheats us Ril! 
‘The lamp and colour good, but metal ill! 
Which light or bafe we find, when we 
Weigh by enjoyment, and examine thee! 
For though thy being be but fhew, 
"Tis chiefly night which men to thce allow, 
And chufe ¢’ enjoy thee when thou leaft art tho. 
lit. 
Beauty! thou a@live, paffive ill! 
Which dy'ft thyfelf asfaft as thon doft kill! _ 
‘Thou tulip! who thy ftock in paint doft watte, 
Neither for phyfic good, nor ftnell, nor tafke. 
Beauty ; whofe flameg but meteors are, 
Short liv'd and low, though thou wouldit feem a 
Who dar ft not thine own home defery, —_[ftary 
Pretending to dwell richly in the eye, ‘ 
When thou, alas: doft in thy fancy lie. 





Ww. 

Beauty! whofe conquefts Rill are 
O'er hearts by cowai ds kept, or elfe ? 
Weak vitor! who thyfelf deftroy’d mutt be, 
When Sicknefs forms, or Time befieges thee ! 
Thou unwholefonie thaw to frozen age! 
‘Thou ftrong wine which youth’s fever dot enrage! 
‘Thou tyrant! which Jeav'it no man free! 
‘Thou fubtle thief! from whom nought fafe can be! 
Phou murd’rer, which haft kili’d! and devil, 

which wouldit damp me! 











The Parting. 


Avs men in Greenland left beheld the fan 

From their horizon run, 

And thought upon the fad half year 

Of cold and darknefs they mult fuffer there 
ne 

So on my parting Miftrefs did I look, 

With fuch fwol’n cyes my farewell took : 

Ah! my fair Star faid 1; [fy ! 

ah! thofe biefs'd lands to which bright thou doft 


hes. 


aie 
nh 

In vain the men of learning comfort me, 

And fay J ’m in a warm degree; 

Say what they pleafe, I fay and fwear 

“Tis beyond eighty, at leaft, if you’re not here. 
Iv. 

Itis, it is ; 1 tremble with the froft, 

And know that I the day have loft ; 

And thofe wild things which men they call, 

1 firid to be but bears or foxes all. 
ve 

Return, return, gay Planet of mine Eaft ! 

Of all that fhines thou much the beit! 

And as thou now defcend’ft to fea, 

More fair and freth rife up from thence to me. 
vi. 

‘Thou who, in many a propriety, 

So truly art the fun tome, 

Add one more likenefs, which I’m fure you can, 

And Jet me and my fun beget a man, 





My Pictures 


Frere, take my likenefs with you, whilft ’t is fo; 
‘For when from hence you go, 

‘The next fun's rifing will behold 

Mc pale, and lean, and old. 

The man who did this pidture draw, 

‘Will fwear next day my face he never faw. 


i, 
T really believe, within a while, * 
If you upon this fhadow {mile, 
Your prefence will fuch vigour give, 
(Yonr prefence, which makes all things live) 
And abfence fo much alter me, 
‘This will the fubflance, I the fhadow, be. 
Comal ut 
When from your well-wrought cabinet you take it, 
And your bright looks awake it, 
Ah ! be not frighted if you fee 
‘The new-foul’d Pi@ure gaze on thee, 
And hear it breathe a figh or two 5 
For thofe are the firft things that it will dow 


Iv. 
My rival image will be then thought blefs’d, 
And laugh at me as difpoflefs’d; , 
But thou who, (if I know thee right) _ 
T’ th’ fubftance doft not much dehght, 
‘Wilt rather fend again for me, 
‘Who then fhall but my picture’s picture be. 





The Concealment. 


a 

No; to what purpofe fhould 1 fpeak ? 

No; wretched Heart! fwell till you break ! 
She cannot love me if fhe would, 

And, to fay truth, ’t were pity that the fhould. 


THE MISTRESS. 


No; to the grave thy forrows bear, . . 

As filent as they will be there : . 

Since that lov’d hand this mortal wound does give, 

So handfomely the thing contrive, 

That the may guiltlefs of it live : 

So perih, that her killing thee 

May a chance-medley, and no murder, be. 
im 

*Tis nobler much for me that I _ 

By her beauty, not her anger, die: 

This will look juftly, and become 

An execution, that 4 martyrdom, 

The cens’ring world will ne'er refrain 

Fromm judging men by thunder flain. 

She muft be angry fure if T fhould be 

So bold to afk her to make me, 

By being her’s, happier than fhe. 

J will not; ’tis a milder fate 

To fall by her not loving than her hate. 
mm 

And yet this death of mine, I fear, 

‘Will ominous to her appear, 

When, found in ev’ry other part, 

Her facrifice is found without an heart ¢ 

For the laft tempeft of my death 

Shall figh out that, too, with my breath ; 

Thtn fhall the world my noble ruin fec, 

Some pity, and fome envy me ; 

‘Then fhe herfelf, the mighty fhe! 

Shall grace my fun’rals with this truth, 

Twas otily love deftroy’d the gentle youth. 





> Th: Morgpaly. 


L 


Waar mines of fulphur in my breaft do lie, 
That feed the eternal burnings of tny heart? 
Not tna flames more fierce or conftantly, 
The founding thop of Vulcan’s fmok} art 5 
Vulcan his fhop has placed there, 
And Cupid’s forge is fet up here, 

Bet 


Here all thofe arrows’ mortal heads are made 
‘That fly fo thick unfeen thro’ yielding air ; 
The Cyclops here, which labour at the trade, 
Are Jealoufy, Fear, Sadnefs, and Defpair. 
‘Ah! cruel God! and why to me 
Gave you this curs’d Monopoly? 
ni. 
T have the trouble, not the gains of it ; 
Give me but the difpofal of one dart, 
And then (1'll afk no other bencfit) : 
Heat as you pleafe your furnace in my heart 
So fwect’s revenge to me, that I 
Upon my foe would gladly die. 
Iv 
Deep into her bofom would I ftrike the dart, 
Deeper than woman e’er was ftruck by thee; 
Thor giv'ft them {mall wounds, and fo far from © 
the heart, i 
They fiutter fi: about inconftantly, 


‘THE MISTRESS. 


Curfe on thy goodnefs, whom we fing 
‘Civil tonone but womankind! 


ve 
Vain God! who women doft thyfelf adore! 
“Their wounded hearts do ftill retain the pow'rs 
"Yo travel and to wander-as before; 
‘Thy broken arrows ’twixt that fex and our’s 
So unjuftly are diftributed, 
‘Vhey take.the feathers, we the bead. 








The Diflance. 
1 
T eave follow'd thee 2 year, at leait, 
And never ftopp'd myfelf to. reft ; 
But yet can thee o’ertake no more 
‘Chan this day can the day that went before. 
Ww 
In this our fortunes equal prove 
"To ftars, which govern them above ; 
Our ftars that move for ever round, 
With the fame diftance ftill betwixt them found. 
rin, 
1m vain, alas! in vain I ftrive 
‘he wheel of Fate fafter to drive, 
Since, if around it fwiftlier Ay, 
‘ohe in it mends her pace as much as I, 
Tv. 
Hearts by Love ftrangely fluffled are, 
‘That there can never meet a pair ! 
‘Samelier chan worms are lovers flain ; 
“Lhe wounded heart ne’er turns to wound again. 











The Increafe. 


1. 
T rnevant, Vil fwear, I coukl have lov’d ne more 
“Than | had done before ; 
But you as eas’ly might account 
‘Till to the top of numbers you amount, 
As calt up my love's {core. 
‘Ten thoufand millions was the fum 5 
‘Millions of endlefs millions are to come. 

1. 
Um fure her beautics cannot greater gropy 3 
Why fhould my love do fo? 
A real caufe at firft did move, 
But mine own fancy now drives on my love, 
With fhadows from itfelf that flow. 
My love, as we in numbers fec, 
By cyphers is increas’d eternally. 

my, 
So the new-made and untry’d fpheres above 
“Took their firft turn from th” hand of Jove, 
But are fince that"beginning found 
By their own forms to move for ever round. 
All violent motions fhort do prove, 
But by the length "tis plain to Ke 
‘That love's a motion matural to aie. 


@ 
Love's Vifibility. 
1 

Wrra much of pain, and all the art L knew, 
Have [endeavour’d hitherto 
To hide my love, and yet ali will not do. 

mW, 
‘The world perceives it, and it may be fhe, - 
‘Tho’ fo difcreet and good fhe be, 
By hiding it, to teach that {kill to me. 

un. 
Men without love have oft” fo cunning grown, 
That fomething like it they have fhewn, 
But none who had it ever feem’d t” have none. © 

: Vv. : 

Love's of a ftrangely open, fimple, kind, 
Can no arts or difguifes find, ork 
But thinks none fees it ’caufe itfelf is blind. 

ve 
The very cye betrays our inward fmart 5 
Love of himfelf left there a part, 
When thorough it he pufs'd into the heart, 


vi. 

Or if by chance the face betray not it, 

But keep the fecret wifely, yet 

Like drunkennefs, into the tongue "twill get. 


————— 


Looking on, and difcourfing with, bis Mifirefe 

ca 
Turese fall two hours now have I gazing been, 
‘What comfort by it can I gain? 
ToJook on heav’n, with mighty gulfs between, 
WSR the great mifer's greateft pain ; 
So near was he to heav’n’s delight, 
As with the blefe’d converfe he might, 
Yet could not get one drop of water by’t. 

Me “ 
Ah! Wretch! I feem to touch iow ; bat, oh 
What boundlefs {paces do us y gaemite 
Fortune, and friends, and all earth’s empty shew, 
My lownefs, and her high defert : 
But thefe might conquerable prove ; 
Nothing does me fo far remove, 
As her hard foul's averfion from my love. - 

ilk 
So travellers chat lofe their way by night, 
If from afar they chance t’ efpy 
‘Eh’ uncertain glimnrrings cf a taper’s light, 
Take flatt’ring hopes, and think it nigh 3 
Till, wearied with the fruitle(s pain, 
"They fit them down and weep in vain, 
And there in darknefs and defpair remain. 


——— 


Ryfolved to love. 
ns 73 

I woxper what the grave and wie 

‘Think of all us that love ; 

Whether our pretty fooleries 

“Uheir mirth or anger move 5 


Fang 


They underftand not breath that words does want $ 
Our fighs to them are infignificant, 


it. 
¢ One pf them faw me th’ other day, 
Touch the dear hand which Tadmire, 
© My foul was melting ftraight away, 
And dropp'd before the fire, 
"This fly wife man who pretends to know, 
* Aik'd why 1 look’d fo pale, and trembled fo? 
% bs te t 
=~ Another from my Miftrefs’ door 
* Saw me with eyes all wat'ry come, 
Nor could the hidden caufe explore, ; 
But thought fame fmoke was in the room: 
Stich ign’rance from unwounded Learning came, 
“He knew tears made by fmoke, but not by flame. 
av. 
¥ learn’d in other things you be, 
, And have in love no fkill, 
For God’s fake keep your arts from me, 
For Vil be ign’rant Mill, 
Study or adtion others may embrace; 
My love's my bufinefs, and my books her face, 





ge 


ove 
Thefe arc but trifles, 1 confefs, 

Which me, weak Mortal! move 3 

Nor is your bufy ferioufncls 

Lefs trifling than my love, 

‘The wifeft king who from his ficred breatt 
Pronoune’d all vanity, chofe it {uF the bef. 





==, 
—— = 


My Fate. e 





; 1 
Go bid the Needle his dear North forfake, 
“To which with trembling rev'rence it docs bend 3 
_ ‘Go bid the ones a journey upwarus make ; 
. Go bidehper=ous fame no more afcend ; 
> And when thefe falfe to their old raotions prove, 
* Then thall 1 ccate thee, thee alone, to love, 


We 
‘The faft-link'd chain of everlafling Fate 
Does nothing tie more ftrong than me to yous 
My fix'd love hangs not on your love or hate, 
But will be fill the fame whate’er you do. 
You cannot kill my love with your difduin ; 
* ‘Wound it you may, dnd mike it live in pain, 
ms. 
Me mine example let the Stoics ule, 
Their fad and cruel do&trine to maintain, 
| Let all Predeftinatars me produce, 
* Who ftruggle with eternal bonds in vain: 
‘This fire I’m born to; but *tis the muft tell 
... Whether ’t be beams of heav'n, or dames of bell. 
Ww. : 
‘You who men’s fortunes in thelr faces read, 
‘To find out mine, look uot, cits on me; 
But mark her face, and all the feavurcs heed, 
For only thete is wrie my deftiny ; 
Dr if tars thew iz, gize net on the fkiesy 
is fudy th’ attrology of her eyes, 





THE MISTRESS, 


re 29 
If thou find there kind and propitious rays, 
What Mars or Saturn threaten PH not fear ; 
1 well believe the fate of mortal days 
Is writ in heaven, but, oh! my heav’n is there. 
What can men learn from ftars they fearce can 
fee? 


‘Two great lights rule the world, and her two me. 


caeminammmmmeeee ee 
The Heartbreaking. 
é ay 
Tr gavea piteous groan, and fo it broke ; 
In vain it fonjething would have fpoke; 
‘The love within too fteong for't was, 
Like poifon put into a Venice-glafs, 


il. 
I thought that this fome remedy might prove, 
But, oh : the mighty ferpent, Love, 
Cut by this chance in pieces final, 
In all Quill liv’d, and fill it ftung in all, 


i. 
And now, alas! each little broken part 
Feels the whole pain of all my heart, 
And every fmalleft corner ftill 
Lives with the torment which the whole did kil, 
Iv. 
Ev’n fo rude armies, when the ficid they quit, 
And into feveral quarters get, 
Each troop docs fpoil and ruin more, 
‘Vhan all join’d in one body did before, 
v. 


How many loves reign in my bofom now ? 
How many loves! yet all of yous 

‘Thus have 1 ghang’d, with evil fate, 

My monarch-love into a tyrantfate, 


SSS 
The Ufurpation. 
1 
Tuov ‘alt to my foul no title 
J was mine own, and free, 
‘Sl L had gav'n myfelf to thee ; 
But thou haft kept me flave and pris'ner fince, 
Well, fince fo infolent thou'rt grown, 
Fond ‘Tyrant! I'lt depofe thee from thy throne 3 


Such outrages muft not admitted be 
Inan cleSive monarchy. 


or pretence ; 


1 
Part of my heart by gift did to thee fall; 
My country, Kindred, ‘and my beft 
Acquaintance, were to fhare the reft ; 
But thou, their cov’tous neighbour, drav't out all; 
Nay, more, thou mak’{t me worfhip thee, © ~ 
and wouldft the rule of my religion be. 
‘Was ever tyrant claim’d fuch pow'r as you, 
To be both Emp'ror and ‘Pope too? 

iit. 
‘The pubke mis’ries and my private fate 
Delerve fome tears; but grecdy tho 


THE MISTRESS, 


(Infatiate Maid!) wilt not allow 

'That I one drop from thee fhould alienate : 
Nor wilt thou grant my fins a part, 

Tho’ the foie caufe of moft of them thou art; 
Counting my tears thy tribute and thy duc, 
Since mine eyes I gave to you, 


iv. 
‘Thou all my joys and all my hopes doft claim ; 
‘Thou rageft like a fire in me, 
Converting all things into thee ; 
Nought can refift or not increafe the flame = 
Nay, every grief and every fear 
‘Thou doft devour, unlefs thy ftamp it bear. 
‘Thy prefence, like the crowned balilifk’s breath, 
All other ferpents puts to death. 

v 
As men in hell are from difeafes free, 
So from all other ills am 1; 
Free from their known formality ; 
But all pains eminently lie in thee, 
Alas! alas! I hope in vain . 
My congyer’d foul from out thine hands to gain, 
Since all the natives there thou ’att overthrown, 
And planted garrifons of thine own, 











Maidenhead. 


1 

Tuow work cfate ev'n of the fex that’s wort, 
‘Therefore by Nature made at firft 

‘rt’ attend the weaknefs of our birth! 

Slight outward curtain to the nuptial bed! 
‘Thou cafe to buildings not yct finifhed! 

‘Who, like the centre of the earth, 

Doft heavieft things attra to thee, 

‘Though thou a point imaginary be. 


ik. 
A thing God thought for mankind fo unfit, 
"That his firft blefling ruin’d it. 
Cold frozen nurfe of fiercett fires ! 
Who, like the parched plains of Afric’s fand, 
(A fteril and a wild unlovely land) 
Art always feorch’d with hot defires, 
Yet barren quite, didft thou not bring 
Montters and ferpentsforth, thyfclf to fting ! 


im. 

Thou that bewitcheft men, whilft thou dof dwell 

Like a clofe coujurer in his cell! 

‘And fear’ft the Day’s difeov’ring eye ! 

No wonder ’t is at all that thou fhouldit be 

Such tedious and unpleafant company, 

‘Who liv'ft fo melancholily ! 

Thou thing of {ubtile, fippery kind, 

Which women lofe, and yet no man can find? 
Vv, 

Altho’ I think thou never found wilt be, 

Yet Tm refolv’deto fearch for thee ; 

‘Tile fearch itfelf rewards the pains : 

So though the chymic his great fecret mifs, 

(for neither in it art nor nature is} 

Yet things well worth his toil he gains, 

And does bis charge and labour pay 

With guod unfought experiments by the say. 





; ny 
Say what thou wilt, chaftity is no more 
‘Thee, than 3 porter is his door. => 
In vain to honour they pretend, [walls 


Who guard themlfelves with ramparts and with: 
‘Yhem only Fame the truly valiant callsy ~ 
Who can an open breach defend. 

Of thy gutck lefs can be no doubt, 
Within fo hated, and fo lov'd without. 








Inpofibilities. 
i 
Ivpossip1tsries ! Oh, no, there’s none} 
Could n:ine bring thy heart captive home,~: 
As eas’ly other dangers were o'erthrown, < 
‘As Caefar, after vanquith’d Rome, : 
His little Afian Ses did 6vercome.. 
nh 
True lovers oft’ by Fortunc are envy’d, 
Oft’ earth and hel! againit them ftrive 5 
But Providence engages on their fide, 
And a good end at laft does give ; 
At Jaft juit men and lovers always thrive. 
ml, 
As ftars, (not pow'rful elf) when they conjoing 
Change, as they pleafe, the world’s eftate; =» - 
So thy heart in conjun@ion with mine 
Shall our own fortubgs regulates ; 
And to owr ftars th@elves prefcribe a fate, 
Vv. : : 
*Twould grieve me much to find fome bold row 
mance 
‘That fhould two kind examples thew, 
Which before usin wonders did advances 
Not thut 1 thought that ftory true, 
But none fhould fancy more than I-would do 
Ve 
Thro’ fpite of our worft enemies, thy friends, 
‘Thro’ loeat bavifhment from thee ; 
‘Phro’ the loud thoughts of lefs-concerning ends, 
As cafy thal! my pailage be, : 
sAs was the am’rous youth's o’cr Helle’s fea. 
vie 
In vain the winds, in vain the billows, roar 5 
In vain the ftars their aid deny’d; 3 
He faw the Saftian tow’r on th’ other fore ; 
Shall th’ Hellefpont our loves divide ? 
No, not th’ Atiantick ocean's boundlefs tide, 
vi. 
Such feas betwixt us cas'ly conques 
But, gentle Maid! de not deny 
“Co tet thy beams fhine on me from afar, 
And ftill the teper let me efpy 5 
For when thy light goes out, I fink and die. 





rd are; 








Silence, 
i. 


Curse on the tongue that has my heart betray’d, 
And his great feerct open laid! 
si 


376 

For of all.perfons chiefly the 

Should not the ills 1 father know, 

Since ’t is a thing might dang’rous grow, 

Only in her to pity me ; 

Bince ’t is for me to lofe my life more fit, 
3 Than ’t is for her to fave and ranfom it. 


mW 
“AB! never more fhall thy unwilling ear 
“My helplefs ftory hear. 
; Difcourfe and talk awake does keep 
he rude unqujet pain 
lat in my breatt does reign ; 
“ Bilence, perhaps, may make it fleep : 
“Y'll bind that fore up I did ill revea} ; 
‘The wound, if once it clofe, may change to heal. 
m, 
“No, ‘t will ne'er heql ; my love will never die, 
“Though it fhould fpeechlefs lic. 
_ A river, e’er it meet the fea, 
; As well might flay its fource 
"As my love can his courfe, 
‘Unlefs it join and mix with chee. 
Hf any end or ftop of it be found, 


‘We know the flood runs ftill, though under ground. 


The Diffembler. 
: L 

Unnurr, untouch'd, did I complain, 

And terrify’d all othcre with the pain ; . 
_ But now I feel the mighty evil; 

Ah! there's no fooling with the devil ! 

So wanton men, whilft others they would fright, 
. Themfelyes have met a real fprite. 


i 
I thought, I'll fwear, an handfome lic 
Had been no fin at all in poctry ; 
| But now] an arrest 
4° For words were {poke by me in jit. 
* Dull, fottith God of Love! and can it be 
Thou underftand’ft not raillery 2 
a. 
Darts, and wounds, and flame, and heat, 
T nan‘ but for the rhyme or the conceit, 
. Nor meant my verfe fhould raifed be 
f ‘To this {ad tame of prophefy ; 
‘Truth gives a dull propriety to my ftyle, 
And all the metaphors does fpoil, 
qv. 
Tn things where fancy much does reign, 
'Tis dang’rous too cunningly to feign ; 
The play at lait a truth docs grow, 
; And cuftom into nature go, 
By this curs’d art of begging I became 
Lame, with counterfeiting lame. 
$ Ye 
My lines of amorous defire 
J wrote to kindle and blow others’ fire ; 
* And 't was a barbarous delight 
My fancy promis'd from the fight : 
But now, by love, the mighty Phalaris! 1 
My Burning Bull the firft do uy. 








THE MISTRESS. 


The Tnconflant. 


5 Oa 
T wever et could fee that face 
Which bad no dart for me; 
From fifteen years to fifty’s fpace, 
They all viGorious be. 
Love! thou'rt a devil, if I may call thee one; 
For fure in me thy name is Legion. 


u. 
Colour or fhape, good limbs or face ; 
Goodnefs or wit, in all I find ; 
In motion or in fpeech a grace; 
Vf all fail, yet "tis womankind; 
And I’m fo weak, the piftal need npt be 
Double or treble charg'd to murder me, 
psa 
If tall, the name of Proper lays; 
Wf fair, the is pleafunt as the light ; 
If low, her prettinefs does pleafe ; 
If black, what lover loves hot night ? 
It yellow-hair'd, I love, left it hould bg 
Th’ excufe to others for not loving me. 


WwW. 
‘The fat, like plenty, fills my hearty 
‘The lean, with love makes me, too, fo ; 
If ftraight, her body's Cupid’s dart 
To me; if crooked, ’tis his bow. 
Nay, Age itfelf does me to rage incline, 
And ftrength to women gives, as well as wine. 


v. 

Juft half as large as Charity 

My richly-landed love’s become, 

And judy’d aright is Conftancy 

‘Tho’ it takes up a larger room : 

Him who loves always one, why fhould ghey call 

More conftant than the man loves always all ? 
vi. 

‘Thus with unwearied wings I fee 

"Lhro’ all love’s gardens and his fields, 

And like the wife induftrious bee, 

No weed but hovey to me yields 

Honey Rill fpent this diligence ftill fupplies, 

‘hough f return not home with laden thighs. 
vir, 

My foul at firft indeed did prove 

Of pretty ftrength againft a dart, 

‘Vili this habit got of love ; 

But my confum’d and wafted heart, 

Oncc burnt to tinder with a ftrong defire, 

Since that by every fpark is fet on fire. 








The Conant. 


L 

Great and wife Conqu’ror ! who where'er 
Thou com’ ft, dof fortify and fettle there ! 
Who canft defend as well as get, 

And never hadft one quarter beat up yet ; 
Now thou art in, thou ne’er wilt part 

With one inch of my venquifh’d heart ; 


THE MISTRES& 


' 
For fince thou took’ft it by affanit from me, 
*Yis garrifon’d fo ftrong with thoughts of thee, 
At fears no beauteous enemy. 


F Mt 

Had thy charming ftrength been lefs, .. 
Y'd ferv'd e’er this an hundred Miftrefles. 
T’m better thus, nor would compound 

To leave my pris’n to be a vagabond : 

A pris’n in which { ftill woul be, 
‘Though ev'ry door ftood ope to me. 

In fpite both of thy coldnefs and thy pride, 
All love is magriage on thy fover’s fide, 
For only death can them divide. 


tke 

Clofe, narrow chain, yet foft and kind, 
<As that which fp’rits above to good does bind : 
Gentle and fweet necéflity, 
Which does not force, but guide our liberty ! 
Your love on m¢ were {pent in vain, 
Since my fove ftill could but remain 

‘uft as it is; for what, alas! can be 
‘Added to that which hath infinity 
Both in extent aad quality ? 








Her Name. 


.o 
Wira more than Jewith reverence as yet 
Do { the facred Name conceal ; 
When, ye kind Stars! ah | when will it be fit 
‘This gentle myft’ry to reveal ? 
‘When will our love be nam’d, and we poffefs 
"That chyift’ning as a badge of bappinets ? 

r 


1k 
So bold as yet no verfe of mine has been, 
"To wear that gem on any line ; 
Nor, till the happy nuptial Mufe be feen, 
Shall any ftanza with it shine, 
Reft, mighty Name ! till then; for thou muft be 
Laid down by her ¢’er taken up by me. 

ik 
Then all the fields and woods fhall with it ring 5 
Then Echo's burden it fhall be ; 
"Then all the birds in fev'ral notes fhall fing, 
And all the rivers murmur thee ; 
Then cv’ry wind the found fhall upwards bear, 
And foftly whifper ’t to fome angel’s ear. 


1. 
‘Then fhail thy Name through all my verfe be 
fpread, 

Thick as the flow’rs in meadows lie, 

And when in future times they thall be read, 

(As fure, I think, they will not die) 

If any critic doubt that they be mize, 

Men by that ftamp hall quickly know the coin. 
vs < 

Mpeniwhile I will not dare to make a Name 

reprefent thee by; 

* Adam (God's nomenclator) could not frame 

Once that enough thould fignify. 

Aftrza or Celia as unfit would prove 

For thee, as “tis to call the Deity Jove. 





Weeplag: 


Sex where the fits, and in what cothely wife 


Drops tears morg fair than othets’ eyeb! 

Ah! charming Maid ! Ict not ill Fortune fee 

Th’ attire thy forrow ‘vears, 2 

Nor know the beauty of thy tears, 

For the'll till come to drefs herfelf in thee, 
IIs : 

As ftars refle& on waters, fo I {py th at 

In ev'ry drop, methinks, her eye : 

The baby which lives there, and always playa 

In that illuftrious fphere, 

Like a Narciffus dues appear, 

Whilft in his flood the lovely boy did gaze. 


tir, 
Ne'er yet did I behold fo glorious weather = 
As this funfhine and rain together; * 
Pray Heav'n her forehead, that pure hill of frowy 
(For fome fuch fountain we muft find’ ° 
To waters of fo fair a kind) : 
Malt not, to feed that beauteous ftream below. 

Iv. 

Ah! mighty Love! that it were inward heat 
Which made this precious limbeck fweat ! 
Bue what, alas! ah! what docs it avail, 
‘That the weeps téars fo wond’rous cold, 
As fearce the afs’s hoof can hold ; 
So cold, that 1 admire they fall not hail ? 














——————_——_ 
Diferetion. 

bh 
Discaret! what means this word Difcreet 
A curfe on all Diferetion ! 
‘This barbarous term you will not meet 
In all Love’s Lexicon, 

m 
Jointure, portion, goid, eftate, 
Houfes, houfchold-ftuff, or land, 
(The low conveniencies of Fate) 
Are Greek no lovers underftand. 

iil, 
Believe me, beauteous One ! when lové 
Enters into a breaft, 
The two firft things it does remove 
Are fricnds and intereit, 


Iv. 

Paffion’s half blind, nor can endure * 
The careful fcrup'lous eyes, 

Or elfe I could not love; I’m fure, 
One who in love were wife, 


Vi 
Men in fuch tempefts tofs'd- about 
Will, without grief or pain, 
Caft all their goods and riches out, 
Themfelves theif port to gain. 

vi. 
As well might martyrs, who do choofe 
‘That facred death to take, 
Mourn for the clothes'which they rmuit Tefé, 
When they're bound naked to the ftake, 

Siii 


“Whe 


a8 THE 
‘The Waiting= Maid, 
re 
‘Tay Maid! Ah! find fome nobler theme 


‘on thy doubts to place, 
‘Nor by a low fufpeé blafpheme 





“. "Phe glories of chy face. 


Ty 


"Alas! the makes thee thine fo fair, 


So exquifitcly bright, 


v. Fhat her dim lamp matt difappear 


Before thy potent light. 
ath 
ach morn in drefling thee 
are fpent, 
And make that beauty tyranny, 
‘That's clic a civil government. 
qv. 
Th adorning thee with fo much art 
Ig but a barb'rons fkill; 
is like the pois’ning of a dart, 
‘Too apt before to kill. 








: ve 
‘The min'fring angels none can fee ; 








’Tis not their beauty or their face, 
For which by men they worfhipp’d be, 
But their high office and their place. 
"Thou art my goddels, my faint fhe ; 

I pray to her only to pray to thee. 





Counfil. 


1 


An! what advice can I receive? 
No, Gstisfy te fir ; 
For who would phyfic-potions give 


~ o one that dics with thirft ? 


epee 11, 
A little puff of breath, we find, 
Small fires can quench and kill, 
But when they're great, the adverfe wind 
Does make them greatcr fill. 

art. 

Now, whilft you fpeak, it moves me much, 
But ftreighs (’n juft the fame ; 
Alas! th’ effect mult need 
Of cutting through a fis 






3 
he fuch 








The Cure, 


a 
Coxiz, Doétor” ufe thy roughett art, 


“Phou canft not cruel prove 5 





Cat, burn, and torture cver 
To heal me of my love. 

n, 
“Chere is no dangers if the pain 
Should.me loa tever bring, 


y part, 


MISTRESS: 


Compar’d with heats I now fuftainj | 

A fever is fo cool a thing, : 

(Like drink which feverifh men defire) 

That I fhould hope ’twould almoft quench my firc, 








The Separation. 
co 


Asx me not what my love fhall do or be 

(Love! which is fou) to body, and foul of mc} 

When I am fep’rated from thce, 

Alas! 1 might as eas'ly thew 

What after death the foul will do; 

Twill laft, ’'m fure, and that is all we know, 
He 

‘The thing cali’d Soul will never ftir nor move, 

But all that while a lifelefs carcafs prove, 

For ’tis the body of my loves 

Not that thy love will fly away, 

But ftill continue, as they fay 

Sad troubled ghofts about their graves do ftray, 








The Tree. 


I. 
T cuoss the flour’thing’ft Tree in all the park, 
With fretheft boughs and faireft head ; 
Tcut my love into his gentle bark, 
And in three days behold ’tis dead ; 
My very written flames fo violent be, 
‘They ’ave burnt and wither'd up the Tree. 





Paty 
How fhould I live myfelf, whofe heart is found 
Deeply engraven every where 
With the large hiftory of many a wound, 
Larger than thy trunk can bear ? 
art us ftrange as Homer in the Nut, 
Love in nry heart has volumes pat. 

un 
What a few words from thy rich flock did take 
‘The leaves and beauties all ? 
Asa ftong peifon with one drop does make 
‘The nails and hairs to fall. 
Love (I fee now) a kind of witcheraft is, 
Or characters could ne’er do this, 





v. 
Pardon, ye Birds and Nymphs! who lov'd this 
And pardon me, thou gentle Tree ! {thade, 
I thought her name wouid thee have happy made, 
And tieffed omens hep’d from thee : 
Notes of my love, thrive here, faid I, and grow, 
And with ye let my love do fo. 

v 
Alas! poor youth ! thy love will sever thrive! 
‘rhis Blafted Tree predeftines it 5 “ 
Go, tie the difmal knot, (why fhouldft thou live? 
And dy the lines thou there haft writ 
Deform'dly han: in.,, the fad pidure be 
‘To that unlucky hittery. 











THE MISTRESS. 


Ber Unbelief. 
Xr. 


“Tis a range kind of ign'rance this in you, 
‘That you your vidt’ries fhould not fpy, 
ViGories gotten by your eye‘ 
‘That your bright beams, as thofe of comets do, 
Should kill, but not know how nor who. 
ee 
‘That truly you my idol might appear, 
‘Whilft ali the people fmell and fee 
‘The odorous flames | offer thee, 
Thou fit’ft, and doft not fee, nor fmell, nor hear, 
"Thy conftant zealous worfhipper. 
un 
They feet too well who at my fires repine; 
Nay, th’ unconcern'd themfelves do prove 
Quick-ey’d enough to fpy my love ; 
Nor does the caufe in thy face clearlicr thine, 
‘Than the effeét appears in mine. 
av. 
Fair infidel! by what unjuft decree 
Mutt I, who with fuch reftlefs care 
Would make this truth to thee appear 5 
Mutt I, who preach it, and pry for it, be 
Damn a by thy aneseduliey 


T by thy Unbelicf am: guiltless flain : 
Oh: have but faith, and then that you 
May know that faith for to be true, 
Te fhall itfelf by a miracle maintain, 
And raife me from the dead again. 
Vi 
Mean-while my hopes may fecm to be o’erthrown; 
But lovers’ hopes are full of art, 
And thus difpute, that fince my heart, 
Tho’ in thy breaft, yét is not by thee known; 
Perhaps thou may’ft not know thine own, 





The Gazerts 
~ L 


Come Ict's go on where Love and Youth docs 

T’ave fcen too much if this be afl. [call 

Alas! how far more wealthy might I be 

‘With a contented ign’rant poverty ? 

‘To fhew fuch ftores, and nothing grant, 

Is to enrage and vex my want : 

For Love to die an infant is leffer ill, 

‘Than to live long, yet live in childhood fill, 
nM : 

‘We ’ave both fat gazing only hitherto, 

As man and wife in picture do, 

‘The richeft crop of joy is ftill behind, 

And he who only fees in love is blind. 

So at firft Pygmalion lov’d, 

But th’ amour at laft improv'd ; 

The flatue itfelf-st laft a woman grew, 

al at latt, my Dear! fhould you do too. 
Aq 

Bénuty to man the greateft torture is, 

Unlefs it lead to farther blifs ; 

Beyond the tyrannous pleafurcs of the eye, 

It grows too feriousa cruelty, 
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Unlefs it heal as well as firiké s cs 

I would not, falamander-like, 

In feorching heats always to live defire, 

But like a martyr pafs to heav’n through oe 
Iv. 

Mark how the lufty fon falutes the Spring, 

And gently kiffes cvery thing : 

His loving beams unlock each maiden flow’r, 

Scarch all the treafurcs, all the fweets devour ; 

‘Then on the earth with bridegroom-heat, 

He does ftill new flow’rs beget : * 

The Sun himfelf, although all eye he be, 

Can find in love more pleafure than to fee, 





Lhe Incurable, 
LR bi 
T rrv’n if books would cure my love, but found 
Love made them nonfenfe all : 
Japply’d receipts of bus’nefs to my wound, 
But ftirring did the pain recall. 
1. 
As well might men who in a fever fry, 
Mathematic doubts debate ; 
As well might men, who mad in darknefs lic, 
Write the difpatches of a ftate, 
Wi. 
I try’d devotion, fermons, frequent pray’r, 
But thofe did worfe than ufelefs prove ; 
For pray’rs are turn’d to fin in thofe who are 
Out of charity, or in love. 
Iv. 
I try’d in wine to drown the mighty care, 
But wine, alas! was oil to th’ fire ; i 
Like drunkards? eyes, my troubled fancy therg 
Did double the defire. 
ed 
I try'’d @hat mirth and ists would do, 
And mix’d with pleafant companies; 
My mirth did gracclcfs and infipid grow, 
And ’bove a clinch it could not rife. 
vi 
Nay, God forgive me for’t, at laf I try'd 
*Gainft this fome new defire to flir, 
And lov’d again, but ‘twas where { efpy'd 
Some faint refemblances of her. 
vil, 
The phyfic made me worle with which. tg rove 
‘This mortal ili t? expel ; 
As wholefome med’cines the difeafe improve 
‘There where they work not well. 








Honour, 
: 5a 
Suc loves, and fhe confeffes too ; 
"There's then, at lait, no more to do? 
The happy work’s entirely done ; 
Enter the town, which thou haft won 5 
8 itl} 


Re 


"The fruits of conqueft now begin ; 
° J, triumph! enter in. 
4 Ik. 
% what is this, yo Gods! what can it be? 
2 -Remiairis there fill an enemy ? 
*. Bold Honour ftands up in the gate, 
And would yet capitulate ; 
Have } o’ercome all real foes, 
‘And fhall this phantom me oppofe ? 


Wd. 
Noify Nothing! flaking Shade! 
By what witchcraft wert thou made ; 
Empty caufe of folid harms! 
But I thal! find out countercharms 
‘Why airy devilthip to remove 
From this circle here of love. 
Iv. 
Sure I fhall rid myfelf of thee 
By the night's obfcurity, 
And obfcurer fecrecy + 
Unlike to ev'ry other fprite, 
“Thou attempt not men t’ affeight, 
“Nor appear’ft but in-the hight, 





——— 
——— 


The innocent Til, 


1 


Tuoven all thy geftures and difcourfes be 
Coin'd and flamp'd by Modefty 5 
Pho’ from thy tongue ne’er flipp’d away 
‘One word which nuns at th’ altar might not fay 5 
© Vet fuch a fweetnefs, fuch a grace, 
<n all thy fpeech appear, 
“Phat what to th’ cye # beauteous face, 
- That thy tongue’s to th’ car > 
So cunningly it wounds the heart, 
tt ftrikes fitch heat through ev'ry part, 
That thowato>4nwerle than Satan art. 
ae He 
"Though in thy thoughts fcarce any tracks have been 
* go much as of orig’nal fin, 
$uch charms thy beauty wears, as might 
Defires in dying confefs'd faints excite ¥ 
‘Thou with ftrange adultery 
+ Doft in each breaft a brgthel- keep : 
‘Awake, all men do fuft for thee, 
‘And fome enjoy thee when they fleep. 
WNe’er before did woman live 
‘Who to fuch multitudes did give 
‘The root and caufe of fin, but only Eve. 
We 
Though in thy breaft fo quick a pity be, 
“Phat a fly’s death’s a wound to thea; 
"Fhough favage and rock-hearted thofe 
Appear, that weep not ev’n romances’ Wocs 
Yer ne’er before was tyrant known 
Whofe rage was of fo large extent, 
"The jis thou doft are whole thine own, 
‘Thou’rt principal and inftrument ; 
In all the deaths that come from you, 
+ You do the treble office do 
*. Qf judge, of tort’rer, and of weapon, tod, 





















THE MISTRESS. 


Ms 

Thou lovely inftrument of angry Fate, 
Which God did for our faults creaté* 
Thou pleafant univerfal ill, 

Which fweet as health. yet like a plague dof tall 
‘Thou kind, wellnatur’d tyranny ! 

‘Thou chafte committer af a rapt! 

‘Thou voluntary deftiny, 

Which no man can or would efcape! 

So gentle, and fe glad to fpate, 

$a wondrous good, and wondrous fair, 

(We know) ev'n the deftroying angels are. 





Dialogue. 


i. 
enn. Waat have we donc? what cruel paffion 
mov'd thee 
Thus to ruin her that Jov’d thee ? 
Me thou ’alt robb’d, but what aft thou 
"Shyfelf the richer new ? 

Shame fucceeds the fhort-liv'd pléafire; [farce 
So foon is fpent and gone this thy ill-gotten trea- 
Me 

ne. We ’ave done no liarm, nor was it theft in 


But nobleft charity in thee. [mne, 
T'il the well-gotten pleafure 

Safe in my mem'ty tredfurc 5 

What though the flow’t itfelf do waite, (att. 


The eflence from it drawsi does long and fweeter 
nt. 

sité, Not I'm undone ; my honour thou halt 
And nothing can reftore "t again > (fain, 
Art and lab6ur to heftow 
Upon the carcafs of it now, 
Js but to embalin a body dead 5 
The figure may remain, the life and beauty’s fled. 


ue. Never, my Dear ! wag honour yet umdone 
By love, but indifcretion. 
Yo the wife it all things docs allow, 





‘And cares not what we do, but how ; 
Like tapers fhut in ancient urns, 
Unlefs it let in air, for ever fhistes and burns. 


aa 

sue. Thou firft, perhaps, who didft the fault 
Wilt make thy wicked boaft of it (commit, 
For men, with Roman pfide, above 
“Fhe conqueft do the. triumph love; 
Kor think 3 perfect vid'ry gain'd, 
Unle(s they through the ftreets their captive lead 

enchain’d, 
vi 

ur. Whoe’ér his feeret joys has open laid, 
‘The bawd te his own wife is made. 
Befide, what boaft is left for mé, 
Whole whole wealth isa gift froma thee? - __ 
“Yis you the conq’rer are, ‘tis you [te- 
Who ’ave not only ta’en, but bound and gagg"d we 


Vit. 
sug. Though public panifhment we efeape, the 
Will rack and tortura us witlile + [far 


& 


THE MISTRESS. 


Guilt and fin our bofom bears, 

4 though fair yet the fruit appears, 

"L.Ngt worm which new the eore does wafte, 

Whea long ’t has gnaw’d within, will break the 
fein at lait. 





Viths 

itz, That thirfly drink, that hungty food Houghit, 
"Phat wounded balm, is all my fault ; 
And thou in pity didft apply : 
The kind and only remedy : 
The caufe abfolves the etime ; fince me 
So mighity force did move,fo mighty goodnefs thee. 

1x 


swe, Curfe on thine arts! methinks } hate thee 


And yet I’m fure ] Jove thee too ! {now, 
Pm angry, but my wrath will prove 

More innocent than did thy love. 

‘Thou haft this day undone me quite, [night. 


Yet will undo me more fhouldit thou not come at 
ee ——————— 


Verfes loft upon a Wager. 


h 


As foon hereafter will f Wagers lay 

“Gainit what an oracle fhall fay : 

Fool that 1 was ! to venture to deny 

A tongue fo us'd to victory ! 

A tongue fo blefs'd by Nature and by Art, 

‘That never yet it {poke but gain’d an heart ; 
‘Though what you faid bad not been truc, 

If fpoke by any chfe but you : 

Your fpeech will govern Deftiny, 

And Fate will change rather than you fhould lie. 


u. 
*Tis true, if human reafon were the guide, 
Reafon, methinks, wason my fide ; 
Byt that’s a guide, alas! we mutt refign, 
‘When th’ authority’s divine. 
She faid, the faid herfelf, it would he fo; 
And 1, bold unbcliever, unfwer’d, No. 
Never fo juftly fure before, 
Error the name of Blindnefs bore, 
For whatfoe’er the queftion be 
‘There’s no man that has eyes would bet for me, 
ii. 
Uf Truth itfelf (as other angels do 
When they defecnd to human view) 
Jn a material form would deign to fhine, 
*Twould imitate or borrow thine : 
So dazzling bright, yet fo tranfparent clear, 
So well-proportion’d would the parts appear, 
Happy the eye which Truth could fee 
Cloth’d in a thape like thee ; 
But happier fur the eye 
Which could thy thape naked like Truth efpy ! 
wlV. 
Yet this lp&- Wager colts me nothing more 
‘Than wit 1 ow’dto thee before. 
Who wauld not venture for that debt to play, 
Which Le were bound howe’er to.pay ? 
Uf nature’ gave me pow’r to write in verfe, 
She gave at me thy praifes to rehearfet 


aby 

Thy wondrous beauty and thy wit © 

Has fuch a fov’reign right to it; 

‘Fhat to man’s Mufe for pablid vette is. Stee, 

‘Till she has paid her cuftems firft to thee. 
ee 

Bathing in the River. 


or 
‘Tue fith around ber crowded, as they de 
‘To the falfe light that trereh’rdus fideers few, 
And all with as much cafe might tehésr bd 
As fhe at firft took me, 
For ne’er did light fo clear 
Among the waves appear, 
‘Though ev'ry night the fun hitnfelf fee there, 


We “ 
Why to mute fith fhould& thou thyfelf difcover, 
And not te me, thy no lef filent lover ? 
As fome from men their buried gold commit 
To ghofts, that have no ufe of it! 
Half their rich treafuree fo 
Maids bury, and, for ought we know, 
(Poor Ignorants ') they're mermaids ail below. 
au 
The am’rous waves would fain about her ftay, 
But itill new am’rous waves drive them away, 
And with fwift current to thofe joys they hafte, 
‘That do as fwiftly watte 3} 
1 Iaugh’d the wanton play to view, 
But 'tis, alas ! at land fo too, 
And fill old lovers yield the place to new: 
Iv, 
Kifs her, and as you part, you am’rous waves! 
(My happier rivals, and my fellow-flaves) 
Point to your flow'ry banks, and to her fhevw 
The good your bounties do ; 
‘Then tell her what your pride doth coft, 


And how your youth and beauty’s +¢2&ywrmmcss 
When rig’rous Winter binds you up with froft. 
: v 


Tell her, her beauties and her youth, like thee, 
Hafte without ftop to a devouring fea, 

Where they will mix’d and undiftinguifh’d lie 
With all the mcaneft things that die = 

As in the ocean thou 

No privilege doft know ~ 
Above th’ impureft ftreams that thither flow, 


ve 
Tell her, kind Flood! when this has made her 
Tell ber there is yet one rem’dy to be had ; 
Shew-her how thou, though tong fince paft,doft find 
Thyfelf yet itil behind. 
Marriage, fay to her, will bring 
About the felf-fame thing : 
But the, fond Maid! fhuts and feals up the fpring. 


in 











Love Given Over. 
2 
Tris enough ; cnongh of time and pain 
Haft thou confum'd in vaia; 


280 


Leave, wretched Cowley ! leave 
Thyfelf with fhadows to deceive 5 {gain. 
Think that already lef which thou muft never 


ik, 

Three of thy luftieft and thy frefheft years, 

(Tofs'd in ftorms of hopes and fears) 

Like helplefs hips that be 

‘Set on fire i? th’ midft o” the fea, _ [im tears. 

‘Have all been burnt in love, and all been drown’d 

J ut. 

Refolve then on it, and by force or art; 

Free thy unlucky heart ; 

Since Fate does difapprove 

"Th’ ambition of thy love, 

And not one far in heav’n offers to take thy part, 
qv. 

VW e’er I clear my heart from this defire, 

‘If eer it home to its breadt retire, 


THE MISTRESS: 


It ne’er fhall wander more about, 
‘Though thoufand beauties call’d it out + 2 
A lover burnt like me for ever dreads the fire” 


v. 
The pox, the plague, and ev’ry {mall difeafe, 
May come as oft’ as ill Fate pleafe; 
But Death and Love are never found 
To give a fecond wound: 
We're by thofe ferpents bit; but we're devour’ 
by thefe, - 
vi. 
Alas ! what comfort is’t, that I'm grown 
Secure of being again o’erthrown ? 
Since fuch an enemy needs not fear 
Left any elfe fhould quarter there, 
Who has not only fack’d, but quite burnt dows 
the town, 








ODES. 








Ode. Of Wii. 

I, 

‘Text me, O tell! what kind of thing is Wit, 
Thou who mafter art of it + 

For the firft matter loves variety lefs; 

Lefs worten love it, either in love or drefs : 
A thoufand diff’rent thapes it bears, 

Comely in thoufand thapes appears : 

Yonder we faw it plain, and here ’tisnow, 
Like fpirits, in « place, we know not how. 


dk 
London, that vends of falfe ware fo much ftore, 
In no ware deceives us more : 
For men, led by the colour and the fhape, 
Like Zeuxis’ birds, fly to the painted grape. 
Some things do through our judgment pafs, 
As through a multiplying-glafs ; 
And fomcetimes, if the objeét be too far, 
We take a failing metcor fora far. 

U1, 
Honce ’tis © Wit, that greateft word of Fame, 
Grows fuc}. 4 common name ; 


“And wits by our creation they become, 


Jnfhfo as tit'lar bithops made at Rome. 
"Tis not a tale, 't is not a jeft, 


- Admir'd with laughter at a feaft, 





Nor florid talk, which can that title gain’; 
The proofs of Wit for ever muft remain. 
Iv, 


” *Tis not to force fome lifelefs verfes meet 


With their five gouty feet : 
All ev'ry where, like man’s, muft be the foul, 
And reafon the inferior pow'rs controul. 
Such were the numbers which could call 
The ftones into the Theban wail. 
Such miracles are ceas’d ; and pow wo fee 
No towns or houfes rais’d by poetry. 
v. 


Yet ’t is not toadorn and gild each part; 

That fhews more coft than art. 

Jewels at nofe and lips but ill appear ; 

Rather than all things Wit, Jet none be there. 

Scveral lights-sedt ot Be feen, 

I there be nothing clfe between. 

Men dort, becaufe they ftand fo thick i’ th’ thy, 

If thofe hy flars which paint the Galaxy. - 
vi. 

is not when two like words make up one noife, 

Jets jor Dutchmen and Englith boys ; 





In which who finds out Wit, the fame may fee 
In an’grams and acroftics poetry. 
Much lefs can that have any place 
At which a virgin hides her face; 4 
Such drofs the fire muft purge away ; °t is juft 
"fhe author blufh there where the reader mutt. 

vil. 
*Tis not fuch lines as almoft crack the ftage, 
When Bajazet begins to rage : 
Nor a tall met’phor in the bombaft way, + 
Nor the dry chips of fhort-lung’d Seneca : 
Nor upon all things to obtrude, 
And force fome odd fimilitude. 
What is it then, which, like the Power Divine, 
‘We only can by negatives define ? 

vill. 

In a true picee of Wit ali things muft be, 
Yetall things there agree : 
Asin the Ark, join’d without force or ftrife, 
All creatares dwelt, all creatures that had life. 
Or as the primitive forms of all, 
(if we compare great things with fmall) 
Which without difcotd or confufion lic, 
In that ftrange mirror of the Deity. 

1x. 
But Love, that moulds one man ep out of two, 
Makes me forget and injure you, 
I took you for myfelf, fure, when 1 thought 
That you in any thing were to be taught. 
Correct my error with thy pen, 
And if any afk me then 
What thing right Wit, and height of genius is, 
T'only thew your lincs, and fay, "Vis this. 


a 
——————————— 


Ode 


iL 


Hence ’stothee, Dick: this whining love defpife: 
Pledge me, my friend, and drink till thou he'd 
It fparktes brighter far than fhe ; [wife. 
Tis pure and right, without deceit, 
And fuch no woman e’er will be: 
No; they arcall fophifticare, 

Tl, 
‘With all thy fervile pains what canft thou wit 
But an iil-favour’d and uncleanly fin? 
A thing fe vile, and fo fhortliv’d, 
-That Venus’ joys as well as the 
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‘With reafon may be faid to he 
From the negledted foam deriv'd. 

Tile 
‘Whom would that painted toy, a beauty, move ; 
Whom would it e’er perfuade to court and love ; 
Could he a woman’s heart have feen, 
(But, oh! no light does thither come) 
‘And view’d her perfectly within, 
‘When he My fhut up in her womb? 

v 


Iv, 

Follies they have fo numberlcfs in ftore, 
"That only he who loves them can have more. 
Neither their fighs nor tcars are true; 

"Thofe idly blow, thefe idly fail, 

Nothing like to our’s at all: 

But fighs and tears have fexes too. 


ve 

Here's tothee again; thy fenfelefs forrows drown’d, 
Let the giafs walk till all things, too; go round : 
Again; till thefe too lights be four ; 

No error here can dang'fous prove ; 

‘Thy paffion, man! deceiv d thee more ; 

None double fee like men is love. 








Ode, in imitation of Hovace's Oiley 


Quis mutta gracilis te pucr in rofay 
Pirfatas, ac. LID T oie vs 


1 


To whom row, Pyrrha! art thou kind? 
‘To what hearteravifh'd lover 

Yoft thou thy golden locks unbind, 

Thy hidden {tweets difcover, 

And with large bounty open fet 

All the bright ftores of thy rich cabinet? 


Ite 

Abi fimolesmnith! how oft’ will he 

Of th chang’d faith complain ? 

And his own fortunes fiid to be 

So airy and fo vain, 

Of fo camneleon-like an’ hue, 

That fill their colour changes with it too ? 
Ifl. 

How oft’, alas! wiil he admire 

‘The blacknefs of the fies ? 

‘Trembling to hear the winds found high’r 

And fee the billows rife : 

Poor unexperiene’d he, 

Who ne’er, alas! before had been at feat 
WW. 

He enjoys thy calmy funthine now, 

And no breath ftirring hears 

In the clea lieav’n of thy brow 

No {maileft cloud appears. 

He fees thee gentle, fair, and gay, 

And trufts the faithlefs April of thy May. 


ve 
Unhappy | thrice unhappy! he 
*l’ whom thou untry’d doft thine ! 
But there 'd no danger now fer me, 
Since o’er Loretto s fheine, 
In witnefs of the fhipwreck pat, 
My confecrated veflel hangs at latt. 





| Female chimeras that o’er poets reign; * 
 § ne'er could find that fancy true, 
But have invek’d them oft’ Pav fure in vain; 





ODES. 


Ode on Orinda’s peers. 

¥ i 
We allow’d you beauty, and we did fubmic” 
To allthe tyrannies of it : 
Alr! cruel Sex! will you depofe us too in wit? 
Orinda does in that, too, reign. 
Docs mat bchind her in proud triumph draw, 
And cancel great Apollo's Salique law. 
‘We our old title plead im vain; a3 
Man may be head, but-woman’s now the brain, 
Verfe was Love s fire-arms heretofore; 
In Beauty’s camp it was not known ; 
‘Too many arms befides that congn’ror hore : 
*Twas the great cannon we brought dowa 
‘T’ affault a ftubborn town 5 
Orinda firtt did a bold fafly make, 
Our flrongeft quarter take, 
And fo fuccefsful prov'd, that fhe 
Turn’d upon Lote himfelf his own artillery. 


in 
Women, as if the body were their whole, 
Did that, and not the foul, 
Tranfmit to their pofterity : 
If in it fometime they coneeiv’d, 
Th’ abortive iffue never fiv'd. 
Twere fhame and pity, Orinda ! if ia thee 
A fpirit fo rich, fo noble, and fo high, 
Should unmanur’d or barren he. 
But thou induftrioufly haft fow'd and till’ 
‘The fair and fruitfut field, 
And ’t is a flrange increafe that it does yield. 
As when the happy gods above 
Meet all together at a featt, 
A fecret joy unfpeakably does mové 
In their great mother Cybele’s contented breaft : 
With no lefs pleafure thou, methinks, fhould fee 
This thy no lefs immortal progeny : 
And in their birth thou no one touch doft find 4 
Of th’ ancient curfe to womankind ; 
‘Thou bring’ft not forth with pain; 
It neither travail is, nor labour of the brain: * 
So eafily they from thee come, 
And there is fo much room 
In th’ inexhaufted and unfathom'd womb, 
That, like the Holland Countefs, thou may’ft bear 
A child for ev’ry day of all the fertile year. 
itt. 

Thon doft my wonder, wouldit my envy raife. 
If to be prais’d f Jov'd more than to praife, 
Where’er | fee an éxcellence, 
I muft admire to fee thy well-knit fenfe, 
‘Thy numbers gentle, atid thy fancies high, 
Thofe as thy forchead findoth, thefe, fparkling as’ 
°Tis fulid, and ’t is manly ail, {thine eye. 
Or rather ’t is angelical ; 
For as in angels, we 
Do in thy vérfes fee 
Both improv’d féges emingntly meet ;_ é 
‘They arc than man more fiyong, afd more thag 

woman fweet. . 


Vv. 1 
They talk of Nine, I know not who, : 


ODEs, 


4 hey talk of Sappho, but, alas! the fhame! 
Ul manners foit the Inftre of her fame. 

. OSpda's inwgrd virtue is fo bright, 

Thos, like a fantern’s fair inclafed hight, 

Te through the paper fhines where fhe does write. 

Henaur'and friendfhip, and the gen'rous fcorn; 

Of things for which we were not bora, 

(Things that can only by @ fond defeafe, 

Like that of girls, eur vicious ftomachs pleafe) 

Are the inftructive fubjects of her pen, 

And as the Roman vigtory 

Taught aur rude lands arts and civility, 

At once the overcomes, enflaves, and betters, men. 


ve 
But Rome, with all her arts, could ne’er infpire 
A female breaft with fach a fre, 
‘The warlike Amazonian. train, 
Who in Elyfium now do peaceful reign, 
And Wit’s mild empire before arms prefer, 
Hope ’t will be fettled in their fex by her. 
Merlin the feer (and fure he would not lie 
In fuch a faered company) 
Does prophefies of learn’d Orinda fhew, 
Which he had darkly fpoke fo long ago. 
Ev’n Boadicea's angry ghoft 
Forgets her own misfortune and difgrace, 
And to her injur’d daughters now does boat, 
‘Vhat Rome’s o'ercome at la{t by a woman of her 
races 





5 Odes pon cccafion of a copy of verfis of my. Lord 
: Brogbill’s, 





L 


Braonr, faid 1, ungrateful Mufe! and fee 

£ What others thou canft fool as well as me : 

i Since I grew man, and wifer ought to be, 

i; My bus'nefs and my hopes I left for thee; . 

j For thee (which was more hardly giv’n away) 

J left, ev'n when a boy, my play. 

2 But fay, ungrateful Miftrels! fay, 

Whit for all this, what didft thou ever pay? 

Thou ‘It fay, perhaps, that riches are 

¢ Not of the growth of lands where thou doft trade, 

- And Tas well my country might upbraid, 
Becaufe I have no vineyzrd there. 

; Well; but in love thou doft pretend to reign, 

* ‘There thine the pow'r and lordhhip is; 

: Thou bad’it me write, and write, and write again; 
"Twas fuch a way as cauld not mifs. 

‘I, like a fool, did thee obey, 

?- Ewrote, and wrote, but ftill I wrote in vain 5 

: For after all my’ expenfe of wit and pain, 

* Atich, unwriting band, carry’d the prize away. 





1 
* ‘Thus I complain’d, and flraight the Mufe reply’d, 
‘That the had giyan-->fame ; 


Bounty immiénie ! and that, too, mutt be try’d 
When I myfelf am nothing but a name. 

. Who nox, what reader does not ftrive 

a invalidhte the yift whil’t we're alive? 

! For whenla poet now himfelf doth thew, 
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All draw open him, ail around, 

And ev'ry part.of him they wound 

Happy the man that gives the deepeft blow ; 

And thisis ali, kind Mafe! to thee we owe. 
Then in a rage I took, 

And.out gt window threw 

Ovid and Horace, all the chiming crew ; 

Homer himfelf went with them too; 

Hardly efcap’d the facred Mantuan book : 

I my own offspring, like Agave, tare, 

And I refolv'd, nay, and I think 1 fore, 

That } no more the ground would till and fyw, 
Where only flaw’ry weeds inftead of corn did gtow. 


pceay en 
When (fee the fubtle ways.which Fate dges find 
Rebellious man to bind, : 
Jul to the work for which he is affign’d) 
The Mufe came in more cheerful than before, 
And bad me quarrel wich her Row no more. 
“ Lo, thy reward ' louk kere and fee, 
“ What { have made,” faid the, 
“* My lover, and belov’d, my Broghill! do for thee, 
“ Though thy own verfe no lating fame can give, 
“ Thou halt at leaft in his for ever live. 
“ What critics, the great HeGors now in wit, 
“ Who rant and challenge all men that have writ, 
“ Will dare t’ oppofe thee, when 
“ Broghill in thy defence has drawn his con ‘ring: 
1 rofe, and bow'd my head, pen? 
And pardon afk’d for all that 1 had faid ; 
Well fatisfy’d and proud, 
I ftraight refolv’d, and folemaly 1 vow'd, 

‘That from her fervice now I ne’er wauld part ; 
So ftrongly lange rewards work on a grateful heart. 
Iv. 

Nothing fo foon the drooping {p’rits can raife, 
As praifes from the men whom all men praife : 
"Tis the beft cordial, and which only thofe 

Who have at home th’ ingredients can compofe t 
A cordial that reftores our fainting berath;——. 
And keeps up life ev’n after death : 

‘The only danger is, lett it thould be 

Toe ftrong a remedy ; 

Left, in removing cold, it fhould beget 

Too violent a heat, 

And into madnefs turn the lethargy. 

Ah! gracious God! that I might fee 

A time when it were dangerons for me 

To be o’erheat with praife ! 

But I within me bear, alas! too great allays, 


v. 
“Tis faid Apelles, when he Venus drew, 
Did naked women for his pactern view, 
And with his pow’rful fancy did refine 
‘Their human fhapes into a form divine ; 
None who had fat could her own pidure fee, 
Or fay one part was Grawn for me. 
So, though this nobler painter, when he writ, 
Was pleas’d to think it fit . 
That iny Book should before him fit, 
Not as 2 caufe, but an occafion to his wit; 
Yet what have I to boaft, or to apply, 
To my advantage out of it, fince 1, 
Infiead cf my own likenefs, only find 























até 


Qde. Mr. Cowley’s Book prefonting itfalf to the Uni- 
werfity Library of Oxford. 


le 
Haz, Learning's Pantheon ! hail, the facred Ark! 
Where all the world of Science does embark ! 
Which ever thall withitand, and haft fo long with- 
Jnfatiate Time's devouring flood. : [food 
Wail! tree of Knowledge! thy leaves fruit !. which 
Doft in the midft of Paradife arife, (well 
Oxford! the mufe’s paradife, 
From which may never fword the blefs'd expel. 
Fail! Bank of all paft ages! where they lie 
T’ enrich with intcreft pofterity | 
Hail! Wit’s illuftrious Galaxy ! 
‘Where thoufand lights into one brightnefs fpread; 
Bail! living Univerfity of the dead! = 

11 


Unconfus'd Babel of all tongues, which e’er 
“The mighty linguit, Fame, or Time, the mighty 
"Fhat could fpeak, or this could hear; (traveller, 
Majeftic monument and pyramid, 
Where {till the fhapes of parted fouls abide, 
Embalm’d in verfe, exalted Souls! which now 
Enjoy thofe arts they wood fo well below ; 
Which now all wonder# plainly fee 
"That have been, are, or are to be, 
Tn the myfterious Libsary, 
‘The beatific Bodley of the Deity. 
ut 
‘Will you into your facred throng admit 
“the meaneft Britith wit? 
‘You Gen’ral Council of the Priefts of Fame! 
‘Will you not murmur and difdain 
"That [a place among you claim, 
‘The humbleft deacon of her train ? 
‘Will yoo allow me th’ honourable chain ? 
“he chain of ornament which here 
Your noble prifovers proudly wear ; 
dredvsin ich will more pleafant feem to me 
‘Than all my own Pindaric liberty ? 
Will ye to bindmewith thofemighty names fubmit, 
Like an Apocrypha with Holy Writ? 
‘Whatever happy book is chained here, 
No other place or people need to fear; 
His chain’s a pafiport to go ev'ry where. 
Ive 


As when a feat in heav’n 

Is to an-unmalicious finner giv'n, 

Who cafting round his wond'ting eye, 
Does none but patriarchs and apoftics there fy, 
“Martyrs who did their lives beftow, 

And faints who martyrs liv’d below ; 
‘With trembling and amazemcet he begins 
"Yo recollect his frailties paft, and fins ; 
He doubts almoft his ftation there, 

His Soul fays to itfelf, How came I here? 
Ie fares not otherwife with me, 

‘When I myfelf, with confeious wonder fee, 
Amidh this purify'd elected company: 
‘With hardfhip they, and pain, 

Did to this happinefs attain ; 

No labour J, nor merits, can pretend ; 

3 think, Prodeftinaticn only was my friend. 


ODES. s 


A . 
Ah! that my author had been ty’d likeme = -~ 
To fuch a place and fuch a company ! : 
Inftead of fev’ral countries, fev’ral men, 
And bufinefs which the Mufes hate, 
He might have then imprav’d that fmall cftate 
Which Nature {paringly did to him give : 
He might, perhaps, have thriven then, 
And fettled upon me, his child, fomewhat to live 
It had happier been for him as well as me ; 
For when all, alas! iedone, . 
We books, I mean, yon Books, will prove to be 
The beft and nobleft converfation : 
For though fome errors will get in, 
ike tin@tures of orig’nal fin, 
Yet, fure, we from our fathers’ wit 
Draw all the ftrength and fpirit of it, 
Leaving the grofler parts for converfation, 
As the beft blood of man’s employ’d in generatior 





Ode, Sitting and drinking in the Chair made out ¢ 
the Relic of Sir Srancis Drake’s Ship. 


L z 

Guzen up, my Mates! the wind does fairly blow 
Clap on more fail, and never fpare 5 

Farcwell all lands, for now we are 

In the wide fea af drink, and merrily we go. 
another bow! of wine, 


Blefs me! ’tis hot : 
Aad we fhall cut the | 
Hey, Boys! the fonds 
We round the world are failing vow. 
What dull men are thofe who tarry at home, 
When abroad they might wantonly roam, 
And gain fuch experience, and {py too, 
Such countries an# wonders as Ido? 
But, prithce, good Pilot! take heed what you do, 
‘And fail not to touch at Peru; 
With gold there the veffel we'll tore, 
And never, and never be pour ; 
No, never be poor any more, 
a 

What doI mean ? what thoughts do me mifguide 
As well upona ftaff may witches ride 
"Their fancied journies in the air, 
As I fail round the occan in this Chair : 
“Tis true 5 but yet this Chair which here you fee 
For all its quiet now and gravity, 
Has wander'd and has travell’d more 
"Than ever beaft, or fith, or bird, or ever trec, be 
In ev'ry air and ev'ry fea 't has been, [fore 
Y has compafs'd all the earth, and all the heav’s 

*t has feen. © 
Let not the Pope's itlelf with this compare 5 
"Yhis is the only univerfal Chair. 

inl. =~ 

The pious wand'rer’s fleet, fav’d from the flame, 
(Which did the relics Mill of Troy purfe, 
And took them for its due) _ ; 
A fguadron of immortal nymphs becane 5 

3 










ODES a87 


Where turning head, and at a bay, fay: 
Thus, by well-purg’d cars, was the o'erhead to 


In 
“ Here, fure, thall I be fafe,” faid fhe, 
“ None will be able, fure, to fee 
“ ‘This my retreat, but only he 
“* Who made both it and me. 
“ The Heart of man what art can e'er reveal ? 
“A wall impervious between 
“ Divides the very parts within, - [eonceal.’* 
“ Anddoth the Heart of man even from itfolf 
She fpeke; but e’er the was aware, 
Harvey was with her there, 
And held this flipp’ry Proteus in a-ghai 2 
Till allher mighty myfteries he defery'd, 
Which from his wit th’ attempt before to hide, 
Was the firft thing that nature did in vain. 

th 
He the young practice of new Life did fer, 
Whilft, to conceal its toilfome poverty, 
It for a living wrought both hard and privately, 
Before the liver underftood a 
‘The noble fearlet dye of blood, 
Before one drop was by it made, 
Or brought into it to fet up the trade ; 
Before the untaught Heart began to beat 
The tuneful march to vital heat, 
Frora all the fouls that living buildings rear, 
Whether imply'd for earth, or fea, or air, 
Whether it in the womb or egg be wror 
A ftrid account to him is hourly brought 
How the great fabric does proceced, 
What time and what materials it does teed’: 
He fo exactly does the work furvey, 
As if he hir'd the workers by the diy. 

av. {book, 
Thus Harvey fought for truth in Trnth’s own 
‘The creatures, which by God himfelf was writ 5 
And wifely thought ’t was fit 
Not to read comments only upon itpe a 
But on the original itfelf to look. 
Methinks in Art’s great circle others ftand 
Lock’d up together hand in hand, 
Ev'ry one leads as he is led, 
‘The fame bare path they tread, 
And dance, like fairies, a fantaftic round, 
But neither change theirmotioa nor their ground: 
Had Harvey to this road confin’d his wit, fyet. 
His noble Circle of the blood had been untrodden, 
Great Doctor! the art of curing’s cur’d by thee ; 
We now thy patient, Phyfic, fee . 
From all inveterate difeafes free, 
Purg’d of old errors by thy care, 
New-dicted, put forth to clearer air : 
Tt now gill Brong and healthful prove: 
Utfelf before lethargic lay, and could not move, 


Still with their arms they row about the feas, 
~ And ftill make new and greater voyages : 

Xor has the firk poetic thip of Greece 

(Tieugh now a ftar the fo triumphant thew, 

And guide her failing fucceffors below, 

Bright as her ancient freight, the thining Fleece) 

Yet to this day a quiet harbour found, 

“The tide of heav'n (till carries her around . 

Only Drake’s facred veffel, which before 

Had done, and had feen more 

‘Than thofe have done or feen, 

Ev'n fince they goddeffes and this a ftar has been, 

As a reward for all her labour pait, 

Is made the feat of reft at latt. 

Let the cafe now quite alzer'd be, 

And as thou went'ft abroad the world to fee, 

Let tie world now come to fee thee, 

mw 

The world will do’t 5 for curiofity 
Does, no Jefs than devotion, pilgrims make ; 
And I myfelf, who now love quiet, too, 
As much almoft as any Chair can do, 
Would yet a journey take 
An old wheel of that chariot to fee 
Which Phaeton fo rafhly brake : [of Drake ? 
Yet what could that fay more than thefe remains 
Great Relic! thou, too, in this port of eafe, 
Hatt itill one way of making voyages ; 
‘The breath of Fame, Jike an aufpicidas gale, 
(The greater trade-wind which ne’er does fail) 
Shall drive thee round the world, and thou fhalt 
As long around it as the fun. {run 
‘Phe Streights of Time too narrow are for thee, 
Launch forth into an indifcover’d fea, 
Aud itcer the endlefs courfe of vatt eternity ; 
‘Sake for thy fail this verte, and for thy pilot me. 












Ode upon Dr. Hervey, 


1, 


Coy Nature, (which remain’d, though aged 
A beantcous virgin fill, enjoy’d by none, [grown, 
Nor {cen unveil’d by any one) 
‘When Harvey's violent paffion the did fee, 
Began to tremble and to flee, 
‘Took fandu'ry, like Daphne, in atree + 
‘There Daphne's lover flopp'd, and thought it 
The very leaves of her to touch ; (much 
But Harvey! our Apollo, ftop’d not fo, 
Into the bark and root he after her did go: 
No fmulleft fibres of a plant, (want, 
For which the eye beam’s point doth dharpnefs 
His pallage after her with{tood. {wood 
‘What fhould fhe do? through all the moving 
Of lives endow’d with fenfe the took her flrght ; 
Harvey purlpeeaiid keeps her fill in fieht : 

ut as the deer long hunted takes a flood, {blood ; 
She tear’d at lait into the winding ftreams of 
Of man’s meander all the purplz reaches made, 
Fill at th -heart the Ray’d, 


ve 
Thefe ufeful fecrets to his pen we owe, 
And thoufands more ’t was ready to beftow, 
Of which a barb’rous war's unlearned rage 
Has robb’d the ruin’d age. 
O cruel lofs | as if the Golden Fleece, 
With fo much cof and labour bought, 
And front afar by a great hero broughr, 
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Wad funk ev'n in the ports of Grecce, 

© curfed War ! who can forgive thee this? 
Houfes and towns may rife again, 

‘And ten times eafier it is 

To rebuild St. Paul’sthan any work of his. 
‘That mighty tafk none but himfelf can do; 
Nay, fearce himIelf, too, now 5 

For thongh his wit the force of Age withitand, 
His body, alas! and time, it muft command ; 
‘And Nature now, fo long by him furpafs'd, 
"Will, fure, have her revenge on him at lait . 





———————— 


Oda, cme and Septimus, out of Gattullus. 
Acme Septimos fuos amorts 
Fenenein grenmo, S&c- 
W inuer on Septimus’ panting breaft 
{Meaning nothing lefs than reft) 
Agqpe tean’d her loving head, 
“Thus the pleas’d Septinaus faid + 


© My deareft Acme! if } be 

Once alive, and love not thee 

«| With ¢ paffion far shove 

« All that e’er was called love, 

“ Ina Lybian defert may 

* J become fome lion's prey 

® Let him, Acme ! let bim tear 

« My breaft when Acme is not there.” 


"The god of love who ftood to hear him, 
(The god of Love was always near him) 
Pleas’d and tickled with the found, 
Snecz’d aloud ; and all around 

"She little Loves that waited by, 
Bow’d, and blefs’d the augury. 4 
‘Acme, inflam’d with what he faid, 
Rear'd her gently-bending bead, 

And her purzte mouth with joy 
Stretching to the delicious boy, 

"Twice (and twice could fearce fuffice) 
She kife’d his drunken rolling eyes. 


* My little Life! my all” faid fhe, 
So mag we ever fervants be 

« To thisbelt god, and ne'er regain 
« Qur hated liberty again ; 

« Somay thy paflion laft for me, 

« Aslapaflion have for thee, 
Greater and fiercer much they can 
« Be conceiv'd by thee, a man ; 
Into my marrow it is gone, 

Fix’d and fettled in the bone : 

It reigns not only in my heart, 

© But runs, like life, through evry part.” 
She fpoke ; the God of Love aloud 
Speez’d again, and all the crowd 
Of little Loves, that waited by, 
Bow’d, and blefs'd the augury- 


“ 


This good omen, thus from heav’n, 

Like a happy fignal giv’n, 

Their loves and lives (all four) embrace, 
And hand in hand run all the rece. . 


‘ODES. 


‘The poor Septimus (who did now 
Nothing elfe but Acmte grow) 
Acme’s bofom was alone 

The whole world’s imperial throne, 
And to faithful Acme’s mind 
Septimus was all humankind. 


If the gods would pleafe to be 
But advis'd for once by me, 

Vd advife ’em, when they {py 
Any illuftrious piety, 

To reward her, if it be the, 

To reward him, if it be he, 

With fuch 2 hufband, fuch a wife, 
‘With Acme’s and Septimus’ life. 



































Ode, Upon bis Majefly’s refloration and return, 


Quod optanti dlvum promitters nemo 
+ Auderat, volvenda dies, cn, attulit ultro. VIRG 


Now bleflings on you all, ye peaceful Stars! 
Which mect at laft fo kindly, and difpenfe 
Your uttiverfal gentle influence (wars. 
‘To calm the Rormy world, and ftill che rage of 
Nor whilft around the Continent 
Plenipotentizry beams ye fent, 
Did your pacific lights difdain, 
In their large treaty, to contain 
"The world apart, o'er which do reign 
Your fev'n fair brethren of great Charicshis Wane; 
No ftar amonglt ye all did, I believe, 
Such vigorous ailiftance give 
As that which thirty years ago, 
‘At Charles his birth #, did, in defpite 
Of the proud Sun’s meridian light, 
His future glories and this year forefhew = > 
No lefs effeéts that thefe we may 
B’ affur’d of from that pow’rful ray 
Which could outface the fun, and overcome theday. 
le 
Aufpicious Star ‘again arife, 
‘And take thy noontide ftation in the tkies 5 
‘Again all heav’n prodigioufly adorn, 
For, lo! thy Charles again is born: 
He then was born with and to pain, 
With and te joy he’s born again + 
And wifely for this fecond birth, 
By which thou certain wert to blefs 
‘The land with full and flourifhing happinefs, 
‘Thou mad’ft of that fair month thy choice, 
In which heav’n, air,and fea, and earth, 
And. ali that’s in them, all dees fmile and does re 
joice. 
Twas a right feafon, and the very ground 
Ought with a face of paradne wo-he found, 
Then when we were to entertain 
Felicity and Innocence again. 
‘# The flor that appeared atnonn the d3y of the Ete Hirth, jal 


as the Ktog his father was rigwg te SL Yaul’s to givetthanks to 
for that bisdingy 
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439 
Tis happy which no bleeding does endure, 


‘Shall we again (good Heav's!) that bleffed pair | A furfeit of fuch blood to cure. 


behold, 
‘Which the abufed people fondly, fold 
For the bright fruit of the forbidden tree, 
By feeking all like gods tobe? 
Will peace her halcyon neft venture to build 
Upon a thore with thipwrecks fill’d, 
And truft that fea where the can hardly fay, 
Shc has known, thefe twenty yeurs,onc calmy day? 
Ab snild and gallefs Dove ! 
Which doft the pure and candid dwellings love, 
Cantt thou in Albion ftill delight ? 
tii] canft thew think it White ? 
Will ever fair Religion appear 
In thefe deformed ruins ? wil! the clear 
Th’ Augzan ftables of her churches here ? 
W'Nl Juftice hazard to be feen, 
Whire a high-court of juflice ¢’cr has been ? 
Will not the tragic {cene, 
And Bradthaw’s bloody ghoft, uffright her there, 
Her who fhall never fear? 
Vhen may Whitehall for Charles his feat be fit, 
Af Juice fhall endure at Weltminfer to fit. 





1v. 
Of all, methinks, we leaf fhould ke 
Vhe cheerful looks again of Liberty, 
"That name of Cromwell | which does frefhly Mill 
‘Lhe curfes of fo many fuff’rers fill, 
Ys ftill enough to make her ftay, 
And jealous for a while remain, 
Left, as a tempeft carried him away, 
Some hurricane fhoukd bring him back again. 
Or fhe might juftlier he afraid 
(eft that great ferpent, which was all a tail, 
(And in his pois'nous folds whole nations pris’ners 

made) 

Should a third time perhaps prevail 
‘Yo join again, and with worfe fting srife, 
As it had done when cut in pieces twice. 
Return, return, ye facred Four 
And dread your perifh’d encr 
Your fears are caufelefs all, and 
Whilft you return in Char 
For God does him, that he mi 
Nor thall he world him only 
Defender of the Faith, ae of yx 











no more; 












10 5 
ht you reflore 5 





Along with you plenty and riches go, 

With a full tide to ev'ry port they flow, 

With a warm fruitful wind o’er all the ‘country 
blow. 

Honour does, as ye march, her trumpet found, 

“Che arts encompais you around, 

And, againg all alarms of Fear, 

Safety itfelf brings up the rear: 

And in the head of this angelic band, 

Lo! how the goodly Prince at laft does ftand 

{Oh}! righteous Ged!) ov his own happy land. 

“Yis happy.n h could with fo much eafe, 

Recover from fo defp’rate a difeafe 5 

A various complicated il 

Whole ev'ry fymptom ¥ as enough to a 

In whith one part of three itcnzy poffeis'd, 

And le*hargy the ref. 











“fis happy which beholds the flame, 

In which by hoftile hands it ought to burn, 
Or that which, if from Heaven it came, 

lt did but well deferve, all into bonfire turn. 


Vi 

We fear’d (and almoft touch’d the black degree 

Of inflant expeGation) 

That the three dreadful angels we, 

Of famine, fword, and plague, should here eftabe’ 
lith’d fee 5 

(God’s great triumvirate of defolation) 

‘Yo feourge and to deftroy the finful nation, 

Juitly might Heav’n Prote@ors fuch as thofe, 

And fuch Committees, for their fafety impofe 

Upon aland which fcarcely better chofe. 

We feur’d that the frnatic war, 

Which men againft God's hoyfes did declare, 

Would from th’ almighty encmy bring down 

A fure detrudtion on our own, 

We read th’ inftruave histories, which tell 

OF all thofe endlefs mifchiefs that befcl 

"Th cd ‘own which God hed lov'd fo well, 

After that fatal curfe had ence been faid, 

“ His blood be upon ours, and on our children's 
head.” 

We kuew, though there a greater blood was fpilt, - 

"Lwas fearcely done with greater guilt. 

We know thofe mis’ did befal, 

Whild they rebeil’d againft the Prince, whom all 

"The reft of mankind did the Love apd Joy of mage 
kind call. 














vin. 

Already was the fhaken nation 

Into a wild and deform’d chaos brought, 

And it was hafting on (we thought) 

Ev’n to the lait of ills, annihilation 5 

When in the mjdft of this confufed night, 

Lo! the blefe’d Spirit mov'’d, and “ there was 
Jight :” om -- 

For is the glorious General’s previous rap 

We faw a newscreated day : 

We by tt faw, though yet in mitts it fhone, 

The beautgous work of order moving: Gis. 

Where are the men who bragg’d that God did 
blefs, 

And with the marks of good fuccefs 

Sign his allowance of their wickednefs ? 

Vain Men ! who thought the divine power to find 

Tn the fierce thunder and the violent wind: 

God came not till the ftorm was pal; 

Tu the fill voice of peace he came at laf, 

‘Lhe cruel bufineds of deftruction 

May by the claws of the great fiend be done. 

Here, here we fee the Almighty’s hand indeed, 

Both by the beauty of the work we fee ’t, and 
by the fpecd. 
















Vint. 
He who had feen the nc ble Britith heir, 
Ev'n in that ill difadvantageous light 
With which misfortune ftrives to abufe onr fights 
Tie who had {een him in his cloud fo bright ; 


He who had ©. the deubls 7 fair, 


> Of brethéis, heawaly gocd, and fifter:, heavn’niy 


T 


age 

Might have perceiv’d, methinks, with eafe, 
(But wicked men fee only what they pleafe) 
‘That God had no intent t” extinguith quite 
‘The pious King's eclipfed right. 

He who had feen how, by the Pow’r divine, 
All the young branches of this royal line 
Did in their fire, without confuming, thine ; 
How thro’ a rough Redefea they had been led, 

By wonders guarded, and by woaders fed ; 

How many years of trouble and diftrefs 

‘They "ad wander’d in their fatal wildernefs, 

And yet did never murmur or repine, 

Might, methinks, plainly underfand 

‘That, after all thefe conquer'd trials pafs'd, 

"Th? Almirhty mercy would at lait, 

Condudl them, with a flrong unerring hand, 

To their own promis’d land ; 

For all the glories of the earth 

Ought to b’ entail’d by right of birth, 

And all Heav'n’s bleflings to come down 

Upon his race, to whom alone was giv'a 

‘The double royalty of earth and heav'n, 

‘Who crown’d the kingly with the martyrs’ crown. | 


IX. 
‘The martyre’ blood was faid, of old, to he 
"The feed from whence the church did grow + 
‘The royal blood which dying Charles did tow, 
Becomes no lefs the feed of royalty 
"was in difhonaur fown, 
‘We find it now in glory grown : 
‘The grave could but the drofs of it devour : 
“Twas fown in weaknels, and ’t is rais'd in pow’r. 
‘We now the queftion well decided fee, 
Which Eaftern wits did once conteft 
Atthe great monarch's featt, 
Of all on carth what things the ftrongeft be ?”* 
And fome for women, fome for wine did plead ; 
‘That is, for folly and for rage, 
‘Two things which we have known, indeed, 
Strong in this latter age; 
But ast is proved by heav’n at length; 
‘The King and ‘lath have greateft ttrength 5 
‘When they their facred force unite, 
And twine into one right, 
No frantic commonwealths or tyrannies, 
No cheats, and perjuries, and lies, 
No nets of human policies, 
No flores.of arms or gold, (though you could join 
‘Yhofe of Peru to the great London mine) 
No towns, no ficets by fea, or troops by land, 
No deeply entrench’d iflands can withftand, 
Or any Small refiftance bring, 
Againft the naked Truth and the unarmed King. 

3 x. 

‘The foolith lights which travellers beguile, 
End the fame night when they begin; 
No art fu far can upon nature win, 
ais e'er to put out ftars, or long keep metcors in. 
‘Where is now that ignis fatuns which c’erwhile, 
Mifled our wand‘ring ifle ? 
Where ’s the impoitor Cromwell gone ? 
Where ’s now that falling ftar, his fon? 
‘Wheres the large comet now, whofe raging flame 
3o fatal to our monarchy became ? 











ODEs. 


Which o’er our heads in fuch proud horror food, 
infatiate with our ruin and our blocd? : 
The fiery tail did to vait length extend, 

And twice, for want of fuel, did expire ; 

And twice renew’d the difmal fire ; 

‘Though long the tail, we faw ar laf itsend : 
‘The flames of one triumphant day, 

Which, like an anti-comet here, 

Did fatally to that appear, 

For ever frighted it away. 

Then did th’ allotted hour of dawning right 
Firft trike our ravith'd fight, 

Which malice, or which art no more could flay, 
‘Than witches’ charms can a retardment bring 
To therefufcitation of the day, 

Or refurrection of the fpring. 

We welcome both, and with improv'd delight, 
Blefs the preceding winter and the night. 


xh 
‘Man ought his future happinefs to fear, 
If he be always happy here ; 
He wants the bleeding mark of grace, 
‘Lhe circumcifion of the chofen race, 
If no one part of him fupplies 
Ve duty of a facrifice, 
He is (we doubt) referv'd entire, 
As a whole viGtim for the fire, 
Befides, ev'n in this world below, 
‘Yothofe who never did ill fortune know, 
‘Lhe good does naufeous or infipid grow. 
Confider man’s whole life, and you'll confefs, 
The tharp ingredient of fonie bad fuccefs 
Is that which gives the tafte to all his happincfs, 
But the truc method of felicity, 
Is when the worft ’ 
Of human life is plac’d the firft, 
And when the foul’s corre@ion proves to be 
The caufe of perfecting the man. 
Let our weak days lead up the van ; 
Jct the brave fecond and Triarian band 
Firm againit ali impreffion ftand © 
‘The firft we may defeated fee, 
The virtue and the force of thefe are fure of vic- 
tory. 





x 
Such are the years, great Charles! which now we 
Begin their glorious march with thee ; [fee 
Long may their march to heay’n, and ftill i+ 
umphant be, 

Now thou art gottten once befure, 
Hl fortune never fhall o’ertake thee more. 
‘Vo fee it again, and pleafure in it find 

Caft a difdainful look behind, 
‘Things which offend, when prefent, and affright, 
In memory, well painted, move delight, 

Enjoy, thar, all thy affli@ions now ; 
Thy royal father’s came at laft ; 
‘Vhy martyrdom is already pafs'd, 

And diffrent crowns to both ye owe. 

No gold did e’er the kingly temples Bind 

‘Vhan thine more try’d and more refin’d, 

AAs achoice medal for heav’n’s treafury, 
amp firft upon one fide of thee, , 

of his fuS"ring humanity; —*j 





ODES, 


Gn th’ other fide, turn’d now to fight, does thine 
‘The glorious image of his power divine. 

xin. 
So when the wile poets feek, 
In all their livelieft colours, to fet forth 
A picture of heroic worth, 
{The pious Trojan, or the prudent Greek) 
They choofe fome comely prince of heav’nly birth, 
(No proud gigantic fon of carth, ’ 
Who ftrives t’ ufurp the gods’ forbidden feat) 
‘They feed him not with neétar, and the meat 
‘That cannot without joy be ate, [chance, 
But in the cold of want, and ftorms of adverfe 
Yhy harden his young virtue by degree 
‘The beauteous drop firft into ice does freeze, 
Aad into folid cryftal next advance, 
His murder'd friends and kindred he does fee, 
And from his flaming country flee. 
Much is he tofs’d at fea, and much at land, 
Does long the force of angry gods withftand : 
He does long troubles and long wars fuftain, 
F’er he his fatal birthright gain. 
With no lefs time or labour can 
Deftiny build up fuch a maa, 
Who is with Sufficient virtue fill’d, 
His cuin'd country to rebuild, 

xiv, 
Nor without canfe are arms from heav’n 
‘Yo fach a hero by the poets giv’n. 
No human metal is of force t? oppofe 
So many and fo violeut blows, 
Such was the helmet, breaftplate, fhicld, 
Which Charles in all attacks did wield : 
And all the weapons Malice ¢’er could try, 
Of all the feveral makes of wicked Policy, 
Aguinft this armour ftruck, but at the {troke, 
Like fwerds of icc, in thoufand pieces broke. 
To angels and their brethren fp’rits above 
No thew on earth can, fure, fo pleafant prove, 
As when they great misfortunes fee 
With courage borne, and decer 
So were they borne, when Wore'fter’s difmal day 
Did all the terrors of black Fate difplay : 
So were they borne, when no difguifes cloud 
His inward royalty could shroud 5 
And one of th’ angels whom juft God did fend 
‘Vo guard him in his noble fight, 
{A troop of angels did him then attend) 
Affur’d me, in a vifion, th’ other night, 
‘That he (and who could better judge than he ?) 
Did then more greatness in him fee, 

More hiirc and more majelty, {eye, 
“Phan all his coronation pomp can fhew te human 
xv. 

Him and his reyal brothers when I faw 

New marks of honour and of glory 

From their affronts and full rings draw, 

And look like heav'nly faints ev’n in their pur- 
gatory 5 

Methought I faw the three Judean youths, 

‘Thre@unhurt martyrs for the nebleit truths) 

In the Chaldean furnace walk; 

How cheerfully and unconcern'd they talk ! 

No hair is fing’d, no fimallelt beauty blated ; 

Like painted lamp: they {hing unwatted, 

























The greedy fire itfclf dares not be fed 

With the blefs’d oil of an anointed head. 

The honourable flame 

(Which rather light we ought to name) 

Does, like a glory, compafs them around, 

And their whole bodies crown'd 

What are thofe two bright creatures grhich we 

fee 

‘Walk with the royal three a 

In the fame ordeal! fire, 

And mutual joys infpire ? 

Sure they the beauteous fifters arc, 

Who, whilf they feck to bear their fhare, 

Will fuffer no affliction to be there. sf 

Lefs favour to thofe three of old was fhewn ; 

To folace with their company 

‘The ficry tyials of adverfity, [ong, 

Two angels join with thefe, the others had bug 
XVI. = 

Come forth, come forth, ye Men of Go&belov'd! 

And let the pow’r now of that flame, 

Which againft you fo imp. 

Qn all your enemics be prov 

Come, mighty Charles! di 

Come, you triumy 

He's comic, he’s tafe at fho: 







sions! come ¢ 





ar the noife 





Uhear th’ united people’s favred voice 5 
‘The fea, which civctes us around, 
Ne’er fent to land fo loud a found ; 
ty fhout fands to the fea a gale, 

s upev'ry fail; 
s and gens are fearcely heard at all, 
The artificial joy ’s drown’d by the natural, 
All England but onc bonefire feems to be, : 
One ZEtna fhooting flames into the fea. ¥ 
The flacry worlds, which fhine to us afar, 
‘Take ours at this time for a flar, + 
With wine all rooms, with wine the conduits flows 
And we, the priefts of a poetic rage, 
Wo that, in th 
















, who would not now, 
Ev'n fome excefs cllow 5 
And grant that one wild fit of cheerful folly 
Should end our twenty years of difinal meclgng 

choly. 

XVII. 

Where is now the royal mother, where, 
To take her mighty fhare 
In this fo ravifhing fight, [light # 
And with the parts fhe takes to add to the dew 
Ah! why art thaw not here, 
‘Thou always beft, and now the happici quecn, 
To fce our joy, and with new joy be feen ? 
God has a bright example made of thee, 
To thew that womankind may be 
Above that fex which her fuperior feems, 
In wilely managing the wide extremes 
Of great afflidion, great felicity, 
How weil thofe dif?rent virtues thee become, 
Daughter of Triumphs! wife of Martyrdom ! 
‘Thy princely mind with fo much courage borg 
Afhiction, that it dares return no more ; 
With fu much goodnefs us’d felicity, 


Ty 
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B9% 
‘That it cannot refrain from coming back to thee 5 


: "Tis come and feen to-day in ajl its bravery. 


Xvi. 
‘Who’s that heroic perfon leads it on, 
, And gives it, like a glorious bride, 
(Richly adorn’d with nuptial pride) 
Into the hands now of thy fon ? 


* Tis the good General, the man of praife, 


‘Whom God at laft, in gracious pity, 

Did to th’ enthrall’d nation raife, 

‘Their great Zerubbabel to be, 

‘To loofe the bonds of long captivity, 

And to rebuild their temple and their city. 
., For ever blefs'd may he and his remain, 

“Who, with a vatt, tho’ lefsuppearing gain, 
Preferr’d the folid great above the vain, 

And to the world this princely truth has fhewn, 
‘That more ’t is to reftore than to ufwrp acrewn. 
"Vhou worthiett perfon of the Britifh tory, 

(Tho' ‘tis not {mall the Britith glory) 

Did [ not know my humble verfe muft be 

But ill-proportion’d to the height of thee, 

‘Thou and the world fhould fee 

Wow much my Mute, the foe of flattery, 

Does make true praife her labour and defign ; 
An Iliad or an AGneid fhoutd be thine. 

XIX. 

And ill ihould we deferve this happy day, 

YE no acknowledgements we pay 

‘To you, great Patriots! of the two 

Mott truly other Houtes now, 

‘Who have redeem’d from hatred, and from fhame, 
A Parliament's once venerable name ; 


+ ‘And now the title of a Houfe reftore, 


‘To that which was but flaughtcrhoufe before. 
YF my advice, ye Worthies! might be ta’en, 
‘Within thofe reverend places, 

‘Which now your living prefence graces, 
‘Your marble ftatues always fhodld remain, 
‘To keep alive your ufcful memory, 

And to your fucceffors the example be 

OF Truth, ‘Religion, Reafon, Loyalty. 

For tho’ a firmly-fettled peace 

May fhortly make your public labours ceafe, 
"The grateful nation will with joy confent 
"That in this fenfe you fhould he faid 

(Tho’ yet the name founds with fome dread) 
iTo be the long, the endlcfs Parliament. 


—————————————— 
Ode upon Liberty. , 


i. 
Farenom with Virtne takes her feat ; 
Her proper place, hey only fcene, 
Is in the golden mean ; 
She lives not with the poor, nor with the great ; 
The wings of thofe Neceffity has clipp'd, 
¢ in Fortune's Bridewell whipp'd 
rious tafk of bread 5 
'Thefe are by var:cus tyrants captives led, 





ODES. 


Now wild Ambition, with imperious Force, 

Rides, reigns, and fpurs them, like th’ unruly 
horle; ‘ 

And fervile Av'rice yokes them now, 

Like toilfome oxen, to the plough ; 

And fometimes Luft, like the mifguiding light, 

Draws them thro’ all the labyrinths of night. 

if any few among the great there be 

From thefe infulting paflions free, 

Yet we ew’n thofe, tao, fetter’d fee, 

By cuftom, bus'nefs, crowds, and formal -De- 
cency 3 

And wherefoe’er they flay, and wherefoe’er they 


Bo 

Impertinencics round them flow. 

Thefe are the {mall uneafy things 

Which about Greatnefs ftill are found, 

And rather it moleft than wound ; 

Like gnats, which too much heat of fummert 
brings; 

But cares do fwarm there, too, and thofe have 
ftings : 

As when the honey does too open lie, 

A thoufand wafps about it fly, 

Nor will the mafter ev'n to fhare admit ; 

The mafter ftands aloof, and dares not tafte of 
it. 


it. 
’Tis morning ; well; I fain would yet fleep on 5 
You cannot now ; you muft begone 
To Court, or to the noify Hall : 
Befides, the rooms without are crouded all ;__ 
The ftream of hufinefs does begin, 
«\nda fpring-tide of clients is come in. 
Ah! cruel Guards! which this poor pris'ner 
keep! 
Will they not fuffer him to fleep? 
Make an efcape, out at the poftern fly, 
And get fome bleffed hours of liberty. 
With a few friends, and a few dithes, dine, 
And much of mirth, and mod’rate wine. 
To thy bent mind fome relaxation give, 
And figal one day out of thy life to live. 
Oh! happy Man! he cries, to whom kind Heav'n 
Has fuch a freedom always giv'n ! 

Why, mighty Madman! what thould hinder 
From being ev'ry day as free? {thee 
nt 

In all the freeborn nations of the air, 

Never did bird a fpirit fo mean and fordid bear, 

As to exchange his native liberty, 

Of foaring boldly up into the fky, 

His liberty to fing, to perch, or fly, 

When, and wherever he thought good, 

And ali his innocent pleafures of the wood, 

For amore plentiful or conftant food : 

Nor ever did ambitious rage 

Make him into a painted cage, 

Or the falfe foreft of a well-hung room, 

For honour and preferment come, oe 

Now, bleffings on ye ail, ye heroic Race! 

Who keep their primitive powers and rights {9 
well, f 

Tho’ men and angels fell. 

Ofall material lives the highcf place, 


ODE 


To you is juftly giv'n, 
And ways and walks the neareft heav'n 
‘Whilft wretched we, yet vain and proud, think | 
To boaft that we look up to it. [fit 
Ev'n to the univerfal tyrant Love, 
You homage pay but once a-year: 
None fo degenerous and unbirdly prove, 
As his perpetual yoke to bear : 
None but a few unhappy houfehold fowl, 
‘Whom human Lordfhip does control ; 
‘Who from their birth corrupted were 
By bondage, and by man’s example here, 
Iv, 
He’s no fimall prince who ev'ry day 
‘Thus to himfelf can fay, 
Now will I fleep, now eat, now fit, now walk, 
Now meditate alone, now with acquaintance 
talk : 
‘This will { do, here 1 will flay, 
Or if my fancy call me’ away, 
MY man and I will prefently go tide 
(For we before have nothing to provide, 
Nor after are to render an account) 
'To Dover, Berwick, or the Cornish Mount, 
If thou but a fhort journey take, 
As if thy laft thou wert to make, 
Bus'nefs mutt be dilpatch’d e’er thou canft part ; 
Nor canft thou ftir, unlets there be 
A hundred horfe and men to wait on thee, 
Aad many a mule and many a cart; 
‘What an unwieldy man thou art! 
‘The Rhodian Coloffus fo 
A joumey, too, might go. 


ve 
Where honour, or where confcience does not 


ind, 
No other law thal! thackle me ; 
Slave to myfelf ¥ will not be: 
Nor fhall my {future actions be confin’d 
By my own prefent mind. 
Who by refolves and vows engag’d does ftarid - 
For days that yet belong to Fate, 
Does, like an unthrift, mortgage his eftate 
Before it falls into his hand, 
‘The bondman of the cloifter fo 
All that he does receive does always owe ; 
And ttill astime comes in, it goes away, 
Not to enjoy, but debts to pay. 
Unhappy flave ! aud pupil to a bell! 
Which his hour’s work, as well as hours, does tell! 
Unhappy till the lait, the kind releafing knell. 


Vi. 
If life fhould a well-order’d pacm be, 
(In which he only hits the white 
Who joins true profit with the beft delight) 
‘The more heroic fttain jet others take, 
Mine the Pindaric way {ll make ; 
The matter fhall be grave, the numbers loofe and 
It fhall not kecp one iettled pace of time; [free ; 
In the fame tune it fhall not always chime, 
Nor hall each day juft to his neighbour rhyme : 
A thoufand liberties it fhali diipenfe, 
And yet fhall manage'all without offence, 
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Or tothe fweetnels of the foutd or greatnefs of the 
Nor hall it never from one fubje@ ftart, {fenfe: 
Nor feck tranfitions to depart, 

Nor its fet way o'er ftiles and bridges niake, 

Nor thorough laries a compafs take, ' 

As if it fear’d fome trefpals to commit, 

‘When the wide air’s a road for it. 

So the imperial Eagle does not ftay 

‘Till the whole carcafs it devour 

That isfall’ninto itspow’r; | 

As if his gen’rous hunger underftood 

That he can never want plenty of food; 

He only fucks the tafteful blood, 

And to freih game flies cheerfully away; [prey. 
To kites and meaner birds he Jeaves the mangled 


Chrift's Paffion. Taken out of a Greck Ode, written 
by Mr. Maflers, of New-Callege in Oxford, 


L 


Enoven, thy Mufe ! of earthly things, 

And injpirations but of wind ; 

‘Take up thy lute, and to it bind 

Loud and everlafting ftrings, 

Arid on ’em play, and to ’em fing, " 

‘The happy mournful ftories, 

‘The lamentable glories, 

Of the great crucify’d King. P 

Mountainous heap of wonders! which doft rife 

Til) earth thou joineft with the fkies ! 

‘Yoo large at bottom, and at top too high, 

To be half {een by mortal eye. 

How thall I grafp this boundlefs thing ? 

What fhali I play ? what fhall I fing ? 

I'll fing the mighty riddle of myfterious love, 

Which neither wretched mer@elow, aor bleffed 
fp'rits above, ¢ 

With all their comments, can explain, [difdain. 

Hew al the whole world’s Life to die did not 


he 
I'll fing the fearchlefs depths of the compaffion 
‘The depths unfathom’d yet (divine, . - 
By Reafon’s plummet, and the line of Wit; 
Too light the plummet, and too fhort the line, - 
How the eternal Father did beftow 
His own eternal Son as ranfom for his foe : 
Fil fing aloud, that all the warld may hear 
‘The triamph of the bury’d Conqueror ; 
How Hell was by its pris'ner captive led, 
Aad the great layer Death, flain by the dead, 
E 1. 
Methinks I hear of murder’d men the voice, 
Mix’d with the murderers’ confufed neife, 
Sound from the tep of Calvary ; 
My greedy cyes fly up the hili, and fee 
Who ’tis hangs there, the midmott of the three. 
Oh, bow unlike the others he! 
Look how he bends his gentle head with bieilings 
Som the tres! 
T ij 


mga : 
His gracious hands, ne'er ftretch’d but to do good, 
Are nail’d to the infamous wood ; 

_ And finful man does fondly bind (kind. 

"She arms which he extendst’ embrace all hunyan- 


Iv, 
Unhappy Man! canft thou ftand by and fee 
All this as patient as he ! 
. Since he thy fins does bear, 
Make thou his {ufferings thine own, | 
And weep, and figh, and groan, 
And beat thy breaft, and tcar 
‘Thy garments, and thy hair, 
And let thy grief, and let thy love, 
‘Through all thy bleeding bowels move. 
Doft thou not fee thy Prince in purple clad ail o’er, 
Not purple brought from the Sidonian fhore, 
at made at home with richer gore ? 
Doft thou not {ec the rofes which adorn 
"The thorny garment by him worn? 
Doft thou not fee the livid traces 
Of the fharp feourge’s rude cmbraces ? 
Jf yet thou feeteft not the fmart 
Of thorns and fcourges in thy heart, 
Hf that be yet not crucify’d, [fide 
Look on his hands, look on his feet, look on his 


ve 
Open, oh! open wide the fountains of thine eyes, 
And let *em call 
"Their flock of moifture forth, where’er it lics, 
For this will aflc it all. 
*Twould all, alas! too little be, 
‘Vhough thy falt tears canic from a fea : 
Canft thou deny him this, when he 
Has open’d all his vital fprings for thee ? 
Take heed ; for by his fide’s myfterivus food 
May well be underttood, 
“Fhac he will fill require fome waters to his blood, 





Horace, Lib. UI. Ove I. 


Oui profanum vulgus, Se. 


I 

Hewes, ye Profane ! I bate ye all, 

Both the yreat vulgar, and the final. [hold 
‘To virgin Minds, which yet their native whitencls 
Not yet difcolour’d with the love of gold, 















(That jaundice of the foul 

Which makes it look fo gilded and fo foul) 

To yon, ye very few! thefe truths T tell; 

Fhe Mu area my fong ; hark, and obferve it 


w 
We 

We look on men, and wonder at fuch odds 
*Twixt things that were the farag by birth ; 
We Jook on kings a3 giants of the earth ; 
‘Thefe giants are but pigmies to the gods, 
‘The humbleit bufh and proudeft oak 
Ave but of equal proof againft the thunder-Proke. 
Beaty, and firoength, and wit, aud wealth, and 
Have their fhort Sourithing hour, Lpow’r, 








obES, 


And love to fee themfelves, and finife, 
And joy in their pre-eminence awhile ¢ 
Ev’n fo in the fame land : 
Poor weeds, rich corn, gay flow’rs, together tand + 
Alas! Death mows down all with an impartial 
hand. ~ 
mm, 
And all you men, whom greatnefs does fo pleafe, 
Ye feaft, I fear, like Damocles : : : 
{f you your eyes could upwards move, 
(But you, I fear, think nothing is above) 
You would perceive by what a little thread 
The {word ftill hangs over your head + 
No tide of wine would drown your cares, 
No mirth or mufic over-noife your fears: 
The fear of death would yon fo watchful keep, 
As not t’admit the image of it, Sleep. 
Iv. 
Sleep is a god too proud to wait in palaces, 
And yet fo humble, too, as not to fcorn 
The meancft country cottages ; 
His poppy grows among the corn, 
‘The halcyon Sleep will never build his nef 
In any ftormy breaft : 
*Tis not enough that he does find 
Clouds and darkneisin their mind ; 
Darknefsbut half his work will do ; 
"Tis not enough, he muft find quiet too, 


ve 
‘The man who in all wifhes he does make, 
Does only Nature’s counfel take, 
That wife and happy man will never fear 
The evil afpects of the year, 
Nor tremble though two comets fhould appear = 
He does not lock in almanacks, to fee 
Whether he fortunate fhall be ; 
Let Mars and Saturn in the heav’ns conjoin, 
ind what they pleafe againft the world defign, 
So Jupiter within him thine. 
ve 
H of your pleafures and defires no end be found, 
God to your cares and fears will fet no bound. 
What would content you who ean tell? 
Ye fear fo much to tofe what you have got, 
As if you lik'd ic well ; 
Ye ftrive for more, as if ye lik’d it not. 
Go, level hills, and fill up feas, 
Spare nought that may your wanton fancy pleafe ; 
Lut, truft me, when you ‘ave done alt this, 
Much will be miffing ftill, and much will be amif. 





A Poraplrafs om an Ode in Horace's Third Buoky 
beginning thus : Inchfam Danaen turris abenca, 


1 

A. row’r of brafs, one would have faid, 

And locks, and bolts, end iron bars, ‘ 

And guards, as fridt as in the heat of wars, 
Might have preferv’d one innocent maidenhead, 
‘The jealens father thought he well might fpare 
All turther jealous care; : 











ODES. 


' 

And, as he walk’d, t? himfelf alone he fmil’d, 

‘To think how Venus’ arts he had beguil’d; 

And when he flept, his reft was deep, 

But Venus laugh’d to fee and hear him fleep ; 

She taught the am’raus Jove 

A magical receipt in love, 

Which arm’d him ftronger, and which help’d him 
more, 

‘Than all his thunder did, and his almightythip 
before, 


nw 
She taught him Love's elixir, by which art 
His godhead into gold he did convert ; 
No guards did then his paffage ftay 5 
He pafs’d with cafe ; Gold was the word; 
Subtile as lightning, bright, and quick, and fierce, 
Gold through doors and walls did picrce ; 
And as that works fometimes upon the fword, 
Melted the maidenhead away, 
Ev'n in the fecret {cabbard where it lay. 
‘The prudent Macedonian king, 
To blow up townsa golden mine did fpring + 
He broke through gates with this petar 5 
*Tis the great art of peace, the engine ’tis of war, 
And fleets and armies follow it afar; 
‘The enfign ’tis at land, and ’tis the feaman’s far. 
Mi 
Let all the world flave to this tyrant be, 
Creature to this difguifed deity, 
Yet it thall never conquer me ; 
A guard of virtucs will not let it pafs, 
And wifdom is a tow’r of ftronger brafs. 


295 
‘The Mufes' laurel round my temples {pread, 
Does from this lightning’s force fecure my head ¢ 
Nor will [ lift it up fo high, 
Asin the violent meteor’s way to lie. 
Wealth for its pow'r do we honour and adore ? 
‘The things we hate, ill fate,and death, have more, 
Iv, 
From towns and courts, camps of the rich and 
“he vaft Xerxean army, I retreat, [greaty 
And to the fmal! Laconic forces fly, 
Which hold the ftreights of Poverty. 
Cellars and granaries in vain we fill 
With all the bounteous fummer’s ftore, 
Vf the mind thirft and hunger ftill ; 
‘The poor rich man’s emphatically poor, 
Slaves to the things we too much prize, 
We maiters yrow of all that we defpife, 

v. 
A ficld of corn, a fountain, and a wood, 
Is all the wealth by Nature underftood, 
‘Lhe monarch on whom fertile Nile beftows 
All which that grateful earth can bear, 
Deceives himfelf, it he fuppofe 
That more than this falls to his hare. z 
Whatever an eftate does beyond this afford, 
Is not a rent paid to the lord, 
But is a tax illegal and unjuft, 
Exacted from it by the tyrant Luft, 
Much will always wanting be 
‘Vo him who much defises ; ‘Thrice happy he 
To whom the wife indulgency of Heav'n 
With {paring hand, but juft enough, has giv'n, 
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STYLE AND MANNER OF THE ODES OF PINDAR. 











Pindarici fortis qui non expalluit hauftus, 


Hor. Ep. 1. 1.3. 


cc Ae 


PREFACE, 


Tr amon thould undertake to tranflate Pindar, 
dyord for word, it would be thought that one mad- 
_ man had tranfiated another; as may appear, when 
}e that underftands not the original, reads the 
verbal tradudlion of him into Latin profe, than 
which uothizg feems more raving. And fure 
rhyme, without the addition of wit, and the fpirit 
of poetry, (quod avgueo monfirare et fentio tantum) 
would but mike it ten times more diftracted than 
it is in prof. We muft confider, in Pindar, the 
great difference of time betwist his age and ours, 
which changes, as in pidlures, at lealt the colours of 
jpoctry 5 the no lefs difference betwixt the religions 
and cultomsof our countries, and a thoufand parti- 
cularities of places, per fons, and manners, which do 
but confufedly appear to our eycs at fo great a 
diflance ; and, lattly, (which were enough, elone, 
for my purpofe) we mutt confider that our vars 
are ftranyers to the nauic of bis numbers, which 
fomwtimes, (efpceially it fongs and odes} almoft 
without any thing elie, makes an excellent poet, 
For though the grammuarians and critics have la 
Poured to reduce his verfes into regular feet and 
meafures, {as they have alfo thofe of the Greck 
and Latia Cow 3) yet, in effedt, they are little 
peter than profe to our cars: and J would gladly 
Know what pplaufe our het picces of Exglith 
pucfy coukd eypeG from a Freuchnuin or Malian, 
Gf converted faithfully, and word for word, into 
French or ttalian profe, And when we have con- 
fidered al! this, we nuuft needs confels, that after 
all thefe luifes fall Y we can add 
to him by our wit and inven 




































man than he was in his own coumty. ‘bis } 
fo se meulure, to be applicd to ail trad! 
Lihe not obferving of it is the eux 
wich ever I yet faw are fo much ink 
crigitials. ‘The like happe 
from the fame root of « 
being a vile and unworthy } 
incapable of producing any th: 
Thave ieen originals, both in p 
much more beautiful than their navural cb; 
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ation (nat deferting | 
{Ett his fubje@y is ot like to make him a richer | 


. but I never fw a copy better than the original, 
which indeed cannot be otherwile ; for men re~ 
folving in no cafe to fhoot beyond the mark, it ie 
a thoufand to one if they fhoot not fhort of it. 
| It docs not at all trouble me that the grammari- 
ans, perhaps, will not fuffer this libertine way of 
j renderirfg forcign authors to be called Tranfla- 
tion; for ! am not fo much enamoured of the 
name ‘Vranflator, as not to with rather to be 
fomething better, though it want yet a name. 
fpeak not fo much all this in defence of my man- 
ner of tranflatinig or imitating or (what other 
title they pleafe) the two enfaing Odes of Pindar 5 
| for that would not deferve half thefe words, as by 
this oceafion to rectify the opinion of divers men 
upon this matter. The Pfalms of David, (which 
1 believe to fave been in their original, to the 
Hebrews of his time, though not to our Hebrews: 
of Buxtorfius's making, the moft exalted pieces of 
pocty) are a great example of what I have faidy 
all the tranftatorsof which, (even Mr. Sands him- 
felf; for in defpite of popular error 1 will be bold 
not to except him) for this very reafon, that they 
have not fought t6 fopply the loft excellencies of 
another langvage with new oncs in their own; 
are {o far from doing honour, or at leaft juftice, 
to that divine poet, that, methinks, they revile 
him worfe than Shimei. And Buchanan him{clf 
(though much the beft of them all, and indced a 
great perfon) comes, in my opinion, no lefs thort 
| GE David than his country docs of Judaea, Upon 
this ground, } have, in thefe two Qdes of Pindar, 
takeu, left out, and added, what I pleafe; nor 
it fo much my aim to let the reader know 
precifely whet he fpoke, as what was his way and 
manner of fpcakings which has not been yet 
(that [ know of) intreduced into Englith, though 
‘je be the noblett and highci kind of writing in 
i verfe; and which might, perhaps, be put into 
: the Ka of Pancirolus, among the loft mventions 

of Antiqcky. ‘his Efzy is but to try how it 
wil lool. in an Englifh habits for which experi- 
j ment | have chofvn one of his Olympic, and anp- 
ther of his Nememan Odis, which are as followethy 
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THE SECOND OLYMPIC ODE OF PINDAR. 


peat : ca 








WartTen in praife of Theron, Prince of Agrigentum, (a famous city in Sicily, built by his anceftors} 
who, in the feventy-feventh Olympic, won the Chariot-prize. He is commended from the nobilix 
ty of his race, (whofe flory is often touched on) from his great riches, (an ordinary commion place 
in Pindar) from his hofpitality, munificence, and other virtues. The Ode (according to the conftant 
cuftom of the Poet) confifts more in digreffions than in the main fubje@ ; and the reader muft not 
be thocked to hear him fpeak fo often of his own Mufe; for that is a liberty which this kind of 
poetry can hardly live without. 















‘ qt, 

Quen of all harmonious things, For the paft fufferings of this noble race 

Dancing words and {peaking ftrings, (Since things once patt, and fled out of thinc hand 

What god, what hero, wilt thou fing? Hearken no more to thy command) 

What happy man to equal glories bring ? Let prefent joys fill up their place, 

Begin, begin thy noble choice, And with Oblivion’s filent froke deface 

And let the hills around refle& the image of thy’ Of foregune ills the very trace. 

Pifa does to Jove belong, [veice. In no illuftrious line 

Jove and Pila claim thy fong, Do thefe happy changes fhine 

‘The fair firft-fruite of war, th’ Olympic Games, | More brightly, ‘Theron! than in thine, 

Alcides offer’d up to Jove ; So in the cryital palaces 

Alcides, too, thy ftrings may move, OF the blue-cy'd Nereides, 

Bot, oh ! what man to join with thefe can worthy | Ino her endlefs youth does pleafe, 

prove? And thanks her fall into the fas. 

Join Theron boldly to their facred names 5 Beauteous Semele does no lefs 

"Theron the next honour claims; Her cruel midwife ‘Yhunder blyfs, 

‘heron to no man gives place, Whilkt {porting with the gods on high, _ 

Ts firit in Pifa’s and in Virtue’s race 5 Sh’ enjoys fecure their company, 

‘Theron there, and he alone, Plays with lightnings as they fly, 

Ev'n his own fwift forefathers has outgone. Nor trembics at the bright embraces of the Deity. 
nu. ve 

They through rough ways, o’er many ftops, they | But death did thom from future dangers free ; 

‘Till on the fatat bank at Jaft [pafs’d,! What god, alas! will caution be 

They Agrigentum built, the beauteous cye For living man’s fecutity, 

Of fair-fac'd Sicily, Or will enfure our veffel in this faithlefs fea? 

Which does itfelf i th’ river by Never did the fun as yet 

Wah pride and joy efpy + So healthful a fair day beget, 

‘Then cheerful notes their painted years did fing, | That travelling mortals might rely on it, 

Aud Wealth was onc, and Honour the other! But Fortune's favour and her Jpite 

wing: Roll with alternate waves, ke day and night : 

‘Their genuine virtues did more fweet and clear Viciffitudes w! thy great race purfue, 

Jn Fortune's graceful drefs appear : Ever fince the fatal fon his father flew, 

‘fo which, great fon of Khea! fay and did old oracies fulfil {own will. 

‘The firm word which forbids things to decay. Of gods that cannot lie, for they foretet but their 

If in Olympus’ top, where thou ve 

Sitt’f to behold thy Erinnys faw it, and made in her own feed 

Hf in Alpheus’ fivler fight, ‘The innocent parricide to bleed 

Mf in my verfe thon deli delight, She flew his wrathful fons with mutual blows; 

My verle, O Rhea’s fun! which is But better things did then fucceed, — [paft,arofe + 





Lofty as that, and [moth as this, Aud brave Therfander, in ciscnds for what was 
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Brave Thefander was by none 

In war or warlike {ports outdone. 
‘Thou, Theron ! his great virtues doft revive, 

He in my verfe and thee again does live ; 

Loud Olympus, happy thee, 

Afthmus apd Nemea, does twice happy fee : 

For the well-natair’d honour there 

Which with thy brother thou didf fhare, 
‘Gas to thee double grown B 

By not being afl thine own; 

‘And thofe kind pious glories do deface 

‘The old fraternal quarrel of thy race. 

if vi 

Greatnefs of mind, and fortune too, 
“'Th’ Olympic trophies thew 

Both their feveral parts nuft do 

In the noble chafe of fame; [larhe. 
This without that is blind, that without this is 
Nor is fair virtuc’s picture feen aright 

But in Fortune’s golden light. 

Riches alone are of uncertain date, 

And on fhort man lorg canrot wait 5 

The virtuous make of them the beft, 

And put them out to fame for intereft ; 

With a frail good they wifely buy 

‘The folid purchafe of eternity. (and know 
‘They, whilft life's air they breathe, confider weil, 
‘Th’ account they muft hereafter give below : 
‘Whereas the unjuft and covctous above, 

In deep unlovely vaults, 

By the jut decrees of Jove, 

Unrelenting torments prove, 

"The heavy neceffary efledts of voluntary faults. 


vil, 

Whilft in the lands of unexhaufted light 

O'cr which the godlike Sun's unwearied fight 

‘Ne’er winks in clouds or fleeps in night, 

And endlefs fpring of age the good enjoy, 

Where neither want does pinch nor plenty cloy 5 

‘There neither earth nor fea they plough, 

Nor ought to labour owe 

For food, that whilft it nourifhes does decay, 

And in the lamp of life confumes away. 

Thrice had thefe men through mortal bodics | 
pafs'd, 

‘Did thrice the trial undergo, 

‘Till all their little drofs was purg’d at laft, 

‘The furnace had no more to do. 

‘Then in rich Saturn’s peaceful ftate 

‘Were they for facred treafures plac’d, 

‘The Mule-difcovcred world of {flands Fortunate, 
; Vill. 

Soft-footed winds, with tuneful voices, there 

Dance through the perfum’d air: 

There filver rivers threugh enamelled meadows . 

And golden trees enrich their’ fide : (glide, 

‘Th’ illufirious leaves no dropping autumn fear, 

And jewels for their fruit they bear, 

Which by the blefs’d are gathered 

For bracelcts to the arm, and garlandsto the head. 

Here all the heroes and their poets live, 

Wife Radamanchus-did the fentence give, 

Who, for his jultice, was thonght fit 

‘With fovercign Saturn on the kench to fit, 





PINDARIC ODES 


Peleus here, and Cadmus reign; P 

Here great Achilles, wrathful now no more, 

Since his blefs d mother (whe before 

Had try’d it on his body in vain) 

Dipp’d now his foul in Stygian lake, 

Which did from thence a divine hardnefs take, 

‘That does from paffion and ftom vice invulnerable 
make. e 


Ix, 

To Theron, Mufe! bring back thy wand’ring fong, 
‘Whom thofe bright troops expeét impatiently ; 
And may they do fo long. 

Now, noble Archer! do thy wanton arrows fly 
At all the game that does but grofs thine cye 2 
Shcot, and {pare not, for I fee 


! Thy founding quiver can ne'et etnptied be; 


Let Art ufe method and good hufbandry ; 

Art fives on Nature’s alms, is weak and poor; 
Nature herfelf has unexhaufted ftore, 

Wallows in wealth, and runs a turning mazc, 
‘That no vulgar eye can trace. 

Art, inftead of mounting high, 

‘About her humble food does hov'ring fly 5 

Like theignoble crow, rapine and noife docs love, 
Whilft Nature, like the dacred bird of Jove, 

Now bears loud thunder; and ann, with filent joy, 
The beautcous Phrygian boy 

Defcats the ftrong, o’ertakes the flying prey, 
And fometimes bafks in th’ open flames of day 
And fometimes, too, he fhrowds 

His foaring wings among the clouds. 


x. 

Leave, wanton Mufe! thy roving flight, 

To thy loud ftring the well-fletch’d arrow puts 

Let Agrigentum be the butt, 

And Theron be the white ; 

And left the name of verfe fhould give 

Malicious men pretext to mifbelieve, 

By the Caftalian waters fwear, 

(A facred oath no poets dare 

"To take in vain, 

No more than gods do that of Styx profane) 

Swear in no city e’er before 

A better man, or greater-foul’d, was born, 

Swear that ‘Theron, fure, has fvorn 

No man near him fhould he poor ; 

Swear that none e’er had fuch a graceful art, 

Fortune’s fre gifts as freely to impart 

With an uncnvious hand, ard an unbounded heart. 
xi 

But in this thanklefs world the givers 

Are envy'd ev'n by the receivers : 

“Vis now the cheap and frugal fafhion 

Rather to hide than pay the obligation 

Nay, ’tis much worfe than fo; 

Jt now an artifice does grow 

Wrongs and outrages to do, 

Left men fhould think we owe. 

Such monficrs, Theron! has thy virtuc found, 

But all the malice they profefs, $ : 

‘Thy fecure honour cannot wound ; 

For thy vaft bounties are fo numberlefs, 

‘That them or to conceal or cife to tell, 


Ts equally impoilible. 
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THE FIRST NEME/AN ODE OF PINDAR. 








Cunomus, the fon of Agefidamus, a young gentleman of Sicily, {8 celebrated for having toh the 
prize of the Chariot-race in the Nemexan games, (a folemnity inftituted firft to celebrate the fune- 
ral of Opheltes, as is at Jarge defcribed by Statius, and afterwards continued every third year, : 
with an extraordinary conflux of all Greece, and with incredible honour to the conquerors in all the 
exercifes there practifed) upon which occafion the poet begins with the comntendation of hfs cown- 

, try, which I take to have been Ortygia, (an ifland belonging to Sicily, and a part of Syracufe, being 

joined to it by a bridge) though the title of the Ode call him A&tnean Chromius, perhaps becaufe he 

was made gavernor of that town by Hieron, From thence he falls into the praife of Chromius his 
perfon, which he draws from his great endowments of mind and bedy, and moft efpecially from his 
hofpitality, and the worthy ufe of his riches, He likens his beginning tu that of Hercules; and, ac- ' 
cording to his ufual manner of being tranfported with any good hint that meets him in his way, 
pafling into a digreflion of Hercules, and his flaying the two ferpents in his cradle, conclndes the 


§ 


Ode with that hiftory. 


i 
Bravreovs Ortygia, the firft breathing-place 
Of great Alpheus’ clofe and amorous race, 
¥air Delos’ fifter, the childbed 
Of bright Latona, where fhe bred 
‘The original, new-moon, (grown ; 
Vho faw' ft her tender forehead c’er the horns were 
Who, like a gentle fcion, newly ftarted out, 
From Syracufa’s fide doft {prout : 
‘Thee firft my fong does greet 
With numbers fmouth and fleet 
As thine own horfes’ airy feet, 
‘When the young Chromius’ chariot drew, 
And o’er the Nemezan race triumphant flew. 
Jove will approve my fong and me; 
Jove is concern’d in Nemea and in thee. 
i, 
With Jove my fong, this happy man, 
Young Chromius, too, with fove began; 
From hence came his fuccefs ; 
Nor ought he, therefore, like it lefs, 
Since the beft fame is that of happinefs; 
For whom fhould we eftecm above 
‘The men whom gods do love ? 
Tis thern alone the Mufe, too, does approve. 
Lo, hdw it makes this vidt'ry thine 
Q’er all the fruitful ifle of Proferpine ! 
“he torches which the mother brought, 
When the ravifh'’d maid fhe fough:, 
Appear'd not half fo bright, 
But caft a weaker light (heavenly vault, 
Through carth, and air, and fers, and up to th’ 
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To thee, O Proferpine ! this ille I give, 

Said Jove, and as he faid 

Smil’d, and bent his gracious head. 

And thou, O ifle : faid he, for ever thrives 

And keep the value of our gift alive : 

As heav'n with flars, fo let 

The country thick with towns beTety 

And, numbericfs as ftars, 

Let ail the towns be then 

Replenifh’d thick with men 

‘Wife in peace and bold in wars : 

Of thoufand glorious towns the nation, 

Of thoufand gloriousmen each tewna conftellation. 

Nor let their warlike laurel feorn 

With the Olympic Olive to be worn, [ adorn. 

Whcefe gentler honours dofo well thc browsof Peace 
Iv. 

Go to great Syracufe, my Mafe! and wait 

At Chromius’ hofpitable gate ; 

*“LYwill open wide to let thee in, 

When thy lyre’s voice shall but begin : 

Joy, Plenty, and free Welcome, dwells within. 

‘The ‘L'yrian beds thou fhalt find ready drefs’dy. 

The ivory table crowded with a feaft. 

‘The table which is free for ev’ry gueft 

No doubt will thee admit, 

And feaft more upon thee, than thou on it t 

Chromius and thou art met aright, * 

For as by Nature thou doft write, 7 

Se he by Nature loves, and docs by Nature fight. 
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Nature herfelf, whilft in the womb he was, 
Sow’d ftrcngth and beauty through the forming 
"Chey mov'd the vital lump in ev'ry part, [mats ; 
And carv’d the members out with wondrous art : 
She fill'd his mind with courage and with wit, 
And a vaft bounty, apt and fit 
For the great dowry which Fortune made to it. 
Tis matinefs, fare, treafures to hoard, - 
Anil make ther ufclefs, as in mines, remain, 
"To lofe the occafion Fortune does afford 
Fame and public love to gain, 
Ev'n for felf-ccncerning ends 
?Tis wifer much to hoard up friends. 
‘Though happy men the prefent goods poffefs, 
‘Th’ unhappy havetheir share in furare hopes nolefs, | 
vie 
How early has young Chromius begun 
‘The race of virtue, and how fwiitly ua, 
‘And borne the noble prize away, 
Whilft other youths yet at the barrier flay ? 
None but Aicides e’er fet earlier forth than he; 
‘The God his father’s blood nought could reftrain, 
"Twas ripe at firft, and did difdain 
"The flow advance of dull humanity. 
‘The dig-limb'a babe in his hnge cradle lay; 
'Too weighty to be rock'd by vurfes’ hands, 
‘Wrapp'd in purple fwaddling bands ; 
When, lo! by jealous Juno’s fierte commands 
‘Two dreadful ferpents come 
Rolling and hifling loud into the room ; 
‘To the bold babe they trace their hidden way, 
Forth from their flaming eyesdread lightnings went; 
Their gaping mouths did forked tongues like thun- 
derbolts prefect. 
f vit, 
Some of th' amazed women dropp’d down dead 
‘With fear, fome wildly fled 
About the room, fume into corners crept, 
‘Where filently they fhook and wept. 
<All naked front her bed the paffionate mother leap’d, 
“To fave or perifh with her child ; 
She trembicd, and fhe cry'd; the mighty infant 
‘The mighty infant feem’d well pleas’d — [fmil’d; 
Athis gay gilded foes; 
And as their fpoteed necks up to the cradle rofe, 
‘With his young warlike hands on both he feiz’d , 
In vain they rag’d, in vain they hits’d, 
In yain their armed tails chey twift, 
And angry circles caft about ; 
Black biood, and firy breath, and pois'neus foul, 
he fqueezes out 
Vill, 
‘With their drawn fwords 
In ran Amphitryo and the Tlban lords 
‘With doubting wonder, and with troubled joy, 
‘They faw the conqu’ring boy 
Laugh and point downward to his prey, 
‘Where in death’s pangs and their own gore they 
‘When wife Tivefias this beginning new, [folding lay. 
He told with eafe the things t° enfue, 
From what montters he fhould free 
"The earth. the air, and fea; 
‘What mighty tyrants he fhould flay, 





Greater tontters far than they ; 
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Hew much at Phizgra’s field the diftrefs'd gods 

To their great offspring here below, [fhould owe 

And how his club thould there outde [too. 

Apollo’s filver bow, and his own father’s thunder 

1x. 

And that the grateful gods at lait, 

‘The race of his laborious virtue pafs’d, 

Heav’n, which he fav’d, fhould to him give, 

Where, marry’d to eternal Youth, he fhould for 
ever live, 5 

Drink nectar with the gods, and all his fenfes plcafe 

In their harmonious golden palaces; 

Waik with ineffable delight 

Through the thick groves of never-withering light, 

And.as he walks affright 

The Lyon and the Bear, [there, 

Bull, Centaur, Scorpion, all the radiant montters 


oS 





The praife of Pindar, in imitation of Horace bis 
fecond Ode, B. iv. . 


Pindarum quifquis tudet zmutari, &c, 


L 
Pinpar is imitable by none: 
‘The phoenix Pindar is a vatt fpecies alone, 
Wooe’er but Daedalus with waxen wings could fly, 
Aad neither fink too low nor foar too high? 
What he who follow’d claim, 
But of vain boldnefs the unhappy fame, 
And by his fall a fea to name ? 
Pindar’s unnavigable fong 
Like a {Woln flood from fome fteep mountain pours 
The ocean meets with fuch a voice [along. 
Fromhisenlarged mouth,asdrownsthe ocean’ snoile. 
wm 
So Pindar does new words and figures roll 
Down his impetuous dithyrambic tide, 
Which in no channel deigns t? abide, 
Which neither banks nor dikes control, 
Whether th’ immortal gods he fings, 
In a no lefs immortal ftrain, 
Or the great ads of god-defcended kings, 
Who ia his numbers ftill furvive and reign; 
Each rich embroidered line 
Which their triumphant brows around 
By his facred hand is bound, 
Does all their ftarry diadems outfhine. 
mn 
Whether at Pifa’s race he pleafe 
To carve in polith’d verfe the conqu’rors’ images; 
Whether the {wift, the tkiliul or the trong, 
Be crowned in his nimble, artful, vigorous, fong ; 
Whether fome brave young man's untimely fate 
In words worth dying for he celebrate, . 
Sach mournful and fuch pleafing words 


As joy t’ his motier sand hismiftrefy grief affords, 


He bids him live and grow in fame, 

Among the ftars he flicks bis namie : 

‘The grave can but the drofs of him devour, 

So fmallis Death, fo great the Poct’s powers, 
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iv, 
Zo! how th’ obfequious wind and {welling air 
‘The Theban fwan does upwards bear 
Tato the walks of clouds, where he does play, 
And with extended wings opens his liquid way ; 
Whilft, alas! my tim’rous Mule 
Unambitious tracks purfues ; 
Boes with weak unballaft wings, 
About the mofly brooxs and fprings, 
About the trees’ new-bloffom’d heads, 
About the gardens’ painted beds, 
About the fields and flow’ry meads, 
And all inferior beauteous things, 
Like the liborious bee, 
For little drops of honey fly, 
Andthere with humble {weets contentsher induftry. 


— Ee, 





The RefurreBion. 


oh 
Nor winds to voyagers at fea, 
Nor fhow’rs to carth more neceffary be, 
(Heav'n’s vital feed caft on the womb of earth, 
"To give the fruitful year a birth) 
"Than veri to virtue, which can do 
‘The midwife’s office and the nurfe’s too; 
It feeds it ftrongly, and it clothes it gay, 
And when it dics, with comely pride 
Embalms it, and ereéts a pyramid 
“Phat never will decay 
‘Vill heav'n itfelf thall mele away, 
And nought behind it fay. 


a 
Begin the fong. and ftrike the living lyre 
Lo! how the Years to come, a num’rous and well- 

fitted quire! 

Allhand and hand do decently advance, 
And to my fong with fmooth and equal meafures 
Whilft the dance lafts, how long foe’er it be, {[dance. 
My Mufic’s voice fhall boar it company, 
‘Till all gentle notes be drown’d 
In the laft trumpet's dreadful found. 
‘That to the fpheres themfelves fhall filence bring, 
Untane the univecfal ftring : 
‘Then all the wide-extended fly, 
And all th’ harmonious worlds on high, 
And Virgil’s facred work, fhall die; 

And he himfelf thall fee in one fire thine [divine. 
Rich Nature’s ancienc ‘I'roy, though built by hands 
iil. 

‘Whom thunder’s difmal noife, 

And ail that prophets and apoftles louder fpake, 
And all the creatures’ pain confpiring voice, 
Could not, whilft they liv’d, awake, 

‘This mightier found thal! make 

‘When dead to arile, 

Aud open tombs, and open eyes, 

‘To the long fluggards of five thoufand years! 
‘Thia mighrier found fhall make its hearers ears: 
‘Then fhall the featter’d atoms crowding come 
Back to their ancient home, 

Some from birds, from fithes fome, 





get 
Some from earth, and fome from feas, 
Some from beafts, and fome from trees; 
Some defcend from cleuds on high, 
Some from metals upwards fly, 
And where th’ attending ioul naked and fhiv’ring 
Meet, falute, and join their hands; (ands, 
As difpers’d foldiers at the trumpet’s call, 
Hafte to their colours all : oe 
Unhappy moft, fike tortur’d men, 
Their joints new-fet, to be new-rack'd again : 
To mountains they for fhelter pray, 
The mountains fhake, and run about no lefs con= 

fus’d than they. - 

Iv. 

Stop, ftop, my Mufe! allay thy vig’rous heat, 
KindJed at a hint fo great : . 
Hold thy Pindaric Pegafus clofely in, 
Which doesto rage begin, . 
And this fteep hill weuld gallop up with violent 
*Tis an unruly and a hard-mouth’d horfe, (courfe; 
Fierce and unbroken yet, : 
Impatient ef the fpur or bits 
Now prances ftately, and anon flies o'er the place, 
Difdains the fervile law of any fetiled pace, 
Confcious and proud of his own natural force, 
*Twill no unikuful touch endure, 
But flings writer and reader, too, that fits not fure, 











The Mufe. -) 


1% 
Go, the richeft chariot inftantly prepare; 
The qucen, my Mute, will take the air; ‘ 
Unruly Fancy with ftrong judgment trace, 
Put in nimble-footed Wir, 
Smooth-pac’d Eloquence join with it, 
Sound Memory with young Invention place, 
Harnefs all the winged race : 
Let the poftilion, Nature, mount, and let 
‘The coachman, Art, be fer; * 
And let the airy footman running all befide, 
Make a long row of goodly pride; 
Figures, conccits, raptures, and {entenecs, 
Ina well-worded dreis; 
And innocent Loves, and. pleafant Truths, and ufe- 
In all their gaudy liveries; [ful Lies, 
Mount, glorious Queen! thy travelling throne, 
And bid it to put on, 
For long, though cheerful is the way, 
And life, alas! allows but one ill winter’s day. 


In 
Where never foot of man or hoof of beaft 
The paffage prefi'd, 
Where never fith did fly, 
And with thort filver wings cut the low liquid fey; 
Where bird with painted oars did ne'er . 
Row through the tracklefs ocean of the air: 
Where never yet did pry 
The buzy Morning’s curious eye, 
‘Lhe wheels of thy bold coach vafs quick and free, 
And ail is an open road to thec; 
Whatever God did fay z 
Js all thy plain, and fmooth, uninterrupted way t 
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Nay, ev'n beyond bisworks thy voyages are known; 

Thou haft thoufand worlds, too, of thine own + j 

"Thou fpeak’ft, great Queen! in the fame ftyte as he, 

‘And a new world leaps forth when thou fay’, Let 
it be. 


It. 

‘Thou fathom’ft the deep gulph of ages paft, 

And canft pluck up with eafe 

The years which thou doft pleafe ; : 

Like fhipwreck’d treafures by rude tempefts caft 

Long fince into the fea, 

Brought up again to light and pubile ufe by thee : ; 

Nor doft thou only dive fo low, 

But fly, 

‘Wish an unweary’d wing the other way on high, ! 

Wincre fates among the flars do grow 5 

‘There into the clofe nefts of Time doft peep, 

And there, with piercing cye, 

‘Through the firm fhell and the thick white dott fpy 

‘Years to come, a-forming lie, 

Clute in their facred fecondine afleep, 

"Vill hateli’d by the Sun’s vital heat, 

‘Which o'er them yet does brooding fet, 

They life and motion get, 

And ripe at lait, with vigorous might [Right 

Break through the fhell, and take their everlafting | 
: v. 








And fure we may 

‘The fame, too, of the prefent fay, 

Hf paft and future times do thee obey. 

"Thou ftopp’tt this current, and doft make 

"Vhis running river fettle like a lake : 

"rhy certain hand holds faft this Dipp’ry fuake 
"The fruit which does fo quickly wafte, 

Men fearce can fee it, much lefs tafe, 
“Thou comfiteft in fwvcets to make it laft. 
‘This fhining piece of ice 

‘Which melts fo foon away 

‘With the Sun’s ray, 

‘Thy verfe does folidate and eryftallize, 
‘Till it a lafting mirror be: 

Nay, thy immortal rhyme 

Make: this one fhort point of time 

'To fill up half the orb of round eternity. 








—ee 
To Mr. Hobbes. 


t 
Vast bodies of philofophy 
Jolt’ have feen and read, 
But all are bodies dead, 
Or bodies by art fathioned ; 

* Fever yet the living foul could fee, 
But in thy books and thee ; 
*Tis only God can know 
Whether the fair idea thou doft fhew 
Agree entircly with his own or no. 
"This { dare boldly tell 
"Tis fo ikke truth, "t will ferve our turn as well. 
Jutt, as in Nature, thy proportions be, 
‘As fuil of concord their variety, 
As fign the parts upon their centre ref, 
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And all fo folid are, that they at leaft, 
As much as Nature emptinels deteft. 
ie 
Long did the mighty Stagirite retain 
The univerfal intelieQual reign, 
Saw his own country’s short liv’d Leopard flain 
The ftronger Roman Eagle did outily, 
Oft’ner renew'd bis age, and faw that die. 
Mecca itfelf, in fpite of Mahomet, poflels’d, 
And, chas’d by a wild deluge from the Eaft, 
His monarchy new-pkanted in the Weft: 
But as in time cach great umperial race 
Degenerates, and gives fome new one place, 
So did this noble empire wafte, 
Sunk by degrecs from glories pafs'd, 
‘And in the fchoolmen’s bands it perifh’d quite at 


Then nought but words it grew, {laft. : 
And thofe all barb'rous too + 
Te perifh’d and it vanifh’d there 5 {air. 


"The life and foul, breath'd out, became but empty & 


itl 
The fields which anfwer’d well the Ancicnts 
Spent and outworn return to harveft now; [plough, 
In barren age wild and inglorious lie, 
And boaft of paft fertility, 
The poor relicf of prefent poverty : 
Food and fruit we muft now want, 
Unlefs new lands we plant : 
We brcak up tombs with facrilegious hands, 
Old rubbifh we remove ; 
To walk in ruins, like vain ghofts, we love, 
And with fond divining wands, 
We fearch among the dead 
For treafures buried, 
Whilft ftil! the liberal earth does hold 
So many virgin-minss of undifcover'd gold. 

wv. 

‘The Baltic, Fuxine, and the Cafpian, 
And flender-lim'’d Mediterranean, 
Seem narrow creeks to thee, and only fit 
For the peor wretched fifherboats of wit : 
‘Thy nobler veilel the vait ocean tries, 
And nothing fees but {eas and fkics, 
‘Till unknown regions it deTeties. 
‘Thou great Columbus of the golden lands of new 
‘Phy tafk was harder much than his, {philofophies, 
For thy learn’d America is 
Not only found out firif by thee, 
And rudely left to future induftry, 
But thy cluquence and thy wit 
Has planted, peopled, built, and civilized, it. 











v. 

| little thought before, 

(Nor, being my ownlelf fo poor, 

Could comprehend fo vat a ftore) 

"Ehat all the wardrobe of rich eloquence 

Could have afforded half enough, 

Of bright, of new, and lafting, ftuff, 

Yo clothe the mighty limbs of thy gigantic fenfe 
‘Thy folid reafon, like the fhield from heav'n 

‘Vo the Trojan hero given, 

Too {trong to take a mark from any mortal dart, 

Yet fhines with gold and gems in every part, [Art, 
And wonders on it grav’d by the learn’d hand af 
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A fhicld that gives delight 
Ev'n to the enemics’ fight, 


3S, 


ae +5 
Me from the womb the midwife Mufe did take ” 


‘Then when they're fure to fofe the combat by it. | She cut my navel, wath’d me, Snd mine head 


ve 
Ner can the fnew, which now cold Age does thed 
Upon thy rey’rend head, 
Quench or allay the noble fires within, 
But all which ghou hat becn, 
And all that youth can be, thou art yet, 
So fully ftill dof thoe : 
Enjey the manhvod and the bloom of wit, 
And all the natural heat, but not the fever too. 
So contraries on 7Etna’s top confpire, 
Here hoary frofts, and by them breaks out fire. 
A fecure peace the faithful neighbours keep, 
Tl? embolden'd {now next to the flames does fleep : 
And if we weigh, like thee, 
Nature and caufes, we fhall fee 
‘That thusit needs muft be. 
To things immortal Time can do no wrong, 
And that which never is to die, for ever muft be 


young. 








Definy. 


Moc qaoq ; fatale eft fic ipfuma expendere Fatura, MAXIL. 


a 


Srrance and unnatural! Jet us ftay and fcc 
‘rhis pageant of a prodigy. 

Lo! of themfelves the enlivened cheffmen move, 
Lo! the unbred ill-organ’d picces prove, 

As full of art and induttry, 

Of courage and af policy, 

As we ourfelves, who think there’s nothing wife 
Here a proud pawn | admire, [but we, 
"That, ftill advancing high’r, 

At top of all became 

Another thing and name, 

Here L’m amaz’d at th’ actions of a knight, 

That does bold wonders in the fight : 

Here tthe lofing party blame 

Yor thofe falfe moves that break the game, [bring, 
‘That to their grave, the bag, the conquer’d picces 
And, above ail, th’ ill conduct of the mated king. 


m, 

‘Whate'er thefe feem, whate’er philofophy 

And fenfe or reafon tell faid I, 

‘Thete things have life, ele@ion, liberty ; 

"Lis their own wifdom moulds their ftate, 

“Their faults and virtues make their fate 

"They do, they do, faid 1, but flraight, 

Lo! ftom my’ enlight’ned eycs the mifts and fha- 
‘That hinder fpirits from being vifible ; [lows feil, 
And, lo! 1 faw two angels play’d the mate, 
‘With man, alas! no otherwile it proves, 

An unieen hand makes all their moves; 

And fome are great, and fome are {mall ; 

Some climb to good, fome from good fortune fall ; 
Sume wife men, and fome fools we call; 


Figures, alas! of fpeech, for Deft'ny plays us all. 


: With her own hand the fathioned ; 


She did a cov’nant with me make, 

And circumcis'd my tender foul, and thus fhe fpakes 

« Thou of my church fhalt be ; 

Hate and renounce,” {aid the, 

“ Wealth, honour, pleafures, al! the world, for mes, 

“ Thou neither great at court, nor in che war, 

“ Nor at th’ Exchange, fhalt be, nor at the wrang- 
ling bars. 

“ That neglected verfe does raife.” 

She fpake, and all my years to come 

‘Youk theif ynlucky doom. =~ 

Their fcv'ral ways of life let others choofe, a 

‘Their fev'ral pleafures let them ule, 

But I was born for love, and for a Myfe, 

1V., 

With Fate what boots it ie contend? 

Such } began, fuch am, and fo muft end. 

The ftar that did my being frame 

Was but a lambent flame, 

And fome fmall light it did difpenfe, 

But neither heat nor influence. : 

No matter, Cowley : lét proud Fortune fee 

That thou canft her defpife vo lef than fhe does 

Let all her gifts the portion be [thee 5 

Of Foily, Luft, and Flattcry, 

Fraud, Extortion, Calumny, 

Murder, Infidelity, 

Rebellion, and Hypogrify; 

Do thou not grieve nor blyth ta BE 

As all th’ infpir'd tunefyl men, =~ 

«nd all thy great forefathers were, 
down to Ben. rr 


_ 








Brutus. 


1 
Excettenr Brutus! of all haman race 
The beft, till Nature was improv’d by grace,? 
‘Till men above themfelves faith raifed snore 
‘Than reafon above beafts before. 
Virtue was thy life’s centre, and from thence 
Did filently and conftantly difpenfe 
The gentle vigorous influence 
‘To all the wide and fair circumference ; 
And all the parts upon it fean’d fo eafily,' 
Obey'd the mighty force fo willingly, 
‘hat none could difcard or diforder fee 
An all their concraricty : aa 
Each had his motion natural and free, [could he 
Andthewholeno more mov'd thanthe whole worl 
ue . 
From thy ftri@ rule fome think that thou didi 
{Miftaken boneft men) in Cafar’s blood; [fwerve. 
What mercy could the tyrant’s life deferve ‘ 
From him who kill’d himfelf rather than ferve? 
Th’ heroic exaltations of good 
Ase fo far from underftood, 
We count them vice; alas! our fight ’s fo ill, 


H ‘That things which fwifteft move fcem to Rand Rill, 


Bea 
‘We look not upon Virtue in her height, 
On her fupreme idea, brave and bright, 
An the original light; * 
But as her beams reflected pafs 
“Through our ewn nature of il] Cuftom’s glafs : 
And ’t is no wonder fo, 
tf with dejeQed eye 
In ftanding pools we feels the fy; 
‘That flare {6 high above fhould feem to us below. 
iy. 
Can we ftanf by and fee 
Our mother robb’d, and hound, and ravith’d be, 
Yet not to her affittange ftir, 
Pleas’d with the ftrength and beauty of the ra- 
Or fhall we fear to kill him, if before — [vither ? 
“The cancell d name of friend he bore ? : 
Ungrateful Brutus do they call ? 
Ungrateful Cafar who could Rome inthrall ! 
An act more barb’rous and unnatural 
(in th’ exact balance of true virtue try’d) 
‘Than his fucceflor Nero’s parricide ! 
"There 's none but Brutus could deferve 
"That all men elfe fhould with to ferve, 
And Czfar's ofurp’d place to him fhould proffer ; 
None bred deferve ’t but he who would refufe the 
ier. 


re 
IM Pate affum'd a body thee ¢ affright, 
And wrapp’d itfelf i? th’ terrors of the night : 
“TU meet thee at Philippi,” faid the fp’rit 
“Yl meet thee there,” faidit thou, 
With fuch a voice and fuch a brow 
As put the trenibling ghoft to fudden flight ; 
Xt vanifh’d as a taper’s light 
Goes out when fpirite appear in fight. 
ne would have thought it had heard the morning 
©r feen her well-appointed ftar {crow, 
Come marching up the eaftern hill afar. 
Nor durf it in Philippi’s field appear, 
Bot, unfcen, attack'd-thee there : 
Had it prefum dein any fhape thee to oppofe, 
“Thou would{t have fore’d it back upon thy foes, 
Or flain it like Cafar, though it be 
A conqu’rar and a monarch mightier far than he. 

v. 
‘What joy can human things to us afford, 
When we fee perith thus hy odd events, 
Wi) men, and wretched accidents, 
The beft caufe. and beft man that ever drew a 
‘When we fee [fword ? 
“The falfe Odtavius, and wild Antony, 
Godlike Brutus, conquer thee ? 
What can we (ay but thine own tragic word, 
That virtue, which had worfhipp’d becn by thee 
As the moft folid good, and greate% deity, 
By this fatal proof became 
‘An idgf only, and a name. 
Hold, noble Brutus! and reftrain 
The bold voice of thy generous difdain : 
‘Thefe mighty gulfs are yet 
‘Too deep for ali thy judgment and thy wit. 
"The tima’s fet forth already which fhallsquell 
Stiff Reafon, when it offers to reiel 5 
Winch thefe great fecrets fhall unteal, 
find new philofophies reveal, 

3 
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A few years more, fo foon hadft thou not dy'd, 
Would have confounded human virtue’s pride, 
And fhew’d thee a God crucify’d. 








Yo Dr. Scarborough. 


How Jong, alas! has our mad nation been 
‘Of epidemic war the tragic fcene, 
When Slaughter all the while 
Seem’d, like its fea, embracing round the ifle, 
With tempefts and red waves, noife and affright ? 
Albion no mere, nor to be nam'd from White ! 
What province or what city did it {pare ? 
It, like a plague, infected all the air. 
Sure the unpeopled land 
Would now untili’d, defert, and naked ftand, 
Had God’s almighty hand 
At the fame time let loofe Difeafes rage, 
Their Civil wars in man to wage: 
But thou by Heav’n wert fent 
This defolati«n to prevent, 
A med'cine and a counter-poifon to the age : 
Scarce could the {word difpatch more to the grave 
Than thou didi fave ; 
By wondrous art, and by fuccefsful care, 
The ruins of a civil war thou doft alone repair. 
MW 
The inundations of all liquid Pain, 
And deluge dropfy thou dot drain : 
Fevers fo hot, that one would fay 
Thou mighrft as foon hell-fires attay, 
(The damo’d fearce more incurable than they) 
Thou doft fo temper, that we find, 
Like gold, the budy but refin’d, 
No unhealthful drofs behind : 
The fubule Ague, that, for forenefs’ fake, - 
Takes its own times th’ affault to make, 
And at each battery the whole fort does fhake, 
When thy ftrang guards and works it {pies, 
‘Trembles for atlelf, and flies. 
The cruel Stone, that reftlefs pain, 
‘That’s fometimes coll’d away in vain, 
But ftill, like Sifyphus his ftone, returns again, 
Thou break’ft and meltef by learned juices’ force, 
(A greater work, though fhort the way appear, 
Than Hannibal ’s by vinegar) 
Oppreffed Nature's neceflary courfe 
ft ttops in vain, like Mofes, thou 
Strik’{t but the rock, and ftraight the waters flow. 
ii. 
The Indian fon of Luft, (that foul difeafe 
Which did on this his new-found world but lately 
Yet fince a tyranny has planted here, [feize, 
As wide and cruel as the Spaniard there) 
Is fo quite rocted out by thee, 
‘hat thy patients feem to be 
Reftor’d, not to health only, but virginity. 
‘Vhe plague itfelf, that proud imperial il, 
Which deftroys towns, and does whole armies kill, 
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if thou but fuccour the befieged heart, 

Calls all its poifons forth, and does depart, 
As if it fear’d no lefs thy art 

‘Than Aaron's incenfe, or than Phineas’ dart. 
Whaic need there here repeated be by me 
‘The vaft and barbarous lexicon 

‘OF man’s infirmity? 

At thy ftrong charms it muft be gone, {gion. 
Though a difeafe, as weil as devil, were called Le- 
Ww. 

From creeping mols to fearing cedar thou 
Doft all the pow’rs and fevcral portions know, 
Which fathcr-Sun aud mother-Earth below 
here beftow, 
wie virwues from them draw, 
ep Difeafe and Death in awe; 
Who, whilit thy wondrous tkill in piants they fee, 
Fear Jeit the tree of life fhould be found out by 
thee: 
And, thy well-travell’d knowledge, too, does give 
No lefs account of th’ empire fenfitive, 
Chiefly of man, whofe body is 
‘That active foul’s metropolis. 
As the great artift, in his {phere of glafs, 
Saw the whole {cene of heav’nly motions pafs, 
So thou know’ft all fo well that ’s done within, 
As if fome living cryftal man thou "dit feen. 
v. 
Nor does this feience make thy crown alone, 
But waole Apollo is thine own : 
His gentler arts, beiov’ ‘di in vain by me, 
Are wedded and enjoy’d by thee. 
‘Thou ’rt by this noble mixture irce 
Fro the phyfician’s frequent malady, 
Fantaftic incivility + 
Tht are who all their patients’ chagrin have, 
As if they took each morn worfe potions than they 
vat race of learning thounaft run, [gave : 
of life be half yet done : 
Vhow fi ‘tt thyfelf (till frefh and ftrong, 
And like © enjoy the conquelis Jong. 
"The firft fam’d aphoruim thy great mafter fpoke, 
Did he live now, he wou'd :evoke, 
Anc better things of man report; 
For thou doft make life long, and art but fhort, 
vi 

hh! learned Friend! it grieves me when I think 
"Phat thou, with all thy urt, muft die 
As certainly as 15 
And all thy aot arations fink 
Into the fureewre: ight mune of treach’rous morta 
Like Arctumeres, honourshly in vain, {lity. 
Tho, a holdif out towns una. nuit at laft be ta’en, 
And thot thyied, their great defender, fain. 
Let ‘s c’en compound, and for the pretcuc live, 
?Tiy all the ready moncy Fute cau give ; 
Unbend fometimes thy resileis care, 
And lec thy friends fo hay py. be 
"i? eujoy at once their health and thee: 
Some hours at leaf to thine own pleafure fpare 
Bince the whole ftock may ‘on exhauited be, 
Befi>v. it not all in charity. 



















. Let Nature and let Art do what they pleafe, 


When all is done, life ’s an incurable difeafe. 
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Life and Fame. 

I. 
On, Life! thon Nothing’s younger brothier! 
So like, that one might take cne for the other 
What ’s Somebod:, or Nobody? 
Tn all the cobwebs af the ichaosmen’s trade, 
We no uch nice diitingion woven fee 
As ’t is to be, or Not to he, 
Dream of a fhadow ! a sefleion made 
From the Falfe glories cf the guy-scileted bow, 
Is 2 more folid thing than thou, 
Vain, weak-built itthmus, which doft proudly rife 
Up betwixt two cternities, 

Yet canit not wave nor wind fuftain, [meet agains 
But, broken and o’erwhelm’d, the endlefs oceans 
n 

And with what rare inventions do we ftrive 

Ourfelves them to furvive ? 

Wite fubtle arts, and fuch as well befit 

That nothing; man’s no wit ; 

Some with vait coftly tombs would purchafe it, 

And by the proofs of death pretend to live. 

Heve Jies the great——Falic Marble! where? 

Nothing but {mall and fordid duft iies there. 

Some build enormous mountain-palaces, 

‘The fools and architects to pleafe ; 

A lafting life in well-hewn ftone they rear: 

So he who on the Egyptian shore 

Was flain fo many hundred years before, 

Lives itill, (oh! life moft happy and moft dear ! 

Ob! lie that Epicures envy to hear!) 

Lives in the dropping ruins of his amphitheatre, 

m1 

His father-in-law an higher place does claim - 

$n the feraphic en.ity of Fame s 

He, fince that toy his death, 

Doesfill alimouths, and breathes inall men’s breath 
"Vis time the two immortal fyllables remain, 

But, ch! ye learned Men! explaing 

What eflence, what exiltenceahis, 

What fubftance, what fubfiftence, what. hypottalis, 

In fix poor tetters is? 

In thofe alone does the great Caefar live, 

*Tis all the conquer’d worid could give. 

We pects madder yet than all, 

With a refin’d fantiftic vanity, 

‘Think we not only have, but give eternity. 

Fain would | fee that prodigal, 

Who his to-morrow would beftow, 

For ail old Homer’s life e’er fince he dy’d till now, 











* 








The Ecfafy. 

f . : th 
T ieave mortality and things below ; 
I have no time in compliments to waite ; 
Farewell to ye all in hatte, 
For Lam call’d to go. 
A whirlwind beace up my dull feet, 
Tr’ officious clouds beneath them meet; 


U 





308 


+ Where fhali I find the noble Britifh land? 


\ Lpafs by th’ arched magazines which hold 





- The hints of Galilzo’s glafs, 


ore 


Dry and fecure ¢ go, 
" Nor thake with fear or cold, 


_ Was that unfortnnate defire 


Swallows my fenfes quite, 


And, Jo! I mount, and lo! [thew ! 1 
How {mall the biggelt parts of earth's proud title 


Lo! Tat laf a northern {peck efpy, 

Which in the fea does fie, 

And-feems a grain of th’ fand! 

For this will any fin or bleed? 

Of Civil wars is this the meed? 

And is it this, alas! which we, 

Oh irony of words! do call Great Britannic ? 
nm 


‘Th’ eternal ftores of froft, and rain, and tnow ; 


Without affright or wonder, 
Ticet clouds charg’d with thunder, 

And lightnings in my way, {play 
Like harmlefs lambent fires, about my temples 
Iw. 

Now into’ a gentle fea of rolling flame 
¥'m plung'd, and till mount higher there, 
As flames mount up through ar. 

So perfect, yet fo tame, 

So great, fo pure, fo bright, a fire 


My faithful breaft did cover 
"Fhen, when 1 was of late a wretched mortal lover. 


v. 
Through feveral orbs which one fair planet bear, 
Where } behold diftinctly, as 1 pufs, 


Trouch'd at laft the {fpangled fphere ? 

Here all th’ extended fky 

Ts but one Galaxy. 

*Tia all fo bright and gay, 

And the joint eyes of nigh make up a perfett day. 


Where am J now ? angle and Gad is here 5 
Ap unexhaufed oan of delight 


And drowns all what, or how, or where. 

Not Paul, Who firft did thither pafs,} 

And this great world’s Columbus was, 

‘Yhe tyrannous pleafure could exprefs: 

©! "tis too much for man! but let it ne’er be lefs. 
vit, 

‘The mighty’ Elijah mounted fo on high, 

‘That fecond man who leap’d the ditch where all 

"The reft of mankind fall, 

And went not downwards to the fky 5 

With much of pomp and fhew 

(As conqu ring kings in triumph go) 

Did he to heav’n approach, [eoach. 
And wondrous was his way, and wondrous was his 
vu 

"Twas gaudy all, and rich in every part; 
Of effences, of gems, and fpirit of gold 
‘Was its fubftantial mould ; 

Drawn forth by chemic angels’ art. 

Here with moon-beams ’t was filver’d bright, 
"There double-gilt with the fun’s light, 

And myftic fhapes cut ronnd in it, 





Figures that did tranfcend a vulgar angel’s wit. 
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ix. 
‘The horfes were of temper'’d lightning made, 
Of all that in heav’ns beauteous paftures feed, 
‘The nobleft, fprightfull’st breed, 
And flaming manes their necks array’d ¢ 
They all were fhod with diamond, 
Not fuch as here are found, 
But fuch light fotid ones as fhine 
On the traniparent rocks 0’ th’ heav'nly cryftalline. 


x. 
‘Thus monnted the great Prophet to the fkies; 
Aftonifh’d men, who oft had feen ftars fall, 
Or that which fo they call, 
Wonder’d from hence to fee one rife : 
The foft clouds melted him away, 
‘The fuow and frofts which in it lay 
Awhile the facred footfteps bore. 
‘The wheels and horfes’ hoofs hifs'd as they pafe’d 
them o’er. 
x1, 
He pafs'd by th’ moon and planets, and did fright 
All the worlds there, which at this meteor gaz’d, 
And their aftrologers amaz’d 
With th’ unexampled fight; 
But where he ftopp’d will ne’er be known, 
Till phenix Nature, aged grown, 
To a better being do alpire, 
And mount herilelf, like him, to eternity in fire. 








To the New Year. 


1 

Great Janus! who dokt, fure, my myft'ries view 

With ull thine eyes, yet think’{t them all teo few, 

If thy foreface do fee 

No better things prepar’d for me 

‘Vhan did thy face behind ; } . 

If ftill her breaft mutt fhut againgt me be 

(¥or 't is not peace that temple's gate does bind) 

Oh! let my hfe, if thou fo many deaths a-coming 

With thine old year its voyage take, {fing, 

Borne down that ftream of time which no ietura 
can make, 


1" 
Alas! what need ¥ thus to pray? 

"th? old. avaricious year, 

Whether I would or no, will bear 

At leaft a part of me away: 

His well-hors’d troops, the months, and days, and 
‘tho’ never any where they ftay, [hours ; 
Make in their paffage all their prey : 

‘rhe months, days, hours, that march i’ th’ rear, 
Noughe of value left behind < fcan find 
‘All the good wine of life our drunken youth de- 
Sourncfs and lees, which to the bottom fink, {vours, 
Remain for latter years to drink, 

Until fome one, offended with the tafte, {at Iaft. 
The veffel breaks, and out the wretched relics run 
im 
If then, young Year! thou needs mult come 

(For in ‘Lime’s fruitful womb 
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The birth beyond its tithe ¢an nevet tarry; 

Nor ever can mifcarry) 

Choofe thy attendants well; for ’t is not thee 
We fear, but ’t is thy company. 

Let neither lofs of friends, or fame, or liberty, 
Nor pining fickncfe, nor tormenting pain, 

Nor faduefs, nor uncleanly poverty, 

Be feen among thy-train ; 

Nor let thy livery be, 

Either black Sin, or gaudy Vanity + 

Nay, if thou lov'it me, gentle Year! 

Let net fo much as Love be there, é 
Vain fruitlefs Love, 1 mean; for, gentle Yedr! 
_ Altho' I fear 

"Phere’s of this caution little need, 

Yet, gentle Year! take iced 

How thou doft make 

buch a miftake : 

Such love { mean alone 

As by thy cruel predeceffors has heen fhewn j 
For tho’ E'aye too much cauie to doubt it, 

1 fain would ery for once if life can live without it. 

Iv. 

Into the future times why do we pry, 

And feck to antedate our mifery? 

Like jealous men, why are we longing ftill 

‘Yo fee the thing which only fecing makes an ill ? 
*Tis well the face is veil’d; for ’t were a fight, 
‘That would evett happieft meti affright, 
And-foniething fill they'd {py that would deftroy 
The paft and prefent joy: 

Jn whatfoever character 

The book of Fate is writ, 

“Vis well we underftand not it; 

We thould grow mad with little learnt 
Upon the brink of every ill we did fo 
Undecently and foolithly 

We thould ftand thivering, and but flowly venture 
‘The fatal flood to enter : 
g or unwilling we muft do it, 
J lealt cold and pain who plunge at orice 
iuto it. 


there 


? 











Lift. 


Nafeerites morimur, 


MANIL, 
t 

ax ill by thefe grammarians us’d : 

We are abus'd by words, grofily abus'd; 

From the maternal tomb 

‘To the grave’s fruitful womb 

We call here Lift; but Life’s a name 

That nothing here can truly claim: 

‘This wretched inn, where we fearce flay to bait, 

‘We call our Dwelling-place ; 

We cail one ftep a Race : 

Bot ungcls in tneit full-enlighten’d ftate, 

Angels who live, and know what ‘tis to be; 

Who all the nonfenfe of our language fee, 





Whe fpeak things, and our words their ill-drawn | 


‘When we by a fuolith figure fay, [pi€ture feorn. 
Behold_an old man dead! then they 
Speak properly, 








urdery, Echold a manchild born. | 


409 
th a 
My eyes are open’d, and I fee 
‘rhrough the tranfparent fallacy; - 
Becatife we feem wifely to talk” 
Liké men of bufinefs, and for bufinefs walk 
From place to place, 
And mighty voyages we take, 
And mighty journies feem to make 
O’er fea and land, the little point that has no fpace 
Becanfe we fight, arid battles gdin; | 7 _ 
Some captives call, and fay the reft are flain ; 
Becaufe we heap up yellow earth, and fo ol 
Rich. valiant, wile, and virtuous, feem to grow j 
Becaufe we draw a long nobility . 
From hieroglyphic proofs of heraldry, 
And impudently talk of a pofterity ; 
And, like Egyptian chroniclers, 
Who write of twenty thoufand years, ~ 
With maravedies make th’ account, 
‘that fingle time might to 4 fum amount ; 
We grow at laft by cuftom to believe acy 
‘That really we live ; 2 
Whilft all thefe fhadows that for things we take; 
Are but the empty dreams which in death’s feep’ 

we make, 





ait. 
Rut thefe fantaftic errors of our dream 
Lead us to folid wrong ; , 
We pray God our friends’ torments to ptolong, 
And with uncharitably for them 
To be as long a-dying as Methilalem: 
‘Vhe ripcn'd foul longs from his pris’n to come,, 
But we would féal and few up, if we could, the 
We leek to clofe and platter up by art —_ [womb, 
‘The cracks and breaches of the extended shell, 
And in that partow cell me 
Would ridely force to dwell ms 
Tlie nuble vigorous bird already wihg'd to pate. 


2 








Chap. xxsiv. of tht Prophet Yaiab, 


I. 
Awake, and with attention hear, 
Thou drowsy World! for it concetns thet neat 3 
Awake, { fay, and liten well, 
‘Fo what from God, I his loud prophet, tell. 
Bid both the poles fupprefs their flormy noife; 
And bid the roaring {ea contain its voice 
Be fill chou Sea! be ftill thon Air and Zarth y : 
Still as old Chaos before Motién’s birth 5 
A dreadful hoft of jidzments is gote out, 
in ftrength and number more “i 
Than e’er was rais'd by God before, [abouf.: 
To fcourge the rebel world, and march it round 


th 5 
T fee the [word of God brandifh’d above, 
And from it fireains a difinal ray; 
I fee the fcabbard caft away + . 
How red, anon, with flaughter will it prove f 
How will it fiveat and reek in blood! 
How wiil the fearlet-glutton bé o'ergorged with 
And ceyuur ell the mighty feaft: [bis fe 





foot? 


By 


gs 

Rothing foon but bones will reft. 
God does a folemn facrifice prepare, 
But not of oxen ner ef rams, 

Not of kids nor of their dams, 

Not of heifers nor of lambs = ‘s [are- 
The altar all the land, and all men in it the victims 


Bince, wicked men’s more guilty blood to fpare, * 


The beafts fo long have facrificed heen, 
Since men théir birthright forfeit fill by fin, 
"Tis fit at lait heafts their revenge fhould have, 
‘And facrificed men their better brethren fave. 
ithe 
So will they fall, fo will they flee, 
Such will the creatures’ wild diftration be, 
When, at the final doom. 
Nature and time fhall both be flain, 
Shall Rtruggle with Dearh’s pangs in vain, 
And the whole world their funeral pile become ; 
"The wide ftretch'd ferell of heav’n, which we 
Immortal as the Deity think, 
‘With all the beduteous charaers that in it [writ, 
“With fuch deep fenfe by God’s own hand were 
‘Whofe eloquence tlio’ we underitand not we ad- 
Sholl crackle and the parts together fhuink | mire, 
Like parchment in a fire : 
"Th! exhaufted fun to th’ moon no more fhall lend, 
But truly then headlong into the fea defcend; 
‘The glitt’ring hoft now in fuch fair array, 
So proud, {0 well appointed, and fo gay, 
Like fearful troops in fome ftron ambuth ta’en, 
Shall fome fly routed, and fome fail fain, S 
Thick as ripe fruit or yeilow leaves in autumn fall, 
With fuch a violent ftorm as blows down tree 
and all, 
; w 
nd thou, O curfed Land ! 
ich wilt not fee the precipice where thou doft 
"Tho thow Mand’ jut upon the brink, —[ftand, 
"Phon of this poifon’d bowl the bier dregs thalt 
"Thy rivers and thy lakes flrall fo [drink : 
With human blood o’erflow, 
~ ““Thatthey fall fetch the flaughter'd cotpfe away, 
“Which in the ficlds around unburied lay, —_ [prey. 
‘And rob the beaits and birds te give the &fh their 
. ‘The rotting corpfe fhall fo infe& the air, 
Beget fuch plagues and putrid venoms there, 
"That by thine own dead fhall be flain 
All thy few living that remain, 
As one who buys furveys 2 ground, 
Bo the defroying angel meafures it around ; 
So careful and fo treet he is, 
Left any nook or corner he thould mifs ; 
H@&walks about the perithing nation, 
Rain behind hima ftalks, and empty Defolation. 


wv 

"Then shall the market and the pleading-place 

Be chok’dwith brambles and o’et grown with grafss 
The ferpents thro’ thy ftreets fhuil roff, 

And in thy lower rooms the wolves fhall howl, 
And thy gilt chambers lodge the raven and the 
And all the wing’d ill-omens of the air; [ow], 
‘Tho’ no new ills can be foreboded there. 

"The lion then fhall to the leopard fay, 

Brother Leopard ! come away 5 

Behold a land which God has giv’a us in prey! 
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Behold a land from whence we fee 
Mankind expuls'd, his and our common enrerrry ! 
“rhe brother leopard fhakes himfelf, and does not 
ftay. 
VI. 
The giatted vultures fhall expec in vain 
New armies to be flain ; 
Shall find at laft the bufinefs done, 
Leave their confumed quarters, and be gone. 
‘1 hS unbaried ghofts fhall fadby nroan, 
‘The Satyrs laugh to hear them groan ; 
The evil fpirits that delight 
‘Yo dance and revel in the mafk of night, 
‘The moon and ftars, their fole fpe€tators, fhall af- 


And if of Soft. mankind [fright ¢ 
Ought happen to be left behind, 
If any relics but remain, (thall reign. 


‘They in the dens fhall lurk, beafts in the palaces 


— 





‘The Plagues of Egypte 


t 
Ts this thy brav'ry, Man ‘ is this thy pridet 
Rebel to God, aud flave to all befide ! 
Captiv'd by ev’ry thing! and only free 
Yo fly from thine own liberty ! 
All creatures the Creator faid were thine ; 
No creature but might fince fay man is mine t 
In black Egyptian flavery we lie, 
‘And fweat and toil in the vain drudgery 
Of tyrant Sin, 
To which we trophies raife, and wear out all our 
In building up the monuments of death. [breath 
We, the choice race, to God and angels kin! 
In vain the prophets and apofties come 
To call us home, 
Home to the promis’d Canaan above, (ney flow, 
Which does with nouzifhing milk and pleafant hey 
And ev’n i’ th’ way to which we fhould be fed 
With angels’ taftetul breads 
But we, alas! the flefh-pots love. 
We love the very leeks amd fordid roots below. 
Mm 
In valn we jadgments feel, and wonders fee 5 
In vain did God to defcend hither deign, 
He was his own ambaffador in vain, 
Our Motes and eur guide himfelf to be. 
We will not let ourfelves to goy 
And with worfe hsrden’d hearts, do our own Pha- 
Ab! left at laft we perith fo. [roahs grow; 
‘Think, fubbora Man! thik of th’ Egyptian 
ince, 
(Hard of belief and wilt, but not fo hard asthou) 
‘Think with what dreadful proofs God did convince 
‘The feeble arguments that human pow’r could 
fhew 3 
‘Think what plagues attend on thec, [Mofes he. 
Who Mofes’ God doft now refufe more oft’ thar 
po 
« If from fome God yon come,” faid the proud 
with half a fmile and half a frown, {kingy* 
But what God can to Egypt be unknown ? ~ 
x 
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What fign, what pow’rs, what credence do you 

* Behold his feak! behold*his hand:” [bring ?” 

*ries Mofes, and cafts down the almighty wand : 

‘Th’ almighty wand fcarcé touch’d the earth, 

When, with an undifcerned birth, 

Th’ almighty wand a ferpent grew, 

And his jong half m painted folds behind him 

Upwards his threat'ning tail he threw, [drew ; 

Upwards he caft his threat’ming head, 

He gap’d and hifs'd aloud, 

‘With flaming eyes furvey’d the trembling crowd, 

And, like a bafilitk, almoft look’d the affernbly 
dead : [fed. 

Swift fled th’ amazed king, the guards before him 

lv. 


Jatmes and Jambres ftopp'd their flight, 

. And with proud words allay’d th’ affright. 
“ The God of flaves!” faid they,“ how cam he be 
“ More pow'rful than their mafter's deity :” 
And down they caft their rods, 
And mutter'd fecret founds chat charm the fervile 
‘The evil {pirits their charms obey, {gods, 
And in a fubtle cloud they fnatch the rods away, 
And ferpents in their place the airy jugglers lay : 
Serpents in Egypt's monftrous land 
‘Were ready still at hand, 
And all at th’ Old Serpent’s firft command : 
And they, too, gap’d, aad they, too, hifs’d, 
And they their threat’ning tails did twitt ; 
But ftraight on both the Hebrew-ferpent flew, 
Broke both their active backs, and both it flew, 
And both almoft at once devour’d; 
£0 much was overpow’r'd 
By God’s miraculous creation [generation. 
His fervants Nature’s flightly wrought and fecble 

* 


v. 
On the fam'd bank the prophets ftood, 
‘Vouch'd with their rod, and wounded all the flood; 
Flood now no more, but a long vein of putrid 
‘The helplcfs fith were found {blood ; 
Jn their ftrange current drown’ds 
‘The herbs and trees wath’d by the mortal tide 
About it blush’d and dy'd : 
‘Th’ amazed crocodiles made hatte to ground ; 
From their vat trunks the dropping gore they 
fpied, 
‘Thought it their own, and dreadfully aloud they 
Nor all thy priefts, nor thou, {oried ; 
© King! couldft ever thew 
From whence thy wand’ring Nile begins his courfe; 
Of this new Nile thou felt the facred fource, 
And as thy land that does o’erflow, 
‘Take heed left this do fo. 
‘What plague more juft could on thy waters fall ? 
‘The Hebrew infants’ murder {tains them all. 
‘The kind, (nitru@ing punidhment, enjoy; 
‘Whom the Red river cannot mend, the Red-fea 
thall dettroy, 
va 
‘The river yet gave one inftru@tion more, 
And from the rotting fith and unconcodted gore, 
‘Which was but water juft before, 
A loathfome hoft was quickly made, 
‘That fcal’d the banks, and with Joud noife did all 
the country invade, 





es 
As Nilus when he quits his facred bed. 
(But like a friend he vifits all the land 
With welcome prefents in his hand) 
So did this living tide the fields o’erfpread. 
In vain th’ alarmed country tries 
To kill their noifome enemies, {arife : 


From th’ unexhaufted fource ftill new recruits 
Nor does the earth thefe greedy troops fuffice 5 
‘The towns and houfes they poffels, ; 
‘The temples and the palaces, = 

Nor Pharoah nor his gods they fear, 

Both their importune croakings hear + 

Unfatiate yet they mount up high’r, 

Where never fun-born frog durft to afpire, 

And in the filken beds their flimy members place, 
A luxury unknown before to all the wat’ry:race, 


vi. 
The water thus her wonders did produce, 

Bat both were to no ufe: fegfe 
As yet the Sorcerer’s mimic power ferv’d for 

Try what the earth will do, faid God, and, lo! 
"They ftruck the earth a fertile blow, 

And all the duft did fraight to ftir begin, = 
One would have thought fome fudden wind it had 
But, fo ! ’t was nimble Life was got within ! [been 
‘And all the lirtle fprings did move, - 
And ev’ry duft did an arm’d vermine prove, y 
Of an unknown and new-created kind, 

Such as the magic gods could neither make or find, 
The wretched fhameful foe allow'd no reft 

Ejther to apes heats ais 

Not Pharoah from th’ unqniet Plague could be, 
With all his change of raiments, free ; ‘ 
"Lhe devils themfelves confels’d . 

‘This was God’s hand; and "t was but juft [duft. 
Té punifh thus man’s pride, to punith duf with 
vin, 

Lo! the third element does his plagues prepare, 
And {warming clouds of infects fill the air ; 
With fullen noife they take their flight, 
And march in bodies infinite 5. : 
In vain ’tis day above, ‘tis {till beneath them night, 
Of harmful Gies the nations numberlefs 
Compos’d this mighty army’s fpacious boaft’; 
Of different manners, different languages, 
And different habits, too, they wore, 
And different arms they bore; © 
And fome, like Scythians, liv’d on blood, 
And fome on green, and fame on flew'ry food, 
And Accaron, the airy prince, led on this various | 
Houfes fecure npt men 5 the populous ill {hok, - 
Did all the houfes fil : ' 
The country all around, 7 
Did with the cries of tortur’d cattle found; *.. 
About the fields enrag’d they flew, ; 
And with’d the plague that was t’ enfue. 

1X, 
From poifonous ftars a mortal influence came, 
(The mingled malice of their fame) 
A ikilful angel did th’ ingredients take, 
And with juft hands the fad compofure make, 
And over all the Jand did the full vial thake, 
Thirft, giddinefs, faintoefs, and putrid heats, 
And pining pains, and fhivering fweats, 
On all the cattle, all the beatts, did fall; 
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With deform’d death the country’s cover'd all. 

"The labouring ox drops down before the plough ; 

‘The crowned victims to the altar led . 

Sink, and prevent the lifted blow : 

The generous horfe from the full manger turns his 

Does his lov'd floods and paftures {corn, _[head, 

Hates the fhrill trumpet and the horn, 

Nor cay his lifelefs noftril pleafe 

With the once-ravithing {mell of all his dappled 

‘The ftarying theep refule to feed, {miftreifes 5° 

They bleet their innocent fouls out into air ; 

The faithful dogs lie gafping by them theres 

Th’ aftonith'd thepherd weeps, and breaks his 
tuneful reed. 


x. 

* Thus did the beafts for man's rebellion die ; 

God did on man a gentler medicine try, 

And a difeafe for phytic did apply. 

‘Warm athes from the furnace Mofes took, 

‘The Sorcerers did with wonder on him look, 
And fmil'd at th’ unaccuftom’d fpeil 

Which no Egyptian rituals tell. 

He flings the pregnant afhes thro? the air, 

‘And {peaks a mighty pray’r, a 

Both which the minift’ring winds around all Exypt 
As gentle weftern blatts, with downy wings (bear, 
Hatching the tender fprings, 

‘To th’ unborn buds with vital whifpers fay, 

Ye living Buds why do ye ftay ? 

‘The paflionate buds break thro’ the bark their 
80 wherefov’er this tainted wind but blew, [way ; 
Swelling pains and ulcers grew; 

It from the body call'd all fleeping poifons out, 
And to them added new; > {{prout. 
A noifome {pring of fores as thick as leaves did 

XT, 

Heav'n itfelf is angry next ; 

‘Wo to man when Heav'n is vex'd 5 

With fullen brow it frown’d, 

And mermur’d firft in an imperfect found ; 
‘Till Mofcs, liftingup his hand, 

Waves the expected fignal of his wand, 

And all the full-charg’d clouds in ranged {qaa- 

‘And Gill the fpacious plains above; [drons move, 
, Thro’ which the rolling thunder firft does play, 
And opens wide the tempeft’s noify way : 

‘And ftraight a ftony thower 

Of monftrous hail docs downwards pour, 

Such ag ne'er Winter yet brought forth, 

From all her ftormy magazines of the North : 

Jt all the beafts and men abroad did flay, 

O’er the defaced corpfe, like monuments, lay ; 
The houfes and trong body’d trees it broke, 

Nor afk'd aid from the thunder’s ftroke ; 

‘The thunder but for terror through it flew, 

‘The hail alone the work could do, © 

The difmal lightnings all around, 

Some flying through the air, fome running on the 
Some fwinrming o’er the watcrs’ face, [ground, 
Fill'd with bright horror every place; [fen 
One would have thought their dreadful day to have 
‘The very hai} atid rain itfelf had kindled been. * 

xn, 

‘The infant corn, which yet did fearce appear, 
Efcap'd this general maflacre . 
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Of ey'ry thing that grew, 
And the well-ftor'd Egyptian year 
Began to clothe her fields and trees anew; 
When lo! a feorching wind from the burnt coun- 
And endlefs legions with it drew [tries blew, 
Of greedy locufts, who, where’er : 
With founding wings they flew, 
Left all the earth depopulate and bare, 
As if Winter itfelf had march’d by there. 
Whate’er the Sun and Nile 
Gave with large bounty to the thankful foil, 
The wretched pillagers bore away, 
And the whole Summer was their prey ; 
Till Mofes with a prayer, 
Breath’d forth a violent weftern wind, 
‘Which ail thefe living clouds did headlong bear 
(No ftragglers left behind) 
Into the purple fea, and there beftow 
On the luxurious fihh a feaft they ne'er did know. 
With untaught joy Pharoah the news docs hear, 
And little thinks their fate attends on hina und his 
fo near. 
xu 
What blindnefs or what darknefs did there e’cr 
Like this yndocile king’s appear ? 
Whate'er but that which now docs reprefent 
And paint the crime out ip the punifhment ? 
From the deep baleful caves of hell below, 
Where the old mother Night does grow, 
Subftantial Night, that docs difclaim =~ 
Privation’s cmpty name, 
Through fecret conduits monftrous fhapes arofe, 
Such as the fun’s whole force could not oppofe 5 
They with a folid cloud 
All heav'n’s eclipfed face did fhroud ; {carth, 
Seem'd with’ large wings {pread o’er the fea and 
Yo brood up a new Chaos his deformed birth ; 
And every lamp, and every fire, 
Did, at the dreadful fight, wink and expirc, 
‘To th’ empyrcan fouyce all ftreams of light feem’d 
to retire. [ried, 
‘The living men were in their ftanding houfes bu- 
But the long night no flumber knows, 
But the fhort death finds no repofe. 
Ten thoufand terrors thro’ the darkrefs fled, 
And ghofts complain'd, and fpirits murmured, 
And fancics multiplying fight 
View'd all the fcenes invifible of night. 
xiv. 
Of God's dreadful ange; thefe 
Were but the firft light fkirmithes ; 
‘The fhock and bloody battle now begins, 
The plenteous harveft of full-ripen’d fins. 
It was the time when the fill moon 
as mounted foftly to her noon, 
And dewy fleep, which from Night's fecret fpringg 
Gently as Nile the land o’erftows ; [erofe, 
When, lo! from the high countries of refined day, 
‘The golden heaven witheut allay, 
Whofe dros, in the creation purg’d away, 
Made up the fun’s adulterate ray, 
Michacl, the warlike prince, docs downwards fly, 
Swift as the journies of the fight, * 
Swift as the race of light, (fe 
And with his winged will cuts thro’ the yicldin 
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He pafe'd through many a ftar, and as he pafs’d | So kind and bountiful is fear? 


Shone (like a ftar in them) more brightly there 
‘Than they did in their (phere : 
‘On a tall pyrathid’s pointed head he ftopp’d at laft, 
And a mild look of facred pity caft 
Down on the finful land where he was fent 
‘T" inflict the tardy punifhment, 
« Ahlyet,” faidhe, “yet, tubborn King! ree 
“ Whilf thus unarm’d [ tand, - [penr, 
Her the keen {word of God fill my commanded 
Suffer but yet thyfclf and thine to live; [hand; 
Who would, alas! believe 
‘That it for man, faid he, 
So hard to be forgiv’n thould be, 
And yet for God fo ealy to forgive 
XY, 

He fpoke, and downwards flew, 
And o'er his fhining form a well-cat cloud he 
Mate of the blackeft {cece of night, (threw 
And clofe-wrought to keep in the pow’rful light 5 
Yet, wrought fo fine, it kinder’d not his flight, 
But thro’ the key-holes and the chinks of doors, 
And thro’ the narroweft walks of crooked pores, 
He palvd more fwift and free 
‘Than in wide air the wanton fwallows flee + 
He took a pointed peftilence in his hand, 
‘The fpirits of thoufand mortal poifons made 
"The ftrongly-temper'd blade, 
“Che tharpett fword that c’er was laid {land : 
Up in the magazines of God to feourge a wicked 
‘Thro’ Egypt’s wicked land his march ke took, 
And as he march’d the facred firft-born truck 
Of every wombs none did he fpare; their. 
None from the meancft beeft to Cenchre's purple 

XV. 
‘The fwift approach of endiefs night 
Breaks ope the wounded fleepers’s rolling eyes 5 
They awake the colt with dying cries, 
And darknefs doubles the affright, 
The mixed founds of featter'd deaths they hear, 
And lofe their parted fouls ‘twixt gricf and 

fear, 

Louder than all the fhrieking: women's voice 
Pierces this chaos of confufed nuile ; 
As brighter lightning cuts a way, 
Clear, and diftinguifa'd thro’ the day : 
With lefs complaints the Zoan temples found, 
When the adored heifer's drown’d, 
And no true mark'd facceflor to be found : 
While health, and frength, and gladnefs, does 
"The fettal Hebrew cottages ; [poffets 
‘Che blets’'d deftroyer comes not there, 
‘Yo iiterrupt the fered cheer, 
‘hat new begins their well-reformed year, 
Upon their doors he read and underoud 
God's protedtion writ in blood ; 
‘Well was he fkill’d # th’ character divine, 
Aad tho’ he pais'd by it in hatte, 
Ile how'd and worfhipp’d as he pats'd, 
"Phe mighty myftery thro’ its hunble fign. 

XVI. 
“Vhe ford ftrikes now too deep end near, 
Tanger with its edge to play, 
No diligence or coft they fpare 
‘Vo hatte the Hebrews now away. 
Pharoah himfelf chides their delay; 
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But, oh ! the bounty which to fear we owe, 

Is but like fire flruck out of ftone, 

So hardly got, and quickly gone, 
‘That it fearce outlives the blow. 

Sorrow and fear foon quit the tyrant’s breaft, 
Rage and revenge their place poffefs'd : 

With a vait helt of chariots and of horfe, 

And all his pow’riul kingdom's ready fore, 

‘The travelling nation he purfues, [news. 
‘Ten times o’ercome, he fill th” uiequal war ree 
Fill’d with proud hopes, “ At leaft,” faid he, 

“ ‘The Egyptian gods, from Syrian magic free, 

“ Will now revenge themfelves and me; 

“ Behold what pafslefs rocks on either hand, 

* Like prifon walls, about them ftand ! 

“© Whilft the fea bounds their flight before, 

“ And in our injur'd juftice they maf find 

«A far worfe ftop than rocks and feas behind s 

“ Which fhall with crimfon gore 

“ New paint the water’s name, and double dye. 

“ the fhore,”* 
xvi. 

He fpoke ; and all his hoft 

Approv'd with fhouts th’ unhappy boat ; 

A bidden wind bore his vain words away, 

And drown’d them in the neighb’ring fea. 

No means t’ efcape the faithlefs travellers {py, 
And with degencrous fear to die, 

Curfe their new-gotten Jiberty : 

But the great Guide well knew he led them right, 
And fuw a path hid yet from human fight : 

He ttrikes the raging waves; the waveson either 
Unloofe their clofe embraces, and divide, [fide 
And backwards prefs, as in fome folemn fhew 
‘The crowding people do, 

(Tho’ jult betore no fpace was feen) 

To let the admired triumph pafs between, 
‘The wond’ring army faw, on cither hand, 
‘Lhe no lefs wond’ring waves like rocks of eryftal 
‘They march'd betwixt, and baldly trod [ftand, 
"The feeret paths of God: 

and here and there, all {catter"d in their way, 
The feas old (poils and gaping fifhes lay 

Defertzd on the fandy plain: 
The Sun did with aftoaithment behold 
"The inmoft chambers of the open'd main, 

For wharfoe’er of old 

By his own priclis, the poets, has been faid, 

He never junk til) then into the Ocean’s bed, 

xX. 

Led cheerfully by a bright captain, Flame, 
Yo th’ other {hore at morning-dawa they came, 
And fe ind ti’ unguided foe 
March nd flow : 
ht from th’ Idumean ftrand 


















k y 
Straight their firft right-hand files begin to move, 
And with a murmuring wird 
Give the word m: to all behind ; 

‘The left hand fquadrons no icfs ready prove, 
But with a joyful louder noife, 
Anfwer their diftunt fellows’ voice, 
alnd haite to meet them make, 
U aij 
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As feveral troops do all at once a common fignal , In vain fome backward and fome forwards fly 
take, With heiplefs hafte, in vain they cry 
‘What tongue th’ amazement and th’ affright can | ‘To their ccleftial beafts for aid ; 


tell, In vain their guilty king they* upbraid, 
Which on the Chamian army fell, In vain on Mofes he, and Mofes’ God, does call, 
‘When on both fides they faw the roaring main With a repentance true too late ; 


Broke loofe from his invifible chain ? ‘They're compafs’d round with a devouring fate 
‘They faw the monftrous death and wat’ry war, ‘That draws, like a ftrong net, the mighty fea up- 
Come rolling down loud ruin from afar; on them all. 
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ANACREONTICS. 


OR, 


Some Copies of Verfes tranflated paraphraftically out of Anacreon. 








1. Love, 


Tu fing of heroes, and of kings, 

In mighty numbers, mighty things, 
Begin, my Mufe! but, lo! the ftrings 
To my great fong rebellious prove ; 

The ftrings will found of nought but love, 
T broke them all, and put on new ; 

*Tis this or nothing, fure, will do. 

Thefe, fure, faid I will me obey; 

Thefe, fure, hcroic notes will play. 
Straight I began with thund’ring Jove, 
Andall th’ immortal powers but Love ; 
Love fmil’d, and from my’ enfeebled lyre 
Came gentle airs, fuch as infpire 

Melting love, foft defire. 

Farewell then heroes, farewell kings, 
And mighty numbers, mighty things ; 
Love tunes my heart jeft te my ftrings. 


I. Drinking. 


Tur thirfty earth foaks up the rain, 
And drinks, and gapes for drink again, 
‘The plants fuck in the earth, and are 
With conftant drinking frefh and fair. 
‘The fea itfelf, which one would think 
Should have bet little need of drink, 
Drinks ten thoufand rivers up, 

So fill’d that they o’erflow the cup. 

‘The bufy fun, and one would gucfs 

By’s drunken fiery face no Icfs) 

Drinks up the fea, and when he ’as done, 
‘The moon and ftars.drink up the fun. 
‘They drink and dance by their own light, 
‘They drink and revel all the night. 
Nothing in Nature’s fobey found, 

But an eternal health goes round. 

Fill up thefpowl, then, fill it high 

Fill all the glaffes there, for why 

Should ev’ry creature drink but 15 

‘Why, men of morals, tell me why ? 


INL, Beauty. 


Liserat Nature did difpenfe 

To all things arms for their defence 5 

And fome fhe arms with fin’wy force, 

And fome with fwiftnefs in the courfes 
Some with hard hoofs, or forked claws, 
And fome with horns, or tuiked jaws; 
And fome with fcales, and fome with wings, 
And fome with teeth, and fome with ftings : 
Wifdom to man fhe did afford, 

Wifdom for thield, and wit for fword : 
‘What to beautcous womankind, 

What arms, what armour, has fhe affign’d? 
Beauty is both ; for with:the fair 

What arms, what armour, can compare ? 
What fteel, what gold, or diamond, 

Morc impaffible is found? 

And yet what flame, what lightning e’er 
So great an active force did beat ? 

They are all weapon, and they dart, 

Like porcupines, from ev'ry part. 

Who can, alas: their ftrength exprefs, 
Arm’d, when they themfelves undre{s, 
Cape-a-pé with nakedacfs, 


IV. Tbe Duel, 


xs, I will love then, T will love, 
T will not new Love's rebel prove 5 
Tho’ J was once his enemy ; 
‘Tho’ ill-advis'd and ftubborn, I 
Did to the combat him defy. 
An helmet, fpear, and mighty hield, 
Like fome new Ajax I did wield. 
Love in one hand his bow did take, 
In th’ other hand a dart did thake ; 
But yet in vain the dart did throw, 
In vain he often drew the bow ; 
So well my armour did refift, 
So oft by ight the bow I mifs'd; 
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But when ! thought all danger pait. 

His quiver empty’d quite at laft, 

Inftead of arrow or of dart, 

He fhot himfelf into my heart ; 

‘The living and the killing arrow 

Ran thro’ the tkin, the ficth, the blood, 

And broke the bones, and fcorch’d the marrow, 
No trench or work of life withftood. 

In vain I now the walls maintain, ‘ 

I fet out guards and fcouts in vain, ; 
Since th’ en'my does within reniain; 

In sain a breaftplate now I wear, 

Since in my breaft the foc | bear; 

In vain my fect their fwiftnefs try, 

For from the body can they fly? 


V. Age. 
OFr’ am I by the women told, 
Poor Anacreon! thon grow’ft old, 
Look how thy hairs are falling all 5 
Poor Anacreon! how they fall! 
‘Whether F grow old or no, 
By th’ effects I do not know ; 
This I know without being told, 
“Fis time to hive if I grow old; 
*Tis time fhort pleafures now to take, 
PE fitele life the beft to make, ; 
And manage wilely the laft fake. 


VIL The Account, 
Wren all the ftars are by thee told, 
(Vhe endlefs fums of heav’nly gold) 
Or when the hairs are reckon’d all, 
From fickly Auturon’s head that fall, 
Or when the drops that make the fea, 
Whilft all her fands thy counters be, 
Thou then, and thou alonc, muft prove 
‘Th’ arithmetician of my love. 
An hundred loverat Athens feore, 
At Cormth write an hurdred more; 
Fair Corinth does {uch beauties bear, 
So few isan ecaping there. 
Write then at Chios feventy-three, 
‘Write then at Lefbos /Iet me fee); 
Write me at Lefbos ninety down, 
Fall ninety loves, and hail a one ; 
And next to thefe let me prefent 
‘The fair lonian regiment ; 
And next the Carian*tompany, 
Five hundred both effuctively 5 
Whree hundred more at Rhodes aud Crete 3 
Three hundred ‘tis, I am furc, complete ; 
For arms at Crete each face does bear, 
“And ev'ry eye’s an archer there. 
Go on, this ftop why doft thou mike ? 
Thou think’ft, perhaps, that T miftake. 
Secms this to thee too great a fam? 
‘Why, many thoufands are to come 5 
"The mighty Xerxes could not boaft 
Such diffrent nations in his hoft. 
On ; for my love, if thou be'it weary, 
Mult find tome better fecrctary. 
Thave not yet my Perfian told, 
Nor yet my Syrian loves inroll’d, 











Nor Indian nor Arabian, 

Nor Cyprian loves nor African, 

Nor Scythian nor Italian flames ; 
‘There’s a wholg map behind of names, 
OF gentle loves i th’ Temp’rate Zone, 
And cold ones in the Frigid one, 

Cold frezen loves with which I pine, 
And parched loves benesth the Line. 


VIL. Gold. 


A mouty pain to love it is, 
And ’tis a pain that pain to mils ; 
But of all pain the greateft pain 

It is to love, but love in vain. 
Virtue now, nor noble blood, 

Nor wit, by love is underftood ; 
Gold alone docs paffion move, 
Gold monopolizes love ! 

A curfe en her, and on the man, 
Who this traffic fir began! 

A curfe on him who found the ore! 
A curfe on him who digg’d the ftore! 
A curfe on him who did refine it ! 
Acurfe on him who firft did coin it! 
Acurfe, all curfes elfe above, 

On him who us’d it firft in love! 
Gold begets in brethren hate, 

Gold in families debate ; 

Gold does friendfhip feparate, 
Gold does Civil wars create ; 
‘Thefe the fmalleft harms of it ! 
Gold, alas! does love beget. 


VIW, The Epicures* 


Firs the bow! with rofy wine, 
Around our temples rofes twine, 
And let us cheerfully awhile, 
Like the wine and rofes fmile ; 
Crown'd with rofes we contemn 
Gyges’ wealthy diadem. 

To-day is ours; what do we fear? 
To-day is ours, we have it here; 
Let us treat it kindly, that it may 
With, at leaft, with us to ftay : 
Let us banith bus’nefs, banifh forrow 3, 
To the gods belongs to-morrow, 


IX. Another. 
Usperseatn this myrtle thade, 
On flow'ry beds fupinely laid, . 
With od’rous oils my head o’erflowing, 
And around it rofes growing, 
What fhould Ido but drink away 
‘Vhe heat and troubles of the day? 
In this more than kingl¥ ftate, 
Love himfelf fhall on me wait. 
Fill to me, Love! nay fill it up, 
And mingled caft into the cup 
Wit and mirth, and noble fire: 
Vigerous health, and gay defirss. 
The wheel of hfe no lefs will 2a; 
4 a {mooth than rugged way 5 








ANACREONTICS. 


Since it equally doth flee, 

Let the mation pleafant be. 

Why do we precious ointments fhow’r, 
* Nobler wines why do we pour? 

Beauteous flow'rs why du we fpread, 

Upon the mon‘ments of the dead? 

Nothing they but duft can ‘thew, 

Or bones that haften to be fo. 

Crown me with rofes whilft T live, 

Now your wines and ointments give ; 

After death I nothing crave, 

Tet me alive your pleafures have, 

“All are Stuics in the grave. 


X. The Grafbopper. 


Harps infet! what can be 

In happinefs compar’d to thee 2 

Fed with nourifhment divine, 

‘The dewy Morning's gentle wine ! 
Naatre waits upon thee ftill, 

And thy verdant cup does fill; 

“Tis fill’d wherever thou dof tread, 
Nature's felf ’s thy Ganymede 

Thou doft drink, and dance and fing, 
Happier than the bappictt king ! 

Ail the fields which thou doft fee, 

All the plants, belong to thee; 

All that lummer-hours preduce, 
Fertile made with carly juice + 

Man for thee does tow and plow; 
Farmer he, and Jandlord thou | 

‘Thou doft inmocens}y joy, 

Nor does thy luxury deftroy. 

"The thepherd gladly heareth thee,» 
More harmonjous than he. 

‘Thee country hinds with gladnefs hear, 
Prophet of the ripen’d year ! 

Thee Phebus loves, and docs infpire 5 
Phoehus iy himivii thy fire, 

‘Yo the: of ail things upon earth, 

Life is ne longer than thy mirth, 
Happy Infect! happy thou, 

Dof neiiher age nor winter kpow : 
But when thou ’ft drunk, and danc’d, and fung 
"hy fill, the flow'ry leaves among, 
{ Voluptuous, and wife withal, 
Epicurean animal :) 

Sated with thy funtmer feaft, 

‘Thou retir’ft to cndlefs reft. 








XI. The Swall 


Foorrst Prater! what doft thou 
So carly at my window do 

‘With thy tunelefs ferenade ? 

‘Well it had been had 'Tercus made 
‘Thee as dumb as Philomel ; 

‘There his knife had done but well. 
In thy undifcover’d neft 
Thou dott all the winter reft, 
And dreameft o’er thy fume: 
Free from the flormy fafon’s » 





BS 
Free from th' ill thou’ {& done to me 5 
Who difturbs or feeks out thee ? 

Hadft thou all the charming notes 

Of the woods’ poetic throatsy 

All thy art could never pay 

What thou ft ta‘en from me away. 
Cruc] Bird! thou’ft ta’en away 

A dream out of my arms to-day; 

A dream that ne’er muft equall’d be 
By all that waking eyes may fee; 
‘Thou this damage to repair, 

Nothing half fo fweet or fair, 

Nothing half {9 good can‘ft bring, 
Tho’ men fay thou bring’ft the Spring, 


Elegy upon Anacreon, who was choaked bye grape 
flone. Spoken by the God of Lave. 


How thall I lament thine end, 
My beft {crvant and my friend? 
Nay, and if from a deity 
So much deify’d as I, 
It found not too profane and odd, 
Oh! my Mafter, and my God ! 
For ’t is true, moft mighty Poet ! 
(Tho? I like not men fhould know it} 
1 am in naked Nature lefs, 
Lefs by much than in thy drefs, 
All thy verfe is fofter far 
‘Than the downy feathers are 
Of my wings, or of my arrows, 
Of my mother’s doves or fparrows 
Sweet as overs’ frethelt kiffes, 
Or their riper following bliffes, 
Graceful, cleanly, fmooth, and round, 
All with Venus’ girdle bound, 
And thy life was all the while 
Kind and gentle as thy ftyle: 
The fmooth pac'd hours of ev'ry day 
Glided num’roully away; g 
Like thy verfe each hour did pafs, 
Sweet and fhort, like that it was. 
Some do but their youth allow. me, 
Juft what they by Nature owe me, 
‘The time that’s mine, and not their own, 
‘Lhe certain tribute of my crown ; 
When they grow old, they grow to be 
00 hufy or too wife for me. 
Thou wert wifer, and didit know 
None too wife for love can grow. 
Love was with thy life entwin’d, 
Clofe as heat with fire is join’d; 
A pow’rful brand prefcrib’d the date 
Of thine, like Meleager’s fate. 
Th’ antipcriftafis of age 
More infiam’d thy amorous rage ; 
‘Thy filver hairs yielded me more ~ 
Than even golden curls before. 
Had I the power of creation, 
As I have of generation, 
Where I the matter muft obey, 
And cannot work plate out of clay, 
“My creatures fhould be all like thee; 
| 1isthou fhouldft their idea bee : 


gr6 ANACREONTICS. 


‘They, like thee, fhould thoroughly hate 
Bus’nefs, honour, title, ftate : 

Other wealth they fhould not know 
But what my living’ mines beftow : 
‘The pomp of kings they fhould confefs 
At their crownings to be ieis 

Than a lover's humble? gtttte, 

‘When at his miftrefs’ feet he lics, 
Rumour they no more thoz)d mind 
"Than men fafe-landed, do the wind. 
‘Wifdom itfelf they fhould not hear 
‘When it prefuines to be feverc, 

Beauty alone they fhould admire, 

Nex look at Fortune’s vain attire, 

Wor afk what parents it can thew; 
‘With dead or old it has nonght to do. 
‘They fhould not love yet ail, or any, 
But very much, and very many. 

All their life thould gilded be 

‘With mirth, and wit, and gaiety, 

‘Well rememb’ring, and applying 

‘The neceflity of dying. 

‘Their cheerful heads fhould always wear 
All that crowns the flow'ry year, 

‘They fhould always laugh and fing, 
And dance, and ftrike th’ harmonious ftring, 
Verfe fhould from their tongue fo flow, 
As if it in the mouth did grow; 

As fwiftly anfw’ring their command, 
As tunes obey the artful hand; 

And whilft 1 do thus difcover 

‘Th’ ingredicnts of a happy lover, 

“Tis, my Anacreon ! for thy fake 

I of the Grape no mention make 
‘Fillmy Anacrcon by thee fell, 


Curfed Plant! I lov’d thee well, 

and ’t was oft my wanton ufe 

‘To dip my arrows in thy juice. 

Curfed Plant! °tis true I fee 

Th’ old report that goes of thee, 

‘That with giants’ blood th’ earth 
Stain’d and poifon'd gave thee birth, 
And now thou wreak’ft thy ancient [pite 
On men in whom the gods delight. 

Thy patron Bacchus, ‘tis no wonder, 
Was brought forth in fames and thunder ; - 
In rage, in quarrels, and in fights, 
Worfe than his tigers he delights ; 

In all our heav’n, I think there be 

No fuch ill-natur’d god as he. 

‘Thou pretendeft, trait’rous Wine ! 

To be the Mufes’ friend and mine + 
With love and wit thou doft begin, 
Falfe fires, alas! to draw us in; 

Which, if our courfe we by them keep, 
Mifguide to madnefs or to fleep : 

sleep were well; thou haft learn’d a way 
‘Yo death itfelf now to betray. 

It grieves me when I fee what fate 
Docs on the beft of mankind wait. 
Poets or lovers let them be, 

’Tis ncither love nor poefy 

Can arm againft Death's fmalleft dart 

‘The poct’s head or lover’s heart ; 

But when their life in its decline 

Touches th’ inevitable line, 

All the world’s mortal ta ’em then, 

As wine is aconite to men: 

Nay, in Death's hand the Grape-ftane proves 
As ftrong as thunder isin Jove's. 
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Consinenine the incredible veneration which the 
deft poets always had for gardens, fields, and 
woods, infomuch that in ail other fubjects they 
feemed to be banithed from the Mafes’ territo- 
rics, I wondered what’ evil planet was fo malici- : 
ous to the breed of Plants, as to permit none of 
the infpired tribe to celebrate their beauty and ad : 
mirable virtues; certainly a copious field of mat. 
ter, and what would yield them a plentiful re- , 
turn of fruit, where each particular, befides its 
pleafant hiftory, (the extent whereof every body, ; 
or, to fpedk more truly, nobody, can fufficiently | 
tunderftand ) contains the whole fabric of the human | 
frame, and a complete body of phyfic: from _ 
whence Iam induced to believe, that thofe great | 
men gid not fo much think them improper fub- | 
jets of poetry, as-difcouraged by the greatncfs 
and almoft inexplicable variety of the matter, and { 
ethat they were unwilling to begin a work which | 
they defpaired of finifhing. 1, therefore, who am 
but a pigmy in learning, and fearce fufficient to 
express the virtues of the vile feasweed, attempt 
that work which thofe giants declin’d: Yet where- 
fore fhould { not attcmpt? forafmuch as thcy dif- 
dained to take up with lefs than comprehending | 
the whole, and 1 am proud of conquering fome 
part. 1 fhall think it reputation enough for me to 
have my name carved on the barks of fome Trees 
or (what is reckoned a royai prerogative) inferibed 
upon a few Flowers, You muft not, therefore, 
exped to find fo many Herhs collected for this far- 
del as fometimes go to the compounding of one 
fingle medicine ; thefe two little Books are there+ 
torc offered as {mall pills made up of fundry Herbs, 
and gilt with a certain brightnels of ftyle; in the 
choice whereof I have not much laboured but 
took thet, as they came to hand, there being none 
amongit them which contained not plenty of juice, 
if it were drawn out according to art; none fo in- 
fipid that would not afford mattcr for a whole 
took, if well contra@ted. ‘The method which I 
jadged moft genuine and proper for this Work, 
‘was not to prefs out their liquid crude, ina fimple 
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enumeration, but as it were in a limbeck, by the 
gentle heat of poetry, to diftil and extract theie 


| fpirits: nor have 1 chofen to put them together 


which had affinity in nature, that might create 
difguft for want of variety; ! rather connected 
thofe of the moft different qualities, that their con~ 
trary colours, being mixed, might the better fet 
off each other, 

I have added thort Notes, not for oftentation of 
learning, (whereof there is no occafion here offer- , 
ed; for what is more eafy than to turn over one 


-or two herbalifts) but becaufe that, befide phyfi- 


cians, (whom IT pretend not to inftru@, but divert) 
there are few fo well verfed in the hiftory of Plants 
as to be acquainted with the names of them all: 
it isa part of philofophy that lies out of the com : 
mon road of learning. ‘To fuch perfons I was to 
fupply the place of a lexicon, But for the fake 
of the very Plants themfcives, left the treating of 
them in a poetical way might Serogate from theie 
real merit, and that fhould feem not to attribute 
to them thofe faculties wherewith Nature has en- 
dued them, (who ftudies what is beft to be done, 
not what is moft capable ef verbal orcaments) but 
to have feigned thofe qualities which would afford 
the greateft marter for pomp and empty pleafure : 
for, becaufe poets are fometimes allowed to make 
fictions, and fome have too exceffively abufed that 


; liberty, tru&t is fo wholly destied to us, that we 


may not without hefitation be believed when we 
fay, 


© Lacitiade, qvicquld dicam, aut erit, aut non, Hor. Serm. 25+ 


I was therefore willg to cite proper witneffes, 
that is, fuch as wrote in loofe and free profe, 
which, compared with verfe, bears the authority 
ofan cath. 1 have yet contented mylelf with two 
of thofe, (which is the number required by law) 
Pliny and Fernclius I have chiefly made choice of, 
the firft being an author of unqueitioned Latin, 
and the latter amongft the Moderns of the trueit 
fentiments, and no til mafter of expreffion. Lf any 
except again the former as tco credulous of the 
Greckith idie tales, that he may not fafely be cree 
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dited, he will find nothing in this fubjec 
mentioned by him which is not reprefented 
. by all that write of Hers. Nor would I huve 
he reader, becaufe 1 have made my Plants to dif- 
bourke, forthwith (as if he were in Dodona’s grove) 
to expect oracles, which, I fear, my verfes will 
‘only refemble in this, that they are as bad 
metre a3 what the gods of ald delivered from their 
temples to thofe whe confulted them. : 
_. Having given you this account, if any fhall light 
" gpon this Book, who have read my former, publifh: 
ed not Jong fince by me in Englifh, 1 fear they may 
take occafion, from thence, of reprehending fome 
things, concerning which it will not he imperti- 
™ gent bricfly to clear myfelf before I procecd In 
the firft place, 1 forefee that f fhall be accufed by 
fome of too much delicacy and levity, in that hav- 
ing undertaken great fubjects. and after a day or 
two's journey, I have ftopt, through lazinefs and 

Wefpondency of reaching home; or poffeffed with 

fome new frenzy, have ftartled into fome other 
* goad, infomuch that not only. the half, as they fay, 

but the third part of the tafk has been greater than 

amy whole performance: “ Away,” they cry, 

« ‘with this defultory writer : yet with what 

@ what voice, threatening mighty matters, 

* begins, 

Of war and turns of Fate 1 fings 

Thou fing of wars, thou Daflatd ! who throweft 
away thy arms fo foon, or betukelt thyfelf to 
the enemy’s camp, a renegade, before the firlt 
charge is founded! or if at any time thon ad- 
venturett to engage, it is like the ancient Gauls, 
making the onfet with more than the courage 
of aman, and prefently recreating with more 
than that of coward; whereas he that has once 
applied himfelf to a poem, as if he had married 
a wife, fhould ftick to it for better for worfe 5 
whether the mattet be grateful and eafy, or harfh 
and almoft intraétable, ought neither to quit it 
for tirefomenefs, nor be diverted by new loves, 
not think of a divorce, or at any time to rélin- 
 quifh, till he has brought it to a conclufion, as 
« wediock terminates with life.” This is imputed 
to me asa fault; and fince I cannot deny the 
charges, whether L am therein to be blamed or not, 
Tet us examine. 

In the firft place, therefore, that which is moft 
truly afferted of human life is too applicable to my 
poetry; that it is beft never to have been born, or, 
being born, forthwith to die; and if my Effays 
fhould be carricd on to their Omega, (to which 
the works of Homer, by a peculiar felicity, were 
éontinued vigcraus) thcre would be great dan- 
ger of their falling inte dotage befure that time, 
‘The only thing that can recommend trifles, or 
make them tolerable, is, that they give off fea- 
fonably, that is, fuddenly; for that author goes 
very much tooffar who leaves his reader tired be- 
hind him, ‘Thefe confiderations, if 1 write ill, 
will excufe my brevity, though not fo eafily ex- 
cufe the undertaking; nor thall my inconjtancy in 
not finifhing what Uhave begun, be fo much blam- 
ed, as my conftancy in ceafing not continnally to 
begin, and being, like Fortune, conftant in levity. 
But if, Reader, (as it is my delire) we have fur- 
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nifhed you with what is agreeable to your appet 
the, you ought to take it in good part thar we 
have ufed fuch moderation as neither to fend you 
away hungry, nor cloy your ftomach with too 
much fatiety ; to this you mnuit add, that our at- 
tempts, fuch as they are, may excite the induftry 
of others, who are enabled by a greater genius 
and ftrength to undertake the very fame, or more 
noble fubjeéts : as Agefilius of old, who thought 
he had made no great progrefs into Afia, yet be- 
ing the firft in that adventure, he opened the way 
to Alexander for a glorious and entire conqueft. 
Laftly, (to confefs to thee as a friend, for fuch I 
will prefame thee) 1 thus employed myfelf nos fo 
much out of defign, as carriéd on by a warmth 
of mind; for Lam not able to do nothing, and 
had no other diverfion of my troubles; therefore 
through a wearifomencs of human affurs, to thefe 
more pleafing folaces of literature (nade agreeable 
to me by cullom and Nature) my fick mind be- 
takes itfelf ; and not long after, from an irkfome- 
nefs of the fume things, it changes its courfe, and 
turns off to fome other theme, But they prefs more 
dangeroufly upon me, and, as it were, ftab me with 
my own weapon, who bring thofe things to my 
mind which I declaimed fo velremently againtit, 
the ufe of exolete and interpolated repetitions of 
old fables in poetry, when ‘Truth itfelf, in the Sa- 
cred Books of God, and awful regifters of the 
Church, has laid open a new, more rich, and am~ 
ple world of poetry, for the wits of men to be exe 
ercifed upon. ¥ ; 
“ When thou thyfelf,” fay they, “ haft thus de- 
clared, with the approbation of ull good men, 
and given an example, in thy Davideis, for’ 
others to imitate, doft thou, like an apoftate 
Jew, loathing manna, return to the leeks, and 
yarlicof Egypt? After the appearance of Chrift 
hinfelf in thy verte, and impéfing filence on 
the oracles of demons, fhall we again hear the, 
voice of Apélto from thy profane tripod? After: 
the reftoration of Sion, and the purgation of it 
from moniters, fhall it again be poffeffed by 
the dreary ghofts of antiquated deities, and 
what the prophet threatened. as the extremity 
of evils? Your Mufe is in this no lefyan object 
of Shame and pity than if Magdalen should 
backilide again to the brothel. Behold how the 
jut purifhment does not (as in other offenders) 
follow your crime, but even accompanies it. 
‘The véry lownefs of your fubjest has retrench= 
ed your wings: you are faftened to the ground, 
with your Herbs; and cannot foar as formerly 
to the clouds ;nor can we more admire at your 
halting, than at your fabulous Vulcan, when 
he had fallen from the tkies.’” ; 
A heavy charge indeed, and terrible at the firt 
fight : but I eftcem that which celebrates the won 
derful works of Providence not to be far diftant 
from a facred poem, Nothing can be found more 
admirable in Nature than the virtues of feveral 
Plants; therefore, amongft other things of a moft 
noble firain, the divine poet upon that account 
praifes the Deity, “ who brings forth grals upon 
* the mountains, and herbs for the ufe uf mai 
Pfaln cin, acy. 4. Nor do ¥ think the liberty ime 
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inodeft, where I introduce Plants fpeaking, to 
whom the Sacred Writ itfelf does fpeak as to in- 
telligent beings: “ Blefs the Lord, all ye green 
“ things upon the carth; praife and exalt him for 
“ ever,” Dan. ch. iii, ver. 54. Apacr. ‘Thole fice 
tions are not to be accounted for lies which cannot 
be Pilicred, nor defire to be fo. But that the 
nafhes of Heathen deities and fabulous transfor 
mations are fometimes intermixed, the miatter it- 
felf compelled me againft my will, being no other 
way capable of embcllifhment ; and it is well if, 
by that means, we arc fo, No painted garb is to 
he preferred to the native drefs and living colours 
of truth; yet in fome perfons, and on fome occa- 
fions, it is more agreeable. "Chere was a time 
when it did not mifbecome a king to dance, yet 
it had certainly been indecent for him to have 
danced: in his coronation-robes. You are not, 
therefore, to expeét in a work of this nature, the 
majefty of an heroic ftyle, (which I never found 
any Plant to fpeak in) for I propofe not here to fly, 
but only to walk in my garden, purtly for health’s 
fake, and partly for recreation. 

here remaing a third difficulty, which will not, 
perhaps, fo eafily be folved. I had fome time fince 
been refolved in myfelf to write more verfes, and 
made thereof fuch public and folemn protcftation 
as almoft amounts to an oath : 


Si quidem hercle poffim nil privs, neque fortins. 
Eanuch, Seen, T 




















When, behold! I have fet in anew, Concerning 
which matter, becaufe { remember myfelf to have 
formerly given an account in metre, | am willing 
{and Martial affirms it to be a poct’s right) to 
clofe my Epifle therewith; they were written to 
a learned and a moft ingenious fricnd, who labour- 
ed under the very fame difeate, tho’ not with the 
fame dangerous fymptoms, 
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THE AUTHOR’S PREPACE, 


as 
' Ltbas reach'd thy marrow, feia'd thy tivanft finft, 
1 And force or reafon cannot draw it thence, 
| Teint’ f thou that Heav'n thy liberty allows, 
1 And laughs at poets’ as at lovers’ vows? 
| Forbear, my Friends ! to wound with harp difiourfe » 
! A wretched man that feels too much remorfe, 
Fate drags me on againft my will, in vain 
iA firnggle, fret, and try ta break my chain. 
» Thrice I took bellebore, and, rnupt confifiy 
i Hop’d I was fairly quit of the diftafe; 
‘ But the Moon's pow'r to which all Herbs muft zield, 
* Bids me be mad again, and gains the field : 
At ber command far pen and ink £ call, 
| And in one morn three bundred rhymes let fall 3 
| Which, in the tranfport of my frautic fit, 
\ LT throw, dike flones, at the next man T meet 
| Eu'n thee, my Friend! Apolto-like F wound, 
| The arrows fly, the ring and bow refound. 
What methads canft thou fludy to reclaim 
: Whom nor his own nor publis griefs can tame ? 
1 Who in all feafons hep my chirping rain, 
A grafibopper that fings in froft and rain. 
Like ber whom boys,and youths, and elders, knew, 
Tfee the path my judgment foould purfue, 
But what ean naked I "gainft armed Nature de? 
I'm no Tydides, whom a pow'r divine 
Could overcome ; I muft, I muff vgn 
Ev'n thou, my Friend! (ualefi 1 much miftake ) 
Whofe thunt’ring fermons make the pulpit foakey 
Unfold the fecrets of the world to: come, : 
And Lid the trembling earth expat its dows, 
| As if Bliat were come down in fire; 
Yet thou at night does to thy glafs retire 
1 Like one of us, and ( after’ mod’ rate ufe 
Of th’ Indian fume, and European juice) 
Sctt'ft into rhyme, and daft thy Mufe caret, 
In leurn'd conceits and harmlefs wantorinef; : 
“Tis therefore juft thou fooulapt excufe thy fri 
Who's none of thafe that trifle without end ¢ 
J can be ferious, too, when bus'nefe calls, 
My frenzy frill bas bucid'intervals. © 
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OF HERBS. 


TRANSLATED BY J. Os 


Live's lowclt but far greateft {phere I fing; 
Of all things that adorn the gaudy Spring ; 
Such as in deferts live, whom, unconfin'd, 
None but the fimple laws of Nature bind ; 
And thofe who, growing tame by human care, 
he wellbred citizens of gardens are 5 
"Thofe that afpire to So} their fire’s bright face, 
Or ftoop into their mother-Earth’s embrace ; 
Such as drink ftreams or wells, or thofe, dry fed, 
‘Who have Jove only for their Ganymede ; 
And all that Solomon’s loft work of old, 
(Ah! fatal lofs!) fo wifely did unfold. 
"Tho’ I the oak’s vivacious age should live, 
Tne'er to all their names in verfe could give. 
Yerl the rife of groves will briefly thew 
In verfes like their trees, rang’d all a-row ; 
"To which fome one, perhaps, new fhades may join, 
"Till mine ut la{v become a grove divine. 
Afift me, Phoebus! wit of Heav'n, whofe care 
So bounteoufly both Plants and Pocts fhare + 
"Where’er thou com’ft, hurl light aud heat around, 
And with new life cnamel all the ground ; 
‘As when the Spring feels thee, with magic light, 
Break thro’ the bonds of the dead Winter’s night 5 
‘When thee to Colchis the gilt Ram conveys, 
And the wara’d North rejoices in thy rays. 
Where fhall I firft begin? for with delight 
Each gentle Plant me kindly does invite. 
Myfelf to flavith method I'll not tic, 
But, like the bee, where’er I pleafe, will fly, 
‘Where I the glorious hopes of honcy fee, 
Or the free wing of Fancy carries me. 
Here no fine garden-emblems thall refide, 
in well-made heds to proftitute their pride 5 
But we nich Nature, who her gifts beftows, 
‘Unlimited (ner the vaft treafare knows) 
And various plency of the pathlels woods 
Will follow ; poor men only count their goods. 
Do thou, bright Phebus! guide me luckily 
Po the firft Plant by fome kind augury. 
"The omen’s good ; fo we may hope ghe belt ; 
‘The god’s mild looks our grand defign have blefs’d: 





For thou, kind Betony ! at the firft we fee, 

And oppertuncly com’ ft, dear Plant! for mes 
For ine, becaufe the brain thou doft proted ; 

See, if ye’re wife, my brain you don't neglect; 
For it concerns you that in health that be 3 

I fing thy fitters, Betony ! and thee 5 

But who, ble('d Plant! can praife thee to thy 
Or number the perfections you inherit? — [merit, 
‘The trees he in th’ Hercyniati woods as well, 

Or rofes that in Paftum grow, may tell. 

Mufa * at large, they fay, thy praifes writ, 

Bur, I fuppofe did part of them emit. 

Cafar his triumphs would recount ; do thou, 
Greater than he, a Conquerels: do fo now. 


Betony . 
To know my virtues briefly you in vaist 


Defire, all which this whole Book can’t contain, 
Over ail the world of nian great 1 prefide, 
Where’er red ftreams thro’ milky meadows glide 
O’er all you fee throughout the body fpread, 
Between the diftant poles of heel and head ; 
But in the head my chief dominions are, 
The foul commits her palace to my cafe > 
{ all the coruers purge, refrefh, fecure, 
Nor let it be, for want of light, obfcure + [dorm 
That foul chat came from heav'n, which ftars a< 
Her God’s great daughter, by Creation bora, 
Alas! to what a frail apartment now, 
And ruinated cottage does the bow! 
Her very manfion to infection turns, 
And in tae place wherein fhe lives fhe burns. 
When falling ficknefs thunderftrikes the brain, 
Oit’ men, fike victims, fal], as thunderflain 5 
Oft’ does the head with a fwift whimfy ree}, 
And the foul’s turned, 4s on Ixion’s wheel 
Oft’ pains i’ th’ head an anvil feem to beat, 
‘And like a forge the brain-pan burns with heat. 

# Antunius Mufa, payfician ts Auguitas : 
Jecoud degree : wine or vinegar 
for the floinach and fight. The 


finelt of it alone refrembes the brain, itis an Italian prowerby Et 
has as many virtues as Botosy 5 i ¢, innemysavie, 
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8 me parte the palfy eft” of fenfe deprives 
And motion, ({trange effect !) one fide furvives 
The other. This Mezentius’ fury quite 
Ouxdoes; in this difcafe dead limbs unite 
‘Wij live ones, Some, with lethargy opprefs'd, 
Uffder Neath’s weight feem fatally co reit. 
! Life! thou are Death’s image, bat that thee 
nought refembles fave thy brevity, 

“Vain phantoms oft’ the mind diitracted keep, 
And roving thoughts poffefs the place of fleep. 
Oft’ when the nerves for want of juice grow dry, 
(That heav'nly juice, unknown to th’ outward eye) 
Each fecble limb as 't were grows loofe, and quakes, 
Yea, the whole fabric cf the body ihakes, 

‘Thefe, and.al! evils which the brain intett, 

(For numerous faucy gricfs that part molett) 

Me Phoebus bade by conttant war reftrain, 

Saying,“ My kingdom, Child? {ee you maintain.” 

And ttraight he gave me arms well-forg'd from 

Like thofe te Aineas or Achilles giv’n. {heav’n, 

One wondrous leaf he wifcly did create . 

*Gainll all the darts of >icknefs and of Fate, 

And into that a fov’reign myftic juice, 

With fubtile heat from heav’n, he did infufe. 

Pis not in vain, bright Sire! that you beitow 

Such arms on me, vor ihall they ruily grow : 

No; from thar cr:.ne not the juft head alone 

Acquits me, but th’ inferiour !nibs will own 

I'm guile. When the“lungs, with phlegm 
oppre(s'd, 

‘Want air to fan the heart, and.cool the breaft, 

A fainty cough ftrives to expel the foe, 

But feeks the help of pow’: ful med’cines too 

It comes to me, | my affiftance lend, 

Open th obftructed pores, and gently fend 

Refrcfhment to the heart. Cvol gales abate 

‘Th’ internal heat, and it grows temperate, 

‘The quartan ague its dry holes forfakes, 

As adders do; dropiis, like water-fcukes, 

With liquid aliment no longer fed, 

By me are forc’d to fly their wat’ry hed. 

Ulofs of appetite repair, and heat 

The ftomach, to concoct the food men cat. 

"Tarturing gripes Lin the guts allay, 

And fend out nitenv’ring blafts the backward way. 

1 wath the faffron jauudice off the fkin, 

And eafe the kidneys of dire flones within. 

‘Thick blood thac ftands in women’s veins { foon 

Force to flew down, more pow’rful than themocn : 

But then th’ unnatural floods of whites arife ; 

Ab me! that common filth will not faffice. 

I likewife ftop the current, when the blood 

Thro’ fome new channel feeks a pury le food, 

1 all the tumults of the womb appeafe, 

And to the head, which that difturbs, give eafe. 

Women's conceptions I corroborate, . 

And let no births their time anticipate ; 

But in the sacred time of labour | 

‘The careful midwife’s hands with hetp fupply. 

"The lazy Gout my virtue fwiltly fhuns, 

Whilft from the joints with niuible heels it runs. 

All poifons T expel that men annoy, 

And banceful ferpents by my pow'r deftroy ; 

My pointed odour thro’ its marrow Sies, 

And of a fecret wound the adder dies. 
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So Pheebus, i fuppofe, the, Python flew, 

And with my juice his arrows did imbrue. 

From ev'ry limb all kinds qf-ach and pain 

1 banifh, never to return again. 

‘The weary’d clown I with new vigour blefs, 

And pains as pleafant make as idlenefs, 

Nor do [ only life's fatigue relieve, 

But t’ is adero’d with what 1 freely give : 

I make the colour of the blood more bright, 

And clothe the ikin with a more graceful white. 
Spain in her happy woods firft gave me birth, 

‘Then kindly banith’d me o’er all the earth ; 

Nor gain’d fhe greater honour when fhe bare 

‘Trajan to. rule the world, and to reftore 

Rome’s joys. "Tis truz, he juftly might compar 

With my deferts ; his virtues equal were: 

But a good prince is the fhort grant of Fate, 

‘The world’s foon robb’d of fuch a vaft cftate : 

But of my bounty men for ever tafte, 

And what he once was, I am like to laf, 
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Maidenbair, or Venufeair *. 


T terno the chief of all the Hairy ftate, 
Me they have chofen for their advecate, 
To {peak on theie behalf: now we, you know, 
Among the other Plants make no fiall fhew 5 
And fern, too, far and near which does prefide 
O’er the wild fields, is to our kind ally’d. 
Some hairy comets alfo hence derive, 
And marriages of ftars ‘with Plants contrive : 
But we fuch kindred do not care to own; 
Rather than rude relations, we'll have none, 
My hair of parentage far better came; 
*Yis not for nought it has Love’s geutle name, 
Beauty herfelf my debtor is, fhe knows, 
And of my threads Love docs his nets compofe, 
‘Their thanks to me the beauteous women pay 
For wanton curls, and thady locks, that play 
Upon their fhoulders, Friend !®whoe’er thou art” 
(if thou’rt in love) to me perform thy part : 4 
Keep thy hair florid, and let dangling toils ta 
Around thy head make ladies’ hearts thy {poils 5 
For wheu your head is bald, or hair grows thin, ‘, 
In vain you boatt of treafures lodg’d within : 
The women won’t believe you, nor will prize 
Such wealth : all lovers ought to pleafe the eyes. 
So 1 ta Venus my afliftance lend, oo 
(I'm pleas’d to be my heav'nly namefake’s friend, 
The’ [am modeft, and content to go aa 
in fimple weeds, that make no gaudy thew; 
For | am cloth’d as when I firft was.born, 
No paiuted flow’1s my rural bead adorn : 
But above all, I’m fober ; I ne’er drink 
Sweet ftreams, nor does my thirft make rivets fink. 
When Jove to Plants begins an health in fhow’rs, 
And from the fky large bowls of. water pours, 
You fee the Herbs quaff all the liquor up, 
When they ought only modeftly to fup: [Rhine, 
You'd think the German drunkards, rear the 
Were kceping holyday with them in wine; 
"The name it bears, hecaufe it Unges the hair, and 4j 
baited in wine with parficy feed, and pleaty of. 


Use air thick and curling, and keeps it from falling. It@ 
fn, but never rowers, It delights in ary places, aad tq 
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Meanwhile 1 blufh, fhake from my trembling 


leaves 
Thedrops, and Jove my thanks in drought receives, 
Bur I no topers envy; for my mien 
Ts ahvays guy, and my complexion green - 
‘Winter itfelf does not exhauit the juice 
‘That makcs me look fo verdant and fo fpruce 
-Vet the phyficians fleep me cruelly 
In hateful water, which I drink and die. * 
Bwt I cv'n dead on humours opcrate, 
Sych force my afhes have beyond my fate. 
I thro? the liver, fpleen, and reins, the foe 
Purfue, whilf they with {peed before me flow + 
‘Ten -thoufand maladies down with ‘em they, 
Like montters fell, in brackifh waves convey. 
For this { might deferve, above the air, 
-n higher place than Berenice’s hair; . 
But if inte the fea the ftars turn round, 
Rather than heav’n itfelf I'd choofe dry ground, 


i Sage q. 

Sack! whe by many virtues gain’ft renown, 

ye! whofe deferts all happy mortals own, 
Since thou, dear Sage! preferv’ft the memory; 

. Leagnat, fare, forgestul prove of thee : 

"Thee! who Mnemofyne doft recreate, i 








Her danghter Mufes ought to celebrate, 
Nor fi Ie thoue’er complain that they’re ingrate. 
High on a mount the foul’s firm manfion ftands, 

Avd with a view the limbs below commands : 

Snve fome great architect this pile defigu’d, 

Where all the world is to a fpan confin'd. 

“A mighty throng of fpivits here refide, 

Which to the foul are very near ally’d : 

Here the grand council's held; hence to and fro 

‘Vhe fpirits {cont to, fee what news below ; 

Boly as bees thro’ ev'ry part they run, : 
‘Thick aa the rays ftream from the glittering fun; 
~ Their fabsile limbs fik, thin as air, arrays, 

And thegefore nought their rapid journey ftays; 
But with much toi they weary grow, at length 
Per pecualjabour tircs the greateft trenyth. 

Oft , too, as they in pains beftow their hours, 
‘The airy vagrants hoftile heat devours, 
‘Oft in vencreal raptures they expire, 
Or burnt by wine, and drown'd in liquid fire, 
‘Then jeuden steep does on the senfes feize, 
And with dull drowzincfs the vitals freeze. 
Cold floods of dire ditempers fifty roll, 
For want of duis and ferices, o'er the foul 
‘Then are the nerves diffoly’d, each member quakes, 
And the whole ruinated fabric fhakes ; 
You'd think the hands fear’d poifon in the cup, 
They tremble fo, and canpot lift it up. ; 
Henge, Sage! "tis manifeft what thou canft do, 
And glorious dangers beg relief from you. 
The foe, by cold and humours fo enclos'd, 
From his chill throne by thy ftreng heat’s depos'd, 
And to the fpirits thou bring’ ft frefh recruits, 
When they are wearied in {uch long difputes : 

| The yirtucs of So; 
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Book fi 
To life, whofe body was almoft its vim, + 
New life (if | may fay ir) does return : Bee 
‘The members by the nerves are fteady ty’d ; 
A pilot, aot the waves, the veffel guide. 
You all things fix: who this for truth would tike, 
‘That thy weak fibres fuch ftrong bonds fold 

make! ~ 

Loofe teeth thou faften‘it, which at thy comma 
Weil-rivetted in their firm fockcts ftand : 
May that fair ufeful bulwark ne’er decay, _ 
Nor the mouth’s iv’ry fences e’er give way 
Conceptions women by thy help retain, 
Nor does the inje@ed feed flow back agains 
Ah! Death! do not life itfeit anticipate ; 
Let a man Jive before he meets his fate ; 
Thou’rt too fevere, if, in the very dock, - “a 
Our hhip, before built, ftrikes on a rock. ~ 
Of thy perfedtions this is but a tafte ; 
You bring to view.things abfent, and what's paft 
Recal : fuch tracks i’ th’ mind of things you make, 
Nong can the well-form’d charaétera miftake;  - 
And left the coloars there fhould fade away, 
Your oi! embalms, and keeps 'em from decay. 








a 


Baum |. 
Hence, Cares! my conftant troublefome conv 


pany 3 
Begone! Meliffa’s come, and {miles on me : 
Smiling fhe conics, and courteoufly my head 
With chaplets binds frum ev'ry fragrant bed, 
Bilding me fing ef her, and for my ftrains 
Herfelf will be the guerdon of my pains. [grown 
My heart, methinks, is much more lightfome 
And f thy influence, kind Plunt! muft own: 
Juftly thy leaves may reprefent the heart, 
For that, among its wealth, counts thee a part: 
As of kings’ heads guineas th’ “impreflion bear, 
That princely part you in effigy wear. : 
All terms and clouds you banifh from the mind,» 
But leave ferenity and peace behind, 
Bacchus himfelf not more revives our blood, 
When he infufes his hot purple flood ; 
When in full bowls he all our forrow drowns, 
And flatt’ring hopes with fhort-liv’d riches crowns 
But thofe enjoyments fome difturbance bring, . ~~ 
And fuch delights flow from a muddy {pring ; 
For Bacchus does not kill, but wound the foe, 
Whofe rage and ftrength increafes by the blow: ° 
But without force or dregs thy pleafures flow, / 
‘Thy joys no afterclaps of torments know ¢ 
Thy honey, gentle Baum! no pointed ftings, 
Like bees, thy great admirers, with it brings. 
Oh! heav'nly gift te fickly humankind, 

Ail goddefs, if from care thou freeft the mind: .~ 
iI plagues annoy, but cares the whole man {eize, 
Whene’er we labour under this difeafe : R 

Thefe, though in profp’rous affluence we live, 

‘To ail our joys a bitter tin@ure give z : 
Frail human nature its own poifon breeds, 

And hfe itfelf thy healing virtue necds, 

m is hot and dry,-im the rft demee. Tt isexcelient again 
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t Scurvygraft Fo +: 
A. matany thete is that runs thr ae 
‘Thelnorthern world, which they the Scurvy call, 
‘Thrite happy Greece ! thac feorns the barb’rous 
Norgn ite tongue a nearer does afford. — [word, 
DeffuGtive Monfter! God ne'er Jaid’a curfe 
an like this, nor could he fend a worle, 
thoufand horrid fhapes the monfter wears, 
fAnd in as many hands fierce arms it bears. 
‘This water-ferpent in the belly's bred, 
By nddy fens and fu!ph’rous moiftures fed. 
Him either floth, or tee much labour breeds, 

¢ both from eafe and pain itfelt proceeds; 
‘fe’ from a dying fever he receives 
His birth, and in the afhes of it lives. 
-Of him juft born you eafily may dilpofe, 
‘Then he’s a dwarf, but fopn a giant grows. 
‘That a (mall egg Houta ed a crocodi! 
Of fuch vait bulk and ftréngth, the wond’ring Nile 
‘Thinks that as much amaz'd he ought to ftand, 
As men, when he o’erflows the drowned land. 
With nafty humours and dry falts he’s fed, 
By ftinking wind and vapours nourifhed, 
Even in his cradle he unlucky grows ; 
(Though he be fon of Sloth, no floth this fhews) 
His toils no fooner Hercules began ; 
Monfters now ape that monfter-murd’ring man. 
F’er he’s well born, the limbs he does.opprefs, 
And they are tir'd with very idlencfs; 
‘They languith, and deliberating ftand, 
Loath ta obey the active foul’s command. 
Nor docs it'to your wilder'd fenfe appear 
‘Where their pain is, ‘caufe ’tis ev'ry where. 
‘When men for want of breath can hardly blow, 
Nor purple ftreams in azure channels fow, 
“then the bold enemy fhews he is too nigh ; 
One fo mifchievous carinot hidden lie, 
“he teeth drop out, and noifome grows the breath, 
‘he man not only fmells, but looks like Death. 
Qualms, vomiting, and torturing gripes within, 
Befides unfeemly {pots upon the skin, 
His other fymptoms are; with clouds the mind 
Ike overcatts, and, fettering the fenfe, 
‘Yo life tfeif makes living an offenec. 

‘This monfter Nature gave me to lubdue, 
{Such feats with Herbs  accomplith ’tis not new) 
So the fierce Bull, and watchful Dravon too, 

On Colchis’ fhore the valiant Jafon flew ; 

But whether thole defeated monilers fell 

By virtue of my juice I cannot tell ; 

But them he conquer’d, aud then back he row'd 

O’er the proud waves; nor was it only gold 

He got; he brought away a royal maid 

Belide, (anay all phyficians fo be p 

‘The barlnels.of my tatk my courage 

A pow'rful foe was that I molt deiit'd, 

1 love to be commended, f mult oven, 

And that my name in phyfic-hooks be hewn, 

T envy then whom Galen deigns to name, 

Or old Hippocrates, great fons of Fame, 

Achilles Alexander envy’; why, 

M he complain’d fo juttly, may a 
41 Scareygrafe is roe 
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When Grecian names did other Plants adora, 

Asid were by them as marks of honour born, 

‘I grew inglorious on the British coait, 

(For Britain then no reafon had to boaft) 

Haplefs J on the Gothic fhore did lie, 

Nor was the fea-weed fefs efteem'd than I. 

Now fure ‘tis time thofe loiles were regain’d, 

Which in my youth and fame fo long I have fuf- 
tain’d : 

"Tis time, and fo they are; now I am known, 

Thro’ all the univerfe my fame has flown : 

Who my deferts denies, when by my hands 

‘That tyrant falls that plagues the northern lands? 

Sing Io Pxan; yea, thrice 16 fing. s 

And let the Gothic fhore with triumphs ring ; 

‘That wild difeafe which fuch diiturbance gave, 

Is led before my chariot like a flave. ‘ 


Dodie. “, 
‘Trou neither leaf, nor ftalk, nor root, can'tt thew 
How, in this penfile pofture, doft thou grow ? 
Thou'rt perfect magic : ard I cannot now 
Thofe things you do for miracles allow 5 
‘Thofe wonders, if compar’d to you, are none, 
Since you yourfelf are a far greater one. 
To make the ftrength of other Herbs thy prey, 
‘The huntrefs thou thyfelf for nets dof lay. 
live, Riddle! he that would thy mysteries 
Unfold, muft with fome Oedipus advife. 
No wonder in your arms the Plants you hold. 
‘Thou being all arms muft needs them fo infold : 
For thee large threads the Fatal Sifters {pin, 
But to your work, nor woof, nor web, put in 
Hence ’tis that you fo intricately twine 
About the flax which yields fo long a line. 
Ob! fpovfe moft conitant to a Plant moft dear, 
‘han whom no couple.e’er more loving were, 
No more let Love of wanton ivy boaft, 
Her kindnefs is th’ effe&@ of neughe but lift: 
Another the enjoys; but that ber love 
And fhe are two, -many diftin@ions prove. 
Their ftrength and leaves are diff'rent,and her fruit 
Puts all the difference beyond difput?. 
‘The likcnefs to the parent does profels 
“that the in that is no adultcrefs, 
Her root with different juices is fupply’d, 
And fhe her maiden-name bears, tho’ a bride 
But Dodder on her fpoufe depends alone, 
And nothing in herfelf can call her own : 
Fed with his juice, the on his ftalk is born, 
And thinks his leaves her head full well adorn. 
Whoe'er he be, fhe loves to take his name, 
And mult with him be ev’ry way the fame, 
Alcefte and Evadae, thus inflam’d, 
arc, with fonic others, for their paffion fam'd : 
So, Dodder ! for thy hufband Flax thou’dft die, 
1 guefs, but may" thou fpeed more luckily, 
‘This is her living pailion, but the grows 
Stilt more renown'd for kindrefs which fhe fhewe 
‘To mortal men when fhe ‘as refign’d her breath, 
¥or the of them is mindful even in death, 
‘The liver and the fpleen moft faithfully * 
Of all oppreffions fhe does-eafe and free, 
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Of virtucs, when her hutband ’s weak and poor ? 
‘Who ’d think the liver thould afliftance need, 
A noble part, fram fuch a wretched weed ? 
Ufe, therefore, little things, nor take it ill 

” ‘Phat men fraall things preferve, for lefs may kill. 


fmall a Plant fuch ftrength and 


Wormwood *, 


"Mone children f a baneful weed am thought, 
By none but hags or fiends defir’d or fought : 
‘They think a doctor is in jeft, or mad, 
Hf he agrees not that my juice is bad, 
- The women alfo | offend, I know, 
‘Tho’ to my bounteous hands fo much they owe, 
Few palates do my bitter tafte approve ; 
How few, alas! are well inform’d by Jove ? 
Sweet things alone they love: but in the end 
& They find what bitter guts thofe fweets attend, 
ong naufeoufnefs fucccede thcir fhort-liv'd joys, 
And that which fo much pleas’d the palate cloys, 
‘The palate juftly fufters for.the wrong 
She 'as done the ftomach, into which fo long 
All tafteful food fhe crammv'd, till now, quite tir’d, 
She loaths the daintics the before admir’d. 
A grievous ftench does from the ftomach rife, 
And from the mouth Lernzean poifon flics : 
‘Then they ’re content to drink my harfher juice, 
Which for its hitternefs they ne'er refufe, 
It does not idle in the ftomach lie, 
But, like fome god, gives prefent remedy. 
(8o the warm fun my vigour does reftore, 
When he returns, and the cold winter ’s over.) 
‘There | a jakes out of a ftable throw, 
And Hercules’s labour undergo. 
The ftomach eas'd, its office does repeat, 
And with new-living fire concoéts the meat 
The purple tin@ure foon it does devour, / 
Nor does that chyle the hungry veins o’érpower, 
‘The vifage by degrees freth rofes ftuin, 
And the perfumed breath grows {weet again, 
The good I do Venus herfelf will own ; 
She, tho’ all fweets, yet loves not fweets alone ; 
She wifely mixes with my juice her joys, 
And her delights with bitter things alloys, 
‘We Herbs to different ftudies are inclined, 
And every faGion does its author find : 
Some Epicurus’ fentiments defend, 
And follow pleafure as their only end + 
It is their pride and hoaft fweet fruits to bear, 
And on their heads they flow’ry chaplets wears 
‘Whilft others, courting rigid Zeno’s feet, 
In virtue fruitful, all things elfe negicét : 
They love not pomp, or what delights the fenfe, 
and think all ’s well if they give no offence. 
And none a greater Stoic is than J, , 
‘The Stoa’s pillars on my ftalk rely. 
Let others pleafe, to profit is my pleafure, 
The love I lowly gain ’s a lafting treafure, 
In towns debauch’d he’s the beft officer 
‘Who moft cenforious is and moft fevere : ‘ 
Such L am, and fuch you, dear Cato! were” 
* lt Arengthens the flomach snd purgce it of choler, wind, and 


Cruditics, It is good againtt the deopfy and warmes'which occasion. 
td the namr, Wormwood, 
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, But Ino dire revengeful paffion thew, 
| Our fchools in wife men anger don't allow, 
No fault I panith more than that which les 
Within my province, wherefore from my ey¢ 
Choler with hafty fpeed*before me flies: | 
As foon as me it in the ftomach fpies, 
Preparing for a war in martial guife, 
Not daring in its lurking holes to itay, 
It makes a fwift efcape the backward way : 
I follow him at the heels, and by the feent” 
Find out which way the noifome en’my went. 
Of water, too, I drain the flefh and blood, 
When Winter threatens a devouring flood. 
The Dutchmen with lefs fkill their country drain, 
And turn the cvurte of waters back again, 
Somctimes th’ obftructed reins too narrow grow, 
and the falt floods back to their fountains flow : 
Unhappy fate! the heighb’ring members quake, 
And all th’ adjacent country feems to fhake : 
Then I begin the waters thus to chide; 
“ Why, fluggifh Waters! do you ftop your tide ? 
“ Glide on with me, Pil break the rampires 
down 
“ That ftop the channel where 
“ flown.” 
This all rho members does rejoice and cheer, 
Who of a difmat deluge ftood in fear, 
Men-cating worms I from the body feare, 
And congs’ring arms againft the plague pre~ 
pare. 
(Voracious Worm! thou wilt moft certainly 
Heir of our bodies be whene'er we dic 3 
Defer a while the meal which, in the grave, 
Of human viands thou e’er long mutt have.) 
‘Thofe vermine infants’ bowels make their food, 
And love to fuck their fill of tender blood ; 
‘They cannot ftay cill Death ferves up their feaft, 
But greedily {natch up the meat undrefs'’d, 
Why fhould I fpeak of fleas ? fuch foes I hate, 
So bafely born, ev’n to enumerate ¢ 
Such duit-born, fkipping pointe of life; IMay, » 
Whofe only: virtue is to run away, Z 
My triumphs to fuch numbers do amount, 
‘That I the greater ones can hatdly count : 
‘To fuch a bulk the vaft account does fwell, 
‘That I fome trophies lofe which 1 fhould tell, 
Oft’ wand’ring Death is fcatter'd thro’ the dies, 
And thro’ the elements infedtion flies : 
‘The earth below is fick, the air above ; 
Slow rivers prove they ’re fickly whilft they move: 
All things Death’s arms in cold embraces catch, 
Life even the vital air away doth fnatch. 
To remedy fuch evils God took care, 
Nor me as leaft of med’cines did prepare. 
Of’, too, they fay, I (tho’ no giant neither) 
Flave born the shock of three firgng foes together: 
Not without r@afon, therefore, or in vain, 
Did conqu’ring Rome my honour fo maintain : 
‘The conqu’ror a triumphal draught of me 
Drank as the guerdon af his viory ; 
Holding the crowned goblet in his hand, 
He cry'd aloud, * This cup can health command ; 
“ Nor docs it ’caufe ’tis bitter pleafe me lefs;  * 
“« My toils were fo in which I met fuccefs."* ° 


you once have 
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Waterlity *. 
vr flight me, ‘caufe a bog my belly feeds, 
Adi Tam found among a crowd of reeds? 
Pri{no green vulgar daughter of the Earth, 
Byf to the noble Waters owe my birth. 
Lffas a goddefs of no mean degree, 
t Love, alas! depos’d my deity : 
le bade me love, and ftraight my kindled heart 
In Hercules's triumphs bore a part. 
i with his fame and actions fell in love, 
And limbs, that might become his father Jove; 
And, by degrees, mea ftrong impulfe hurPd, 
That man t’ enjoy who conguer'd all the world. 
To tell you true, that night I moft admir’d 
When he got fifty fons, and was not tir’d. 
Now, hlufhine, fuch deeds hate Ito profels ; 
But 't was a night of noble wickednefs, 
He (to be short) my honour ftain’d, and he 
Had the firt flower of my virginity : 
But he, by his father Jove’s example led, 
Rambled, and could not brook a fingle bed. 
Fierce monftrous beafts, and tyrants, worfe than 
they, 2 
All o’er the world he ran to feek and flay ; 
But he, the tyrant, for his guerdon fill 
A maid requires, if he a monfter kill. 
All womankind to me his harlots are, 
Ev'n goddeflcs in my fufpicion fhare. 
Perih me, let the fan this water dry, 
And may I fcorch’d in this burnt puddle die, 
If] of Juno were not jealous grown, 
And thought I fhew’d her hatred in my own; 
(Perhaps, faid 1, my paflion he derides, 
And I'm the fcorn of all his virtuous brides. 
Grief, anger, fhame, and fury vex my mind, 
But, maugre all, Love's darts thofe paflions blind) 
If I from tortures of eternal grief 
Did not defign by death to feek relief. 
But goddeffes in love can never dic; 
Hard fate! our punithment 's eternity. 
Meantime, I’m all in tears hoth night and day, 
And as they drop, my tedious hours decay. 
Into a lake the ftanding fhowers grow, 
And o’er my feet th’ united waters flow 
‘Then (as the difmal boat of mifery) 
i triumph in my gricf’s fertility, 
“Till Jove at length, in pity, from above, 
Said I fhould never from that fen remove. 
His word my body of its form bereft, 
And ftraight all vanith’d that my grief had left. 
My knotty root under the earth does fink, 
And makes me of a club too often think. 
My thirfty leaves no liquor can fuffice ; 
My tears are now return’d into my eyes. 
My form its ancient whitenefs fil! retains, 
And priftine palenefs in my cheeks remains. 
Now in perpetual mirth my days I pals; 
‘We Plants, believe me, are an happy race ; 
‘We truly feel the fun’s kind influence, 
Cool winds and warmer air refreth our fenfe, 
Nedtar in dew does from Aurora rife, 
And earth ambrofia untill’d fupplies. 
# It takes away morphews and teckies. It is cald im the fecond 
fearee. Its root and feed are drying, !ut the flower moiftens. Be- 


‘ing applied to the forengad and nafirils, it curs the Dgadach. 
PolegwD, aps ts very cooling, = Fixy % 
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I pity man, whom thoufand cates perplex; 

And cruel love, that greateft plague, does vex; 

Whilft mindful of the ills I once endur’d, ‘ 

His flames by me are quench’d, his wounds aré 

I triumph that my vitor I é’erthrow; — [cur’as 

Such changes tyrants’ thrones fhould undergo. 

Don’t wonder, Love! that thee thy flave fhould. ; 

Alcides’ montters taught me to defeat: [beat # 

And left, unhappy Boy! thou shouldft believe 

All handfome folks thy cruel yoke-receive, 

T have a wath that beautifies the face, 

Yet chaftly look in my own wat’ry glafs, 

Diana’s mien, and Venus’ face I lend, 

So to both deities I prove a friend : 

But left that god fhould artfully his flame. 

Conceal, and burn me in another’s name, 

All heats in general I refift, nay I 

‘To all that’s hot am a fworn enemy. 

Whether diftra@ing flames with fury fly 

Thro’ the burnt brain, like comets thro’ the fky 

Or whether from the belly they afcend, 

And fumes all o’er the body fwiftly fend 5 

Whether with fulph’rous fire the veins within 

‘They kindle, or juft finge che outward fkin ; 

Whate’er they are, my awful juice they fly, : 

When glimmering through the pores they run and 
die. 

Why wink’ft thou? why doft fo with half an eye 

Look on me! Oh! my fleepy root 's too nigh : 

Befides, my tedious difcourfe might make : 






Any man have but little mind to wake © [take 
Without that’s help; thus then our leaves we 


Spkenwort; or, Miltwofe' q. 


Me cruel Nature, when fhe made me, gave 

Nor ftalk, nor feed, nor flow’r, as others have. 

‘The fun ne’er warms me, nor will Nature’ allow 

I thould in cultivated gardenssgrow ; 

And, to augment the torment@f my years, 

No lovely colour in my leaves appears. 

You ’d think me heav'n’s averfion, and the earth 

Had brought me forth at fome chance f{purious 
birth: 

Vain outward gaudy thews mankind farprife, 

And they refign their reafon to their eyes, 

‘To gardens no poor Plant admittance gains, 

For there, God wot, the painted tulip reigns 

But the wife gods mind no fuch vanity ; 

Phebus, above ail tulips, values mes © 

So does that Coan, old Hippocrates, 

Who the next place to Phecbus challenges : 

For when the members Nature did divide, 

And over fuch or fuch bade Herbs prefide, 

I of the favage and unruly fpleen, 

A ftubborn province, was created queen = 

I that reftrain, thongh it refift my power, 

And bring its fwelling rebel humour lower + 

The paflages with rampircs it in vain 

Obftru@s: I quickly break them down agains 

All commerce I with fpeedy force reftore, 

And the ways epen all my kingdom o'er, 


¥ The virtucs of this Herb are told in its name. Vitruvius Saye, 
that in Crete, where this Herb abounds, the felac have av fplern: 
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if T don’t take that courfe, it furious grows, 

And iato every part contagion throws: 

‘With pois'nous vapours it infe&s the blood, 

And life itfelf drinks of a ven’mous flood. 

Foul loprofy upon the fkin appears, 

And the chang’d vifage Death's pale colours wears: 
Hence watchfulnefs, diftracting cares and‘ears, 
And pain proceeds, with hufty killing fears : 
Hence halters, cruel Love! our necks releafe 
From thy more fatal yoke, and daggers cafe ; 
Our fouls of life’s incurable difeafe, 

May no fuch monftrous evils good men hurt; 
Jove and muy virtue all fuch things avert! 

The treafurer ‘Trajan rightly to the fpleen 





Compar’d; for when that fwells, the body’s lean. - 


Why do you liugh ? is it becaufe that I 

Pretend to know the Roman hiftory ? 

Ja dull ftock, and not a Plant, fhould be, 

Having fo long kept doctors” company, 

If their difcourfe fhould not advantage me. 

{t has, and 1 great wonders could relate, 

But I'm a Plant that ne’cr was given to prate, 

But, to return from whence ¥ have digrefs’d, 

I many creatures eafe by {pleen oppreis'd. 

Crete, though fo us’d to lie, you may belicve, 

When for their fwine their thanks to me they give. 

‘The wretched afs, whom conftant’ labour tires, 

Sick of the fpleen my fpeedy aid defircs, 

Eating my leaves (for | relieve his pain) 

He cheerfully refumes bis work again, 

Now, if you can, vain painted fow’rs admirc, 

Delights fcarce fooner born than they expire ; 

They're fair, ’tis truc, they’re cheerful, and 
they’re green ; 

But J, though fad, procure a gladfome mien. 


Lettuce. 


Some think your commendation you deferve, 
Caufe you of old Auguftus | did preferve. 

Why did you ftilleprolong that fatal breath 

‘That banifh’d Ovid, and was Tully’s death ? 

But J fuppofe that neither of ’em you, 

Nor orator, nur poet ever knew ; 

Wherefore | wonder not you fhould comply, 
And the world’s tyrant fo far gratify, 

‘hot truly to all tyrants art of ufe, 

Their madnefs flies before thy pow’ rful juice ; 
‘Their heads with better wreaths, U prithce, crown, 
And let the world in them thy kindnets own. 

At thy agmmand forth from its feorched heart, 
Of tyrants Love, the greatett docs depart ; 

Falfe love, | mean, for thou ne'er try’ft to expel 
‘True Love, who, tike a good king, governs well : 
Juftly that dogitar, Cupid, thou do’ hate, 
Whole fire kills Herbs, and monfers docs create. 








Upon the fame. 


Kiar me with bread and oil, you'll ne’er repine, 
Or fay in Summer you want meat to dine, 

‘the world’s firlt Golden Age fuch viands bleis'd, 
J was the chief ingredicnt at a feaft : 


4 Auguttua is Gait to Lave Deen prefervig in bis Meknefs by Lect 


wee. Tiiny 
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Large bodies for the demi-gods my juice, i 

And blood proportionable, did produce + 

‘Then neither fraud, nor force, nor luft, was kn¢wn; 

Such ills their rife from too much heat muft gwn, 

Let their vile name religioufly be curs’d, 

Who to bafe glutt’ny gave dominion firft ; 

For thence fprang vise, whofe train diitemp\ye 
were, 

And death did in new ghaftly thapes appear, 

Shun cruel tables, that with blood are dy'd, 

And banquets by deftru@ive Death fupply'd. 

Sick, if not well, thou ‘It Herbs defire, and we 

Shall prove, if not thy meat, thy remedy. 


Eyebright. 


Enver, fweet Stranger ! to my eyes reveal 
Thy(elf, and gratefully thy poet heal, 

If I of Plants have any thing deferv'd, 

Or m my verfe their honour be preferv’d. 

‘Thus, lying on the grafs, and fad, pray'd I, 
Whilft nimbly Eyebright came and ftood juit by : 
1 wonder'’d that fo noble an Herb fo foon 

Rofe by my fide like a champignon ; 

I faw her not before, nor did fhe appear, 

For any thing I knew, to he fo near. 

On a black ftatk, nine inches Jong, fhe grew, 
With leaves al notch'd, and of a greenith hue ; 
While pretty flowers on her top the bore, 

With ycllow mix’d and purple ftreaks aff'o’er ¢ 

1 knew her ftraight, her name and vifage {uit, 
And my glad eyes their patronefs falute. —_[{talk, 
Strange news! to me fhe bow’d with flow’r and 
And thus, in janguage fit for her, did talk : 
“was low for Herbs that modeft cuftom love, 
Hoarfe murmurs of the trees they don’t approve: 
“hou only Bard! (faid fhe) o’ th’ verdant race, 
Who in thy fongs do’ft all our virtues trace ; 

All micn are not allow’d our voice to hear, 

‘Tho’ fuch refpeé to you, our friend, we bear; 
We hate the cuftom which with men obtains, 
‘To flight a kind ingenuous poet's pains. 

1 wifh my root could heal you, and 1 ’m fure 
Our nation all would gladly fee the cure ; 

But if by Nature's felf it be withftood, 

"the pow'r of Herbs, alas! can do no good : 
Nature's injunctions none of us withflands, 
We're flaves to all her Ladythip's commands. 
Let what fhe gives your appetite fuffice, 

Nor grumble when the any thing denies, ; 
Yor fhe with fparing hands large gifts fupplics : 
But if fome malady impair the fight, 

Or wine, or love that’s blind, and hates the lights 
Or furfeits, watchful cares, or putrid air, 

Or numerous other things that hurtful are, 

‘Yhen am I ufeful. If you would engage 

‘Te count my conquefts, or the wars | wage, 

V1 “ning-far much fooner would go down, 

3 the fields in dewy neétar drown. 

Olt’ a falt flood, which fram the head deicends, 
With the eyes’ frefher ftreams its cutrent blends, 
‘Vhat pain which cauies many wat'ry eyes, 

From its own tears itfelf does here arife. 

Ol? times the channels of a paler flood 

| Ave fill'd, and iwell wish flrange unnatural blood, 




















:. Epot il 


id by a gueft who thither lately came, 

¢ houfe is fet all on a raging flame. 
ake carc, if your fmall world’s bright fun appear 

Bipod-red, or he'll foon leave your hemifphere. 
«” fugyes and wand’ring flics obfcure the cye, 
fad in thofe clouds ftrange montters feem to fly. 
‘ume! what does thy dull footy vifage here ? 
fee no fire, that thou fhouldit he fo near : 
Or what (with a mifchief) means the troublefome 
I'd as foon have the god of Flies as nigh [Ay? 
Oft' times the fight js darken’d with falle fnow, 
And night itfelf in blanohed robes does go : 
‘Whilft thapes of diftant things that real were, 

In different colours, or in none, appear. 

‘Tumours and cancers, puftules, ulcers, why 
Should I recount thofe torments of the eye ? 

Or thoufands more, which I’m afraid to name, 
Left when J tell them they my tongue inflame, 
Or that which from its hollow length men ‘call 
Piftula [Pipe] a name too mufical. 
All theie I tame, the air my virtue clears, 
Whilft the clouds vanith, and the day appears. 
"The joyful face {miles with diffufed light, 
‘What comelinefs is mix'd with that delight! 
You know Arnoldus (if you ‘ave read him o'er) 
Did fight by me to men ftoneblind reftore. 

Lis true; and my known virtug ought to be 
The more efteem’d for that ftrange prodigy. 
With my kind leaves he bids you tinge your wines, 
And profit with your pleafure wifely joins, 
‘Thofe light will truly give, and facred bowls, 
Bacchus, will dwell in your enlarged fouls : 
‘Vhen call thy boy with a capacious cup, 

And with that wine be fure to fill it up, 

‘Lill thou haft drunk for all the amorous dames 
An health to ev’ry letter of their names : 
‘Then drink un health to th’ cyes, they won't refufe 
(I'm confident) to pledge you in my juice, 
But we lofe time 5 go; carefully rehearfe 
What I have faid in never-dying verfe.”” 

She {pake, then vanifhing away fhe flow ; 

» Reader! eclt you nothing but what ’s true, 


Winter-Chervies G. 


‘Wuen I ftand mufing (as 1 often do)’ 

I'm fili’d with fhame and noble anger too, 

‘Fo think that all we Plants (except fume few 
Whom Phebus with more vigour did endue) 
Cannot away with Winter's nipping fare, 

But more effeminate than mankind are. 

From father-Sun and mother-Earth in vain 

We fprung ; they both your figure {till retain. 
"fo our delights why don’t the feafons yield, 
And banifh Winter from cach verdant field ? 
Why in Elyfian gardens don’t we grow, 

‘Where no chill blafts may on our beauties blow ? 
‘We're halcyons forfooth, and can’t with cafe 
Bring forth, unlefs the world be all at peace. 
Nor is this foftnets only to be found 

Among fmall Herbs, till creeping on the ground ; 
Great elms and oaks themfclves it does control, 
In their hard bark they wear a tender foul, 


5 
¥ It jsexcellent againt the ficuc, and all difesics of the bladder 


fOemceio Latin ealled Veticariae 
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‘Thefe huffs effeminacy count no crime? oh 

You'd think in furamer they:o heav’n would climby:- 

But if the year its back upon them turn, 

Each giant creeps back into th’ earth his urn; 

Here lics—you on his bulky triok may write. 

For thame! there lie; let not the thold fie light#t 

But I, who very hardly dare receive a 

The name of Shrub (though Pliny gives 

The dreadful Winter to the combat d: 

‘Though heav’n itfelf fhould fall, 7 

‘The Winter comes, and I’m by fer 

She comes with legions numberlets, wel 

‘Then I my fruit produce, and having 

Expos'd them to her, cry, Now, do.thy 3 

Pour, pour upon them all the rain i’ th’ fy, 

It will not wafte away their fcarlet dye; 

Pour fnow, their purple thence will grow morg 
bright, Reve 

Some ted in a white veffel gives delight ¢ 

So the red Jip the ivory teeth befriends, 

And a white fkin the rofy ‘cheeks conimends, 

With fuch like rudiments do { inure 

My virtue, and the force of it fecure 5 

I who rebellious Sicknefs muft fubduc, 

And ev'ry day freth viétories purfuc. 

‘Yhus did I learn vaft tones to brezk in twaing 

And ice, at firft, put me to little pain: 

For I not only water do expel, 

(‘Uhat other weaker Plants can do as well) 

But fuch hard rocks of adamant | break, 

As Hannibal to pafs would prove too weak, 

Unhappy he who on this ruck is tofs'd, 

And fbipwreck’d, is in his own waters loft ! 

Ev'n Sifyphus might pity and henioah 

‘Vhe wretch that's tortur’d with an inbred ftoneés 

How does he envy, ah! how much, the dead, 

Whofe corpfe with ftones are only covered ! 

Would { vot help him? might the earth divide 

And twallow me if I my aid deny'd 

‘Vhen I mytelf child of fome rock muft own, = 

And that my roots were veingot hardeft flon¢ 2 

But traly | do pity fuch a man, 

And the obdurate matter quickly catt 

Diflolve ; my piercing liquor round it lies, 

And ftraight into a thoufand parts it flies ; 

‘The long-obftructed ftreams then glide away, 

And fragments with them of the ilone convey. 
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Srindeew 3 or, Luflwort 


To fay thé trath, Nature ’s too kind to thee, 

For all thy days tho@ {pefid’ft in luxury. 

“Vhy tflow'rs are filver, and a purple down 
Covers thy body like a filken gown { Z 
Whilft, to increafe thy pomp and pride, cach veiit 
Of thine a golden humour does contain, 

Each leaf is holtow made, juft like a cup, 

Which liquor always to the brim filis up: 

‘The drunken fon cannot exhauft thy bowl; 

Nor Sirius himfelf, that thirfty foul. 

Fall thou furvey'ft the patched fields around; 
And envioully in thy own fiéods art drown’ds 
Drinking, the thitfty months thou laugh’tt away, 
‘The hydra of thy {pring 's reviv'd cach day. i 


@ Volgariy called alfo Koia Sotis. 
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Thy Nile from fecret fources moiitens thee, 
And bids thee merry, though Jove angry be. 


Upon the fames 


Tuy conquer’d ivy, Bacchus! now throw down, 
"And of this Herb make a far nobler crown. 

This Herb with Plenty’s bountcous current feeds; 
Plenty, which conftantly it(elif fucceeds : 

Bo thy extended guts thy godthip fwills, 

And its own felf thy tilted hoghhead fills 

So at Jove’s table gods the goblet drain, 

Bot ftraight with nedtar it grows full again. 

Nor do the cups the Phrygian ftripling need 

To fill them, each is his own Ganymede. 

So in the heart that double lufty bowl, 

{In which the foul itfelf drinks life and foul) 
"That heav'nly bowl, made by an heav’nly hand, 
With purple nedtar always crown'd does ftand : 
Of what fhe {pends Nature ne’er fees the lack, 
‘What one throws out, another brings it back. 
Blefs'd Plant ! brimful of moifture radical ! 

No wonder thou the fpirits, left they fal, 
Support’ ft, or that confumptive bodies you, 

And the firm limbs, bind with a lafting gluc; 

Or that life’s lamp, which ready is to die, 

‘Wich fuch vivacious oil you can fupply : 

No wonder to the lungs thou grateful art, 

‘Thy conftant waters feed that {pongy part. 

‘You Venus alfo loves, for though you're wet, 
Your infide, like your outfide, is burnt with heat. 
Thefe are Luft’s clements, of heat fhe makes 

A foul, and moifture for her body takes, 


Sowbread {. 


Tne dropping bloody nofe you gently bind, 
But loofen the clofe hemorrhoids behind ; 

And ‘tis but nat’ra) that who fhuts the fore, 
Should at the fame *ime open the backdvor. 


Upon the fame, 


Srx how with pride the grovelling potherb fwells, 
And faucily the generous vine repels : 
Her, that great emp’ rors oft’ in trinmph drew, 
A bafe unworthy Colewort docs fubdue : 
But though o'er that the wretch vidorious be, 
ic cannot ftand, puifant Phing ! near thee : 
For mez tro mea’tines ftill myut give the place, 
“Ehat feeds difeafes, which away thefe chrale. 
You bravely men and other Plant: outvic, 
‘Who no kind office do until they die, 
‘Thy virtues thou, yet living, do’ft impart, 
And ev'n to thy own garden phyfic art. 
‘Though on me Greece beftow'da gracefulname, , 
Which well the figure of my leaves became, 
‘Th’ apothecaries have a new one found, 
(Dull knaves! that hate the very Greek word's 
found) 
And from a nafly fow, (whofe very name 
‘sinks on my tongue) have ftigmatiz’d my fame : 
ReColewort is Sid to kill the vine, 
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But I to them more than to fwine give bread ; 
‘They are the hogs by my large bounty fed. 


Upon the fame, 


Msg virtue dries all ulcerous running fores, 
And native foftnefs to the ikin reftores : 

My pow’s hard tumours cannot, if I lift; 
Either with water or with fire refift. 

Of fcares, by burning caus’'d, I clear the face, 
Nor let fmalipox the countenance difgrace. 
My conqu’ring hand pimpgenets cannot shun, 
Nor blackifh yellow fpots the face o’errun; 
Morphew departs, and out each freckle flies, 
Though from our god himfelf they had their rife. 
Nor Jeave I onght upon the cheeks of laffes, 

‘To make ‘em fhy of looking in their glaffes 

Nor doubt ! but that fex much thanks will give, 


For that the pangs of childbirth I relieve. 


Upen the fame. 


Tw my fire that falfe gold, the jaundice, I 

Confume, (true gold {carce does more injury} 

Black blood, at my command, the back way flows; 

Nafty itfelf, through nafty holes it goes. 

Choier and phlegm yellow and white, I drain; 

‘They wear the dear metals colours both in vain. 

All meteors from the eyes I drive away, 

And whatfoe’er ob{cures the {mall world ’s day. 

I of the gout remove the very feed, 

And all the humours which that torment breed. 

‘thorns, fplinters, nails, 1 draw, who wond’ring 
ftand 

How they could fo come forth without an hand. 

‘This is the Jeaft : all poifons I expel, 

And Death force thence, where it was like to dwell. 

Infants that know not what it is to live, 

Before they ’re wretched, from the womb ! drive. 

Oh, Heav’ns! fays the ign'rant amaz’d world, 
what ’s this? 

Js *t a diftemper to be born? Yes, ’tis ; 

Vor if we make a true account, ’tis more 

Advantage life to hinder than reftore. 





Duck’ s Meat. 


A susty frog a duck fwears is fuch meat 

(Patten’d by me) as Jove himfelf may eat ; 

And if thd learnd Apicius knew that, difh, 

He'd hungry grow, though dead, and life would 
with. 

By this our value’s in fome meafure fhewn ; 

Lut I’m not bern te fatten ducks alone, 

Nor o’cr green ponds did Nature carpets ftrow, 

"Phat fhe to flimy frogs good will might shew. 

From me great benefits all the world muft own, 

‘Tho’ long time hid, they’re many yet unknown, 

In a [mall ring the wits of learned men 

Run, and the tame, confin’d, trace o’er agen. 

‘The Plants which Nature through the univerfe 

In various fhapes and colours does difperfe, 

Why fhouid { mention? this their ign’rance fhewa, 


and is itfeif kilted Dg this { ‘Vhat ev’n of me mankind fo littl knows ; 
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82 aething they do, and more ¥ would reveal, 
W. ich Pheebus and the Fates bid me conceal : 
Bu this I'll tell you; dry blew cankers I 
An { choleric fire of hot St. Anthony, 

Do, foon extinguifh, and all other flames, 
‘Wratever are their natures or their names, 
JV.y native cold and wat’ry temper fhew 
Who my chill parent is, and where I grow + 
‘Thus when the water in the joints inclos’d 
Bubbles, by pain and natural heat oppos’d, 
‘The boiling caldron my {trong virtue rules, 
And fprinkled with my dew the fury cools, 
Rofemary. Touching the bite of the Tarantula. 

Davnian Arachne! who fpinn’ft all the day, 

Nor to Minerva will it ev’n yet give way ; 

Whilft thy own bowels thou to lawn doft weave, 

What pleafure canft thou from fuch pains re- 

ceive ? 

Why thy fad hours in fuch bafe deeds doft fpill, 

Or do things fo ridiculoufly ill? : 

Why doft thou take delight to ftop our breath, 

Or act the ferious {ports of cruel Death ? 

‘Whom thou fcarce toucheft ftraight to rave he’s 

found ; 

He raves although he hardly feels thy wound. 

One atom of thy poifon in the vcins 

Dominion foon o’er all the body gains ; 

Within upon the foul herfelf it preys, 

Which it diftra&ts a thoufand cruel ways: 

One's filent, whilt another roars aloud 5 

He’s fearful, th’ other fights with th’ gazing 

crowd : 

‘This cries, and this his fides with laughter shakes, 

A thoufand habits this fame fury takes ; 

But all with love of dancing are poffefs’d, 

All day and night they dance, and never reft ; 

As foon as mufic from ftruck ftrings rebounds, 

Or the full pipes breathe forth their magic founds, 

“The ftiff old woman ftraight begins a round, 

And the lethargic fleeper quits the ground : 

‘The poor lame fellow, though he cannot prance 

So nimble as the reft, he hops a dance : 

‘The old man, whom this merry poifon fires, 

Satyrs themfelves with dancing almoft tires. 

To fuch a fad frenetic dance as this 

A Siren, fure, the fitteft minftrel is, 

Cruel diftemper! thy wild fury proves 

Wortt mafter of the revels which it loves; 

‘When this fad Pyrrhic meafure they begin, 

Ah! what a weight hangs on their hearts within, 

‘Tell me, Phyficians ! which way shall I eafe 

Poor mortals of this ftrange unknown difeafe ? 

For me may Phoebus never more protect 

(Whofe godhead you and [ fo much refpe@) 

If 1 know any more (to tell you true) 

‘Whence this dire mifchief fprings, than one of you: 

But to the heart (you know it) and the brain, 

Thofe diftant provinces in which { reign, ¢ 

(To you, my Friends! £ no falfe ftories feign.) 

Auxiliary troops of {pirits I 

Send, and the camp with freth recruits fupply. 


ae ee ee a) ee a i eS Lee Amen 
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The merry Baum and Rue with ferpents kills, 

Cent’ ry, and Saffron, from Cilician hills, 

And thou, kind Birthwort ! whofe aufpicious name 

From thy good deeds to teeming women came ; 

The kind Pomegranate alfo does engage, z 

With her bright arms, and my dear fifter Sage. 

Berries of Laurel, Myrtle, Tamarifk, 

Ivy nor Juniper are very brifk : 

Lavender and fweet Marjoram march away, 

Southernwood and Angelica do n’t ftay : 

Plantain, the Thiftle which they Bleffed calk, 

And ufeful Wormwood, in their order fall ; 

Then Carrot, Anife, and white Cumin feed, 

With Gith, that pretty, chafte, black Togug, 
proceed : 

Next Vipers’agrafs, a Plant but lately known, 

And Tormentil, and Rofes red, ful! blown ; 

To which I Garlic may, and Onions, join ; 

All thefe to fight I lead; go, give the fign. 

With indignation I am vex’d, and hate 

Soft mufic that great praife fhould arrogate, 

Poets will fay, "tis true (they ’re giv'n to lie) 

Willing their miftrefs fo to gratify ; 

But food I fay it does, not phyfic, prove 

To madmen, (witnefs all that are in Jove !) 

She to a fhortliv’d folly does fupply 

Conftant additions of new vanity ; j 

And here (to shew her wit and courage too) 

Flatters the tyrant whom fhe fhould fubdue. 

It is the greateft part of the difeafe, 

That fhe does fo immoderately pleafe ; 

’Tis part of the difeafe, that fo they throw 

And tofs themfelves, which does for phyfic go, 

‘This plagvie itfelf is plagu'd fo night and day, 

‘That tir’d with labour, it flies quite away. 

¥ alfo lend an hand to eafe her grief, 

When from her own ftrength Nature feeks relief. 

*Tis fomething that I do; but truly I 

Think the difeafe is its own remedy, a 


Mint. 


Taxe my advice, Men! and no riddles ufe 5 

Why will not you rather to fpeak plainly choofe ? 

If you ‘re afraid your fecrets fhould be told, 

Your tongues you (that’s the fureft way) may 
hold. 

Why fhould we Senfe, with barbarous cruelty, 

Put to the rack, to make it tell a lie? 

Of this juft reafon I have to complain ; 

Qld dubious faws long fince my fame do ftain. 

How many ill conjectures grounded are 

On this, that ] muft ne’er be fef in war {. 

‘The reader of a thing obfcure will be 

Inclin’d to carp, and to take liberty : 

Hence one fays Mint Mars does entirely hate, 

And Mint to Venus alfo is ingrate. 

Mars loves as well to get as to deftroy 

Mankind, the booty of his fierce employ. 

Mint from the feed all feminal virtue takes, 

And of britk men dull frigid eunuchs makes. 


{ Aciotle gave the world 2 rule, Neither cat Mint nor plant 


g varioufly underftoud by his 
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And then (to make the fpreading error crcep 

, Farther and farther ftill) they hear J keep 
‘Their milk from thick’nings ; but how this I do, 
T'll tell you on thefe terms alone, that you 

-_ Shall me before refolve how firft you gain 
Netions of chings, then how you them retain. 
Thin I date boldly fay, the fire of love 
‘With genial heat { gently do improve ; 
‘Though conftantly the noble human feed 
‘Phat facred lamp with vital oit does feed : 
For what to Venus e’er will faithful feem, 
Tf heat itfelf an enemy you eftezm ? 
Whether I know her Proferpine can tell, 
I by my punithment am clear’d too well. 
Befides, nought more the ftomach rectifies, 
Or ftrengthens the digeftive faculties. 
Such, fuch a Plant, that feeds the am’rous flame, 
I€ Venus loves not, fhe is much to blame ; 
And with ingratitude the feed I may 
Charge, ifto me great thanks it do not pay. 
But other caufes others have aflignd, 
‘Who make the reafon which they cannot find, 
‘They fay wounds, if I touch them, bleed anew, 
And I wound wounds themifelves ; ’t is very true; 
For Ta dry aftringent pow’r retain, 
By which all ulcers of their gore 1 drain : 
I bloody-finxes ftop; my virtues fure 
‘The wounds that Nature’s felf has made to cure + 
On bites cf ferpents and mad dogs 1 {eize, 
And them (war’s hurts are flight) { heal with eafe. 
1 fcarce dare mention that from galling 1, 
If in the hand } 'm born, preferve the thigh. 
D’ ye laugh? laugh on, fu 1 with laughter may 
Requite the feandals which on me youday ; 
Of which fome I omit, and the true caule 
Of all will tell, (and then fhe made a paufe.) 
‘Though f abhor my forrows to recall, 
{And here the tears down her green cheeks did 
T did not always in your gardens yrow, (fan, 
But once a comely virgin’s face could fhew, 
Black though 1 was, (Cocytus was iny fire; 
Yet beauty had to kindle amorous fire. 
Left any one should think this is a lie, 
Ovid will tell you fo, as well as 1, 
My father had a pleafant fhady grove, 
Where he perpetually to walk did love ; 
‘There mournful yew and fun’ral cyprefs grow, > 
Whofe melancholy greets no Winter know, 
With other trees whofe locks their forrow fhew. 
Here Pluto (Jove of th’ infernal throne) 
Saw me as | was walking all alone ; 
He faw me, and was pleas’d; for his defire 
At any face, or white or black, ta re, 
Ah! if you knew him but fo well as I, 
He is an unfatiable deity ; 
He never flands a tender maid to woo, 
But cruelly by violence falls to. 
He caught me, though I fled till out of breath 
1 was; I thought he would have be:o my death, 
What could 1 do? his ftrength was far above 
Mine; he the ftrength has of his brether Jove. 
In fhort, me to a fecret cave be led, 
And there the ravither got my maidenhead ; 
But in the midft of all his wickedneis, 
(How it fell out the poets den’t exprefs, 
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Nor can you think that 1, poor creature, well’. 
‘The caule, at fuch a time as that, could tell) 
Lo! Proferpine, his wife, came in, and found 
My wretched limbs all proitrate on the group {. 
She no excufe would hear, nor me again |, 
Let rife; but faid, there fix’d I fhould remain. \ 
She fpake, and ftraight my body I perceiv’d —\ 
(Each limb diffoly’d) of all its ftrength bereav'dY 
My veins are all ftraight rooted in the earth. 
(From wheace my ruddy ftatk reecives its birth) 
A blufhing crown of flow’rs adorn my bead, 
My leaves are jagged, of a darkith red ; ‘ 
And fo a Jovely bed of Mint 1 make 

In the fame pofture that the did me take. 

But the infernal ravifher my fate 

(’LEwould move a devil) did commiferate ; 

And his refpect for what | was to thew, 

Great virtue on my leaves he did beftow < 

Rich qualities to humble me he gave, 

Of which my fragrant {mell’s the leaft I have 
Allchis the Ancients undertood was true, 

And thence their great religious caution grew: 
‘They thought me facred to th’ Infernal King, 
And that ’t was ominous for me to {pring 

In times of death and danger, nor would let 
Me in the midit of war and blood be fet: 

But they miftaken were; for I take care 

That others be not caught in his ftrong fnare, 
Nor pafs the Styyian lake without grey hair. 


Miffeltoe, 
Wexcome, thrice welcome, facred Miffeltoe! 
‘The greateft gift Teutates § docs beftow ¢ 
With more religion Druid priefts invoke 
"Whee, than thy facred fturdy fire the oak : 
Raife holy altars from the verdant ground, 
And ftrow your various flow'rs ail around 3 
Next Jet the prieft, when to the gods he ‘as paid 
All due devotion, and his orifons made, 
Cloth'd all in white, by the attendants be 
With hands and necks rais’d to the facred tree; ~ 
Where, that he may more freely it receive, 
Let him firft beg the fhrub’s indulgent leave, 
And when he ’as cut it with a golden hook, 
Let the expecting crowd, that upward look, 
Array'd in white, the falling treafure meet, 
And catch it ina pure, clean, {nowy theet 5 
‘Then let two fpotleis bulls before him lie, 
And with their grateful blood the altars dye; 
Which when you ’ave done, then feat}, and dance, 
and fing, 
And let the wood with their loud voices ring. 
Such honour had the Miffeltoe, which hate 
And envy to it did in gods create. 
‘Th’ Egyptian temples do not louder found, 
When there again the adored heifers found; 
Nor did the feem lefs majeity to wear 
(If any tree there Miffeltoe did bear) 
When in Dedona’s grove upon an oak 
She grew, that in its hollow oracles fpoke ; 
For this onc Plant the Ancients, above all 
Protectrefs of their life did think and call; 
She enly from the carth loaths to be born, 
And on the meaner ground to tread thinks {corn ; ~ 
A Tentaics and Hsfus were the twe greatest gods of the Gauls, 


Bul. 


Nor did the frons prolific matter come, 
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But, like the world, from Nothing’s fruitful } And colour good, as in an Herb you ’ave fen, 


Obhers are fet, and grow by human care, 

Hpr leaves the product of mere Nature are; 

Hence ferpents fhe of their black ftings difarms, 

baffles (man’s worft poifon) magic charms, 

ides all other kinds of maladies 

(How numberlefs, alas!) that on us feize, 

Nor wonder that all other illsit beats, _ 

Since the Herculean fickneds it defeats ; 

Than which none more chimera-like appears, 

One part of it is dead, the other raves and tears. 

"This moofter fhe fubdues, hence ’t was believ’d 

(And truly though it was falfe, it was receiv’d 

On no bad grounds) that leffer montfters the 

Could make the trophies of her victory. 

The Ancients thought fo in the infancy 

©’ th’ world, they then knew nought of fallacy : 

Nor was fhe then thought only to defend 

And guard life’s fort, but life itfelf to lend, ‘ 

Ev'nthe womb’ sfruitfulfoilt’ improve and mend: 

For what foil barren to that Plant can be, 

Which without feed has its nativity ? 

Or what to her clofe fhut and Jock’d can feem, 

"That makes th’ obdurate oak’s hard entrails tecm ? 

‘That from a tree comes forth in pangs and pain, 

Like the Athenian goddefs from Jove's brain ? 

But if that’s true, which ancient bards have writ, 

(For though they 're ancient bards, I queftion it) 

IT wonder not that Miffeltoes fo kind 

To us, fince her the ties of Nature bind : 

For men of old (if you'll believe "twas fo} 

Born out of oaks, were the firft Mitfeleoe. 


Celandine § 


Ser how the yellow gall the delug’d eyes, 

‘And faffron-jaundice, the whole vilage dyes! 

That colour which on gold we think fo fair, 

That hue which moft adorns the treffed hair, 

When, like a tyrant it unjuitly gains, 

Another's throne, and there ufurping reigns, 

Kt frightful grows, and far more beauty lacks 

"Than, with their faddle-nofes, dufky Blacks ? 

So, | fuppofe, to the gods’ eyes the foul 

©’ th’ mifer looks as yellow and as foul : 

For, if with gold alone the foul’s inflam’d, 

Tt has th’ aurigo from the metal nam’d. 

"This the atmighty gods can only cure, 

‘And reafon, more than Herbs, our minds fecurc. 

But th’ outward jaundice does our help implore, 

‘When with gall-floods the body ’s dy'd all o'er. 

I cannot tell what others do, but I 

Give to that jaundice prefent remedy ; 

Nor do I rafhly undertake the cure, 

Tan affiftant have that makes me fure, 

Nature’s own patent gives me my command ; 

See, here’s her own fign manual, here's her hand + 

‘Thro’ leaves, and ftalk, and roots themfelves, it goes, 

‘Yhe yellow blood through my whole body flows : 

Whoever me diffés, would think, nay fwear, 

O'erflown with yall I fick o” the jaundice were ; 
¢ A%ecoction hereof with white wine and sonite-feede, is faid to be 


exeetient acainit the Jaundice. Matthiatas fays i will case the fatue,, 
Boss appli ty the ives of ube feet. 


Upon the fame, Tak 
Ten thoufand bleffings may the gods beftow - : 
Upon thee, tuneful {wallow ! and ne’er thew” 
‘They bear the leaft refentment of that crime 
Which thou haft fuffer’d for fo long a time: 
For that the ufe of a choice Plant thow ft taught, « 
Which ne’er before blind § man had feen or fought, 
OF thee large rent now ev'ry houfe receives 
For th’ neits which they to thee let under th’ caves, © 
‘The painted Spring’s whole train on thee attend, 
Yet nonght thou feeft which thou canft more cora- 
For this it is that makes thee all things fee, [mend ¢_ 
‘This plant a fpecial favour has for thee 5 J 
‘When thou com’ft, th’ others come ; that wont fale. 
At thy return, away this with thee flies; [fice 
Yet we to it muft more engagements own ; 
°Tis a {mall thing to heal the eyes alone; 
‘Ten thoufand torments of our life it cures, 
From which good Fortune you, blefs'd Birds! fe" 
The gripes * 4 its approach it mitigates, [cures 
And tortures of an aching tooth abates; 5 
The golden jaundice quickly it defeats, 
And with gilt arms at his own weapons beats gy. 
Jaundice, which morbus regive they call : 
From a king, but falfely ; ‘tis tyrannical, 
Foul ulcers too, that from the body bud, 
‘This drics and drains of all their putrid blood. 
A gaping wound’s one lip, like any brother, 
Approuches nearer, and falutes the other. 
Nor do thy fhankers now, foul Luft! remain, 
But all thy thelling fcabs rub off again. 
The burning cancer, and the tetter, fly, 
Whilft all hot, angry, red biles, fink and dry. 
Difeafes paint wears off, and places where 
‘Lhe Sun once printed kiffes, difappear ; 
Purg’d of all ilemithes, the fmiling face 
Is cleaner far, and fmoother, than its glafs. 
Kind friend to th’ eyes! who gives not only fight, 
But with it alfo objedts that delight; 
She may be feen, as well as come to fee, 
Whatever woman ’s doubly blefs’d by thee. 
The gaudy Spring by thy approach is known, 
And blooming beauties thy arrival own. 





Rocket b. 

You! who in facred wedlock coupled are, 
(Where all joys lawful, all joys feemly are} 
Be not fhy to cat of my leaves-heartily ; 
They do not hunger only fatisfy ; 
They'll be a banquet to you all the night, 
On them the body chews with freth delight. 
But you! chafte lads and girls, that lie alone, 
And none of love’s enjoymenis yet have known, 

"Take care, and ftand aloof, if you are wife 
Touch not this Plant, Venus her facrifice ; g 
I bring a poifon for your modetties. 

4 The extraordinary faculty of this Herb in healirg the cyes is Cai. 
tolnave beet found out by the Swallow, who cues sT® YosRg thecce 
wep ies otnerviruene 


Boker bot anu dry in the third degree, of ac teary nature te 
Late 6¢5a friend (Vetus sacs alte ts, 
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In my grafs, like a {nake, blind Cupid lies, 
And with my juice his deadly weapons dyes, 
‘The god of Gardens no Herb values more, 

Or courts, prefents, or does himfelf devour. 
‘This ie the reafon, hot Priapus! why 

{As I fuppofe) you itch fo conftantly, 

And that your arms ftilt ready are to do 

‘The wicked bufinefs that you put ’em to. 

Let him who love would shun from me remove, 
Says Nafo, that Hippocrates in love; 

‘Vet to his table } was duly ferv'd, 

‘Who me, choice dainty ! to himfelf referv’d. 
Prove that from love he ever would be free, 


«More chafte than Lettuce tll confent to be. 


‘The praife of chaftity let others keep, 
And gratify the widow'd bed with fleep, 
Adtion’s my taik, bold lovers to engage, 
“And to precipitate the fportive rage. 
Frankly | own my nature, I delight 

In love unmix'd and reftlefs appetite. 
From curing maladies I feek no fame 


: (Tho’ ev'n for that 1 might put in my claim) 


Fae] I bring that pleafure may not ceafe : 


' "Take ehat from life, and life is a difeafe. 


Uf thus you like me, make me your repatt, 

I would not gratify a Stoic’s tafte ; 

TfGporals grofs and crude be your delight, 
‘Marth-weeds can beft oblige your appetite. 

Go from my Book, foul bawd of Pleafure! 20, 
(For qhab hive }, lewd Bawd ' with thee to do ‘'y 
From thefe chafte Herbs and their chafte poet flee ; 


"Us thow offend’ft, and we 're afham’d of thee. 


‘With fuch a proftitute ta come in view. 
Chafte matrors think a fin and feandal too; 
Bluhhes pale Waterlilics’ cheeks o’er{pread, 
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To be with thee in the fame volume tead, 

Who fill thefad remembrance does retain 

How, when a nymph, in thee the gorg’d her b: 

‘That very night to Alcides’ arms betray’d, 

Through thy deceitful force, the yielding 

While 1 but mention thee (wha would believe / 

And but thy image in my thoughts conceive, 

‘Through all my bones I felt thy lightning move, 

The fure foreruener of approaching Love. 

With this, of old, he us’d t’ attack my fenfe, 

Before the dreadful fight he did commence ; 

But love and luft 1 now alike deteft, 

My Mufe and mind with nobler themes poflefs’d, 

Lafcivious Plant! fome other Poet find, 

For Ovid’s or Catullus’ verfe defign’d, 

For thou in mine fhalt have no place at all, 

Or in the lift of pois’nous Herbs fhalt fall. 

The flames of Luft of fuel have no need; 

His appetite without thy fauce can feed. 

Love, in our very diet, finds his way, 

And makes the guards that thould defend, betray, 

Our other ills permit our Herbs to cure, 

Venus! who plague enough in thee endure; 

‘Thofe Plants which Nature made of fex devoid, 

Improperly are in thy work employ’d ; 

Yet Venus, too, much fkill’d in impious arts, 

Thefe foreign aids to her own ufe converts [ply’d, 

Who'd think green Plants, with conftant dew fu 

(Life’s friends defign’d) fuch mortal flame thould 
hide © 

What wonder, therefore, if, when monarchs feaft, 

Luft is of Luxury the conftant gueft ? 

When he § who with che herd on herbage fed, 

Could find her lurking in the verdant bed. 


‘F Pythagoras, 
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Cysexx’s ¢ holy myfteries now begin : 

Hence, all you Males! for you it isa fin 

One moment in this hallow’d place to ftay, 

You gibing Males! who no devotion pay + 

Into the femaie fecrets do not pry, 

Or thenr ‘at leait pretend you do’nt defery : 

"Tis rude that fcx to infpe& too narrowly, 
Whole outfide with fuch beauty treats the eye. 
Aufpicious glory of th’ enlighten’d tky, 
More facred than thy brother's deity, 
With thy whole horns, kind Luna! favour me, 
And let thy crefcent face look luckily. 

Thee many names ard offices adorn ; 

By thy tind aid poor tener babes are born * 5 
"Thou cafeft women when their labour’s hard, 
And the womb’s vital gates you, Jana, guard, 

“L'be incnftrnous corrfes you bring down, and them 
Changing, couverc into a milky ftream, 

‘Wemen inconftant as the fea, you bind 

“Lo rules; bo:h flew according to thy mind, 

Oh! may the rivulets uf my fancy glide 

By the fame fecret force which move the tide; 
Be thou the midwife to my teeming brain, 

And let it fruitfui be as free from pain. 

Je was the time when April decks the year, 
And the glad fields in pompous garbs appear, 
‘That the recruited Plants now leave their beds, 
And at the Sun’s command dare fhew their heads. 
How pleas’d they are the heav’ns again to fee! 
And that from Winter’s fetters free! 
‘The world around, and fifters whom they love, 
They views fuch objeéts fure their tmiles muft 

move, 

Straight their great work the diligent nation ply, 
And bus’nefs mind amidft their luxury. 
Each one contends, with all her might and main, 
Each day an higher verdant crown to gain ; 


4 This book treating only of female plants, is dedicated to Cybele, 
atv hofe myiterics no man ought to be prefent. 









‘© The moon is called Lucina, the goddess of Midwifery 4 and Jans,] And thou, Amaracus! who a trifling ill 


as the fur, Janus j and Mona, as tbe 1 tbe govern’ of worgen’s 
‘menkttugus cuuifes, f 





Each one does leaves with beanteous flow’rs pro 
And haftens to be fit for human ufe, luce, 
Equipp’d, they make no ftay, but, one and 
Intent upon th’ affair, a council call. Hee 
Each tribe (for there are many) as of old P 
Their cuftom was, a feparate council hold. 
They ’re near a thoufand tribes; their minutes well 
Au hundred clerk-like tongues can fearcely tell, 
Nor could { know them (for they don’t reveal 
‘Their facred aéts, but cautionfly conceal) : 
Had not my Laurel told me (whofe tribe’s ame’ 
"The Female’s ftil’d) which fummon’d, thither. 
‘Lhe fecrets of the houfe fhe openfaid, {came = 
Telling how each Herb fpoke, and what it faid. 
Ye gentle, florid part of humankind ! ‘ 
(To you and not to men I fpeak) pray mind 
My words, and them moft ft believe, 
Which from the Delphic Laurel you receive. 
Twas midnight (whilf the moon at full thane 
bright, 
And her chceks feem’d te fell with moiften’d 
light) 
When on their loofen’d roots the Plants that grow 
In th’ Oxford Gardens did to council go, 
And {uch I mean, as fuccour women’s pains; 
Orpheus, you ’d think, had Mnov’d them by hit. 
ftrains, 
They met upon a bed, neat, fmooth, and round, 
And foftly fatin order on the ground. . 
Mugwort firft took her place, (at that time fhe 
The Prefident of the Council chanc’d to be) 
Birthwort, her jeceffor in the chair, ; 
Next fat, whofe virtues breeding women fhare ; 
Then Baum, with fmiles and pleafure in her face, 
Without regard to dignity, took place ; fly, 
Thyme, Sav'ry, Wormwood, which logks rugged- 
*Sparagus, Southernwood, both he and fhe, 
And Crocus, too, glad fill foft maids to cheer, 
Once a fad lover, merry does appear ; . 
[fpitt 


Did& mourn, when thou the fragrant box didit 
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‘Of ointment in this place, now far more fweet 
‘Than the oceafion of thy death doft meet : 
‘There Lilies with red Peonies find a room, 
And purple Violets the place perfume ; 
Yea, noifome Devil’s-turd, becaufe the knows 
Her worth, into that fweet Affembly goes ; 
| The milky Lettuce, too, does thither move, 
And Waterlily, though a foe to love; 
Sweet Ladies-glove with ftinking Horehound come, 
And kind Germander, which relieves the womb ; 
goley amd Calamint, which on mountains dwell, 
againft froft and fuow are guarded well ; 
Next vital Sage, well-join’d with wholefome Rue, 
And Flower-de-luce, nam’d from its fplendid hue ; 
Then Hartwort (much more grateful to the decr 
‘than Dierany), with Wild-carots, enters there ; 
Confound and Plantain, frugal Herbs are they, 
‘Who all things keep fafe under lock and key? 
. And Mafterwort, whofe name dominion wears, 
With her who an Angelic title bears; 
Lavender, Corn-rofe, Pennyroyal fat, 
And that which cats efteem fo debcate; 
After a while, flow-pac’d, with niuch ado, [too, 
., Ground-pine, with her fhort legs, crept thither 
Behind the reft Camomile could not flay, 
Through flores and craggy rocks fhe cut her way ; 
“From Spanith woods the wholefome Vett’ny came, 
The only glory of the Vettons’ name ; 
‘Minerva's Plant did likewife thither hie, 
And was companion to Mercury ; 
. There tearlet Madde, too, a place did find, 
Drawing a train of its long root behind ; 
‘Thither at laft, too, Dittany did repair, 
Hialf-ftarv’d, and griev'd to Icave the Cretan air ; 
‘With her the bold ftrong Sowbread came along, 
And hundreds more, in fhort, to them did throng ; 
Many, befides, from th’ Indies crofs’d the main, 
Plants that of our chill clime did much complain ; 
But Oxford’s fame through both the Indies téld, 
Eas’d all their cares, and warm’d the nipping cold. 
‘The Pigmy and gig-ntic fons 0” th’ Wood 
Betwixt all chefe in equal {paces ftood, 
Spreading their verdant glories round above, 
“Which did delight and admiration move. 
‘The arlet Oak, that worms for truitbrings forth, 
Which the Hefperian fruit exceed in worth, * 
‘Was there, good womcn’s maladies to-eale, 
And fprains, which we as truly call difzafe ; 
Her treacheroufly the Ivy docs embrace, 
And kills the tree, with kindnefs in her face ; 
“Hardly in nobler fearlet clad, the Rofe, 
‘The envy of thole ftately berries grows; 
Near which the Birch her rigid arms extends, 
And Savin, which kind finners much befricnds; 
Next them the Beech, with Minbs fo ftrong and 
large, 
With the Bih purchas’d at fo {mall a charge ; 
Nor did the golden Quince herfeif conceal, 
Or Myrrh, whofe woundsdiftemper’d mortals keal; 
Taftly (ye Plants! whom I forget to name, 
FExcufe me) Juniper, too, thither came, ‘ 
And Laurel, facred to the fons of Fame: 
Such rev’rend heads did the green Senate fill, 
"Lhe night was calm, all things were hofh’d and 
del, 
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Bek fT. 
Each Plant, with lift'ning leaves, ftood mute to 


hear 
‘Their Pres’dent fpeak, and thefe her didtates . 


Mugwort (the Prefdent) begins. 


Arter long cold, grave Matrons! in this place, 
For the good of our’s (I hope) and human race, 
‘his facred Garden we, whilft others flcep, 
Blef'd April’s facred nights come here to keep. 
Our thanks to thee, great father-Sun ! we pay, 
And to thee, Luna! for thy nurfing ray, 

Who the bright witnefs art of what we fay. 

But the fhort moments of our liberty 

(Who fetter'd at daybreak again mutt lie) 

Let us improve, and our affairs attend, 

Nor feftal hours, like idle mortals, fpend. 

’Tis fit at this time we should truly live, 

‘When winter us of half our life deprive. 

Come then, from ufeful pains make no delay, 
Winter will give you too much time to play. 
How many foes Jove has to you aftign’d, 

And what a talk you in the conqueit find, 

By numerous and great fatigues you ‘ave try’d, 
And to th’ opprefs’d kind aid have oft’ fuppiy’d. 
You ’re generous, noble, Female Plants ! nor ought 
The glory of your fex cheap to be bought : 

‘The felfsame battles you muft wage again, * . 
Which will as long as teeming wombs remain z 
But that to war you may fecurer go, 

‘Tis‘fit the foe's and your own frength you know. 
Cail the bright Moon to witnefs what you fay, 
Whilft each fuch tributes to their country pay : 
Let each one willingly both teach and learn, 
Nor let that move their envy or their feorn, 
And firft, 1 think, upon the menftruous fource, 
My conitane taik, "tis fit me fhould difcourfe ; 
From what orig’nal {pring that Nilus goes, 

Or by what influx it fo oft’ o’erflows;, 

What will reftrain, and what drive on, the tide, 
And what goods or what mifchiefa in it glide 
See you its fecret myfteries difclofe, 

A thing fo weighty tis no {hame to expefe. 

She fpake, the reft began, and hotly all 

(As fchalars ufe) upon the bus’nefs fall. 


y- 


Pennyroyal. 


First Pennyroyal, to advance her fame, 

(And from her mouth 2 grateful odour came) 
‘Tells 'em, they fay, how many ills that fource 
‘Threatens, whene’er it ftops its purple coufe : 
‘That foggy dulnefs in the limbs attends, 

‘And under its cwn weight the body bende. 
‘Things ne'er fo pleafant once, now will not pleafe, 
And life itfelf becomes a mere difeafe ¢ 

Ulcers and inflamma‘tons, too, it breeds, 

And dreadiul bloody vomuting fucceeds, [breath, 
, ‘he womb now jab’ring feems to ftrive for 


1 And the foul ftruggles with a fhort-liv’d'death; 


‘The lungs oppreft’d hard refpiration make, 
And breathleis coughs foon-all the fabric fhake ¢ 
Yea, the proud fues the capitol, in time, 


* Awd all the mind’s well-guzrded towers, clirihs 


ook IT. 


Helce watchfal nights, bt frightful dreams pro- + 


ceed, 

And minds that fuffer true, falfe evils breed. 
Dropfy at lafl the wearied life o’erflows, 
Which floating from its thipwreck’d veflel goes. 
How oft’, alas! poor, tender, blooming Maids! 
(Before Love's pow'r their Iinder hearts invades) 
Does this fad malady with clouds overcatt, 

| Which all the longing lover's paffion blaft ? 
‘The face looks grcen, the ruddy lips grew pale, 
J,ike rofes tin@ur'd by a fuiph’rous gale: 
"To afhes, coals, and lime; their appetite 
CA Soathfome treat) their Stomach does invite + 
Yat us a fin to fay the Judies cat 
Such things; thofe are the vile difiemper’s meat. 
“hus Pennyroyal fpake, (more paffionate 
In words than human voice can e’er relate) 
‘At which, they fay, the whole Affembly mov’d, 
‘Wept o'er the lofs of beauty once helov'd 
So that good company, when day returns, 
"Lhe fetting of the Moon, their miftrefs, mourns. 
She told the means, too, by what fecret aid 
That conqu’ring ill did all the limbs invade 5 
‘Through the wombs arterics, faid he, it goes, 
And tito all the neted pafics flows 5 
(Whether the womb's magnetic prw’r's the caufe, 
As the whole body’s floods the kidney draws, 
Or that the Méon, the queen of fluid things, 
Direéts and rules that like the ocean's fprings) 
But if the gates it finds fo fortify d, 
"That the due current that way be deny"d, 
Tet rages and it {wells; the grofs part ftays, 
‘And in the neighb’ring parts dire revels plays, 
Whilft the more liquid parts does upward rile, 
And into veins of purer nature flies : 
It taints the rofy channels as it goes, 
And all the foils corrupted where i: flows = 
"Phe hane its journey through the aw takes, 
And fierce atracks upon the liver makes 5 
And heart, whole right-fide avenue it cammands, 
‘Vehilit that for fear amaz’d and trembling ftands; 
But the left region fo well guarded feems, 
"Vhat in her walls fafe the herfclf efteems; 
Nor itops ie there, but on the lungs docs eize, 
Where drawing breath itfelf grows a diteafe; 
‘Thence throngh a {niall propontis carried down, 
It makes the port, and takes the left-fide town. 
What will fuffice that covetous difeafe, 
‘Which all the heart’s vatt treafures cinnot pleafe ? 
But avarice fill craves for more and more, 
And if it all things don’t enjoy is poor. 
"Th aérta its wild legions next engage, 
Blefs me! how unconrroll’d in that they rage! 
he diftant head and heel no fafety knows, 
"Vhrough ev'ry pare th’ unbounded vittor Rows 5 
But as the blood thronghfill the body ’s us'd 
‘Lo run, this plague through all the blood’s diffus’d. 

‘They all agreed ; for none of them e’er doubt, 

How file in purple circles wheels about ; 
"That Plane they'd hilg out of their company, 
Which Harvey's circulation Should deny. 


i Dittany. 
Dirrawr, though cold winds her lips did clofe, 
Put on her winter-gown, and up fhe rofe ; 
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For what can hinder Grecian Plants to be 

Rhetorical, when they eccafion fee? 

For Pennyroyal painting that difeafe, 

Her nice and quainter fancy did not pleafe. 

She fpake to what the other did omit, 

‘And pleas'd herfeif with her own prating wit. 
If this dire poifon’s force their duller eyes 

Can't fee whilft in the body warm it lies, 

“Think with yourfelves how it offends the fenfe,’ 

When ail alone, (nay dead) if driv’n thence; 

Let dogs or men by ‘chance but tatte of it, . 

(But on dogs rather Jet fuch mifehiefe light) 

Madnefs the tainted foul invades within, 

‘And fordid leprofy roughcafts the Skins 

Whilt panting dogs quite raving-mad appear, 

And thirft for water, but the water fear. 

It ftabs an half-man by abortive birth, 

‘And from the womb (Oh, horrid !) drags it forth, 

Now fancy children born ‘of fuch bafe blond, * ” 

Which gives the embryo poifon. "ftead of food: 

Nor is this all ; for corn and vines too know 

Its baneful force, by which fields barren grow. 

‘A tree, once us'd to bear, its fruit denies; 

If young it fades, and if new born it dies. 

Witnefs the Ivies : (‘tis no fhame) to you 

‘What good does their med’cinal virtue do? 

Thee alfo, Rue ! who all things doft o’erceme, 

From this ftrong venom mutt receive thy doom. 

Plants dry and yellow, as in autumn, grow, 

‘And Herbs as if they had the jaundice thew. 

Offended bees withfone fmall touch it’ drives 

(Though murm’ring tobe exil’d) froma their hives; 

"Vhe wretched creatures leave their golden fore, 

‘And tweet abodes, which they muft fee no more ;: 

Nor do ftrong vats their vines within defend, , 

Which in their very youth draw to their end 

But I name things of little eminence 5 

"Phe warlike {word itfelf makes no defence ; 

And metals which fo oft’ have won the field, 

‘Yo this effeminate diftemper yield, 

For frequent bloodfhed, blood no@ vengeance takes, 

‘And mortal wounds ev'n in the weapons makes. 

Beauty, the thing for which we women love, 

"Yh? occafion of keen fwords does often pro 

Let then the female-plague thofe fwords reWfate, 

Yea, evn the mem’ry of what’s fo ingrate. 

Maids with proud thoughts, alas! themfelves de. 


* 


Whilft cach herlelf a goddefs does believe ; (ceive, a 


Like tyrants they mifufe the pow’r they have, 

‘And make their very worshipper their flave : « 

But if they truly would confidey things, : 

‘And think what filth each month returning brings, 

If they their cheating glaffes then would mind, 

(Which now they think fo faithful and fo kind) 

How beautiful they are they needs mutt find. 

"Phe imooth, corrupter of their looks they taint, ; 

Which long and certain figns at that time paint; 

Fach maid in that ftill fuffers the difgrace 

Of being pois’ner to her own fweet face. 

‘What an unnatural diftemper ’s this, 

Which ev’n to their own thadows mortal is? 
‘Vhus fhe ; and as much more fhe was about 

To fey, the whole Affembly gave a fhout + 

“Vhrough all the boughs, and all the leaves around 


‘There went ‘an angry, loud, and mutm’ring 


found 
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For they of women’s honour tender are, 
Though the thereof had feem’d'to tuke no care. 


Plantain; or Waybread 4. 
WNixr Waybread rofe, propt by het feven nerves, 
‘Who th’ hopour of a noble houfe preferves. 
Her naturg'is aftringent, which great hate 
Of her aytong blood-letters does create. _ 
But herfo quarrels mere than words engage, 
Kes fhe ever, like mad mortals, rage. 
hot the praifes which to you, 
yénum'rous race of Leachy kind! are due : 
the purple tyrant wifely you expel, 
And banifhing fach murdering blood do well; 
Proudly he o’er the vital fpirits reijns, 
And cruelly infults in all the veins; 
Arms he of dreadful poifon bears about, 
‘Arrd leads of maladies a mighty rout. 
But why should you fuch vain additions make, 
And ills already great for greater rake? 
Whilit you fo tragically paint the foe, 
‘More dreadful, but le{s credible they grow. 
He leffens, that would ruife an hero's fame 
By lies, falfe praifes cloud a glorious name. 
One Geryon flew, (a rfighty feat) andhe . 
"Three bodies had; in this 1 can’t agrce ; 
“You any monfter eafily fubdue, 
Bot I fearce think fuch monftrous lies are true. 
Greck poets, Ditt’ny ! you who of:’ have read, 
Keep up their art of lying though they "re dead; 
But what their countrymen once faid of you 
Pray mind it, for I fear ’tis very. true. 
Let that which blafts the corn a goddcls be, 
I cannot think ber courfese’er could he 
So hurtful to.the grain; and then, I'm furc, 
A vat of tufty wine is more fecure 
From danger, where a thoufand damfels fir, 
Than if oue drunken beldam come atic. {had 
None, ’caufe a tafte of thar rank blood they ‘ave 
But for the place¢rom whence it comes run mad. 
Madnefs of dogs mofl certainly it cures, 
As thy own author Pliny us aflures. 
Whether by women’s touch the bee's annoy’d 
1 cannot tel; ‘but maids fhould bees avoid. 
Rue ought to let the fatal blood remain 
‘Within its veffel, and ne’er force the vein, 
If for her pains nought but her death the gain, 
‘Thou, Ivy! too, more careful ought’ft to be 
Both of thyfelf and thy great deity. 
But when the fays fwords’ edges it rebates, 
I could fejoice, methinks, and blefsthe Fates, 
1f that be all the mifchief it creates. 
Yonly with a beauty might romain 
Perfed, till that the locking-plafs would ftain. 
Bat I wafte time. By this fufficiently 
"Thefe Grecian wonders are o’erthrown; that I 
No woman fee of this dread poifon dic. 
Atwhich the Bramblerofe, (whofe fluent tongue 
‘With thorny sharpnels arm’'d is neatly hung) 
And faid, All ferpents have the gift to be, 
‘As much as thefe, from their own venom free; 
Nor would the bafilifk, whofe bancful eye 
All other kills, by his own image die. 
4 The many virtugs of Plantain are to be read in Pliny and Fernel- 


lus: ‘The od payfidan ‘Phemilom rete a whole volume cunecraing 
th 
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This mov'd "em, and they quaver’d witha file, 
Some wind you would-have thought pafs’d by, the 
while ; . 

For by that Cynic thrub great freedom ’s fhewn, 

Which he by conftant ufe has made his own. 
Waybrcad at this took pet, difpleas’d that fhe 

By fuch an one hould interrupted be, 

And fat her down ; when ftraight before ’em all 

‘Thefe words the Rofe from her fair lips let fall, 

Whilft modeft blufhes heautify’d her face, 

Like thofe in {pring that blooming flowers grace. 


The Ree. 


Yor, Cretan Dittany! who fuch poifons mix 

(For on my kinfman Wild-rofe Pll net fix) 

With women’s blood, fe¢ what a fprightly grace 

And ardent fearlet deck: theit lovely face ! 

No flower, no, not Flora’s felf to fight 

Or touch than them appears more foft and white ; 

But at the fame time aifo take a view 

Of man’s rough prickly limbs and ruity hue : 

You'll fay with Butchers’-broom fweet Violets 
‘OW, . 

And mourn that Lilies fhould with Brambles goz 

Then ket their eyes and reafon teftify 

Whether pure veins cheir parer limbsfapply. . 

You cannot fay that dying-vat is bad “ 

From whence a florid colour may be had s” 

Lut this, you'll fay, committed fome offence, 

Or the juit Moon had never driv’n it thence. 

No; you ’re miftaken; it hasdone no wrong, 

But all the fault lies in its copious throng ; 

‘Tis therefore from the reft, by the great law 

Ot public fafety, order’d to withdraw. 

So, if a nation to fuch numbers rile, 

‘That them their native country can't fuffice, 

‘Vo feek new lands fume part of them are fent, 

And fuffer, for their country, banifhment. 

But why docs womankind fo much abound ; 

Oh! think not Nature e’er was lavifh found ; 

Nor does fhe lay up riches to the end 

(Like prodigals) fhe more may have to. fpend. 

Whate’er the does is good ; what then remains? 

No room for duubt, the thing itfelf explains. 

This bloody vintage, fee, lafts all the year, 

And the frefh chyle duly does life repair ; 

The preffes ftill with juice fwell to the brink, 

Of which their fill the hot, male-bodie3 drink ; 

But temperate women feem to kifs the cup, 

Nor does their heat fuck all the liquor up. 

A vital weafure for great ufes he 

Lays up, left Nature fhould a bankrupt be ; 

Left both the parents’ fhares of mingled love 

"Loo little to beget a child thould prove ; 

Unlefs the mother fome addition made, 

‘To perfc@ the defign they both had laid ; 

One part of itis red, the other white as fnow, 

And both from fprings of the fame colour flow ; 

One wood you ’d think, and th’ other ftones did 

Whilft out of both a living hovfe they build; [yield 

‘The former of fuch poifoning arts accus'd, 

In which you fancy venom is infus’d, 

(Perbaps with this the fatal robg was dy'd 

Which Hercules had fent him from his bride} 


‘Broun ase 


The tender embrge'sbady does compole, 
And for ten mogths to kind nutrition goes, 
Nor is this all; bat on the mother’s breaft 
Again it meets the little infant gueft; " 
Then chang’d, it comes both in its hue and courfe, 
Like Arethufa through a fecret fource : 
‘Then from the paps it flows in double tides, 
Far whiter than the banks in which it glides. 
The Golden Age, of old, fach rivers drank, 
"That fprang from dogs of ev’ry happy bank. 
‘The candour and fimplicity of men : 
Deferv'd the mitky food of th’ infants then. 
How jutt and prudent is Dame Nature’s care ! 
Who for each age does proper food prepare? 
Before the liver’s form'd, the mother’s blood 
Supplies the babe with neceffary food : 
And when to work the novice Heat fir goes, 
In its new shop, and fearce its bas’nefs knows, 
Its firft employment is ia fearlet-grain 
(A childifh taf for learners) milk to ftain ; 
At laft in ev'ry kind its fkill it cries, 
And fpends itfelf in cutiofities. 
Now fay it. venom in the members breeds, 
With which her child the careful mother feeds. 
‘heir bane to infants cruck epdames give, 
Whilft mothers fuck from better fpsings derive. 
Bat how, you ll fay, does that which infants love 
So prejudicial to their mothers prove ? 
"Vis ively whillt i? ch’ native womb it lies, 
But by the veias flang ont, decays and dies; 
‘Then fipareck'd on the neighb’ring fhore it lies, 
And gafping wifhes for its obfequics 5 
This being deny'd, new dtrength it does recover, 
And flics in vapours all the body over. 
But what firft tafte fruits from the tree reccive, 
‘When rotten they no natural fign can give 5 
So in pure feed the life’s white manfion ftands, 
Hut forcly Death corrupted {ced commands. 
OF Lile Death’s no neis: do not think 
A living ma 
Rut you a running thream (that duly flows, 
And no corruption by long ftanding knows) 
To be as hurtful in their na-ure hold, 
As if fron: dome carrapted tprings they roll’ s 
But now do you goon, (Ff NeW, 
Part falle, 1 think, parg very truc) and fhew 
Wany hurtful feéds you ead defery 
In human bodies, (where they ofven 
How quickly Nature's orders t! 
When to the blood the fluad 
The courfes this, perl may putrify, 
"Pts dangerous to k y 
1: this the blooi’s £. 
‘Though with my juice a man howd po! 
Bhe fpake, and wish am 
Her (peech, which many 
At laft the Laurel’s thoughts th 
‘Th? oracular Laurcl’s wards the 
Lasre. 
Thar fate which feequently at 
Great men, does thee, egregious B. 
Some praife what others too nv 
Exceflive in their hatred as their love. 
“This man in prej'dice, that in favour Hes 
Whillt to their cars a various rumour fics, 
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| Hear Dittany; fhe fays each woman's known 7 
‘The moon to bring each month with poifonsdewr 
Nor need we mingle Herbs or charms, each otfe 
Medea proves in her own blood alone. 
Yet the fair Rofe, if all be true the asd 
Each woman has in that a goddefs made + a 
From thence, the fays, life {pins its purvle threads 
And tells you how the half-form’d embyro’s feds 
But if my dear Apclio be not unkind, 
Nor J in vain his facred temples bind,’ 
Such blood, nor form, nor rourifhment, 
And fo that triumphs in falfe vidtories, 
The many reafons here I need not tell, = 
Which me induce, this one will ferve as well : 
‘Woman’s the only animal we know pecs 
Whofe veins with fuch immoderate courfes flow 
Yet every beaft produces young, we. fét;- 
And outdees mankind in fertilicey. e. 
How many do {mall mice at one time breed! 
Scorning the product of the Trojan fteed. i 
With what a bulk does your vaft el’phant come { 
She feems to have a caftle in her womb. 
Thy circuits, Luna! comes almoft tell, 
By kindling, near like tase their bellies fwell; 
And yet their young no bank of blood maistains, .. 
Or nourifhnient that flows from gaping veins ; 
Yor when i* th’ amorous war acouyle vies, 
A living fpark from the male’s body flies, 
Which the womb’s thirfty jaws, when they begin 
To feel and tafke, immediately fuck in 
Into recedles, which fo turn @bd wind, 
That them diffccter’s eyes: can hardly find : 
Tn the fame cuambers part o’ th’ female life 
Keeps a brifk virgia, fitto make awife ; : 
‘hem Venus joias, and with connubial love 
fu mingled flames they both begin to move. 
‘There rednefs, caus'd by motion, you may fee, 
j And blood, the tiga of lo . virginity, 
Ot their i vention, blood, they’re mughty glad, 
And to inventions cafy 'tis to add: > 
The fmalleft fpark ’t is eafy tomsugment ‘ 
ff you cau get it proper nutriment. | 
You need not intreduce new flames befides, 
” elixir by this touch rich fore provides. 
All fives, (provide chem fuel) think ie fhame, 
1 to Vetta’s never-dying flame, 
the Grd generous drop of blood is bred, 
proudly {corns hereafter to be fed. * 
native white at firft t is fll, 
cht with its own ftock to builds” 
Is, then fife grows burdenfome, 
orrows from the womb; * 
crrows,” purifies, 
t colour dyes; 
womb’s full paps, with thirfty lips 
anencks ic daily fins, 
hew-born, how foon it goes, -. 
» Which of old st knows + 
and {miles upon the breaft, 
to find its former feaft, . : 
‘] Nature elut her tender young with blood ? 
83 that can'e be their elemental food ; at 
ihat, fure, would make them favage, were it fo, 
| And all mankind fierce Cannibals would grow 3. 
| I Nero's ads could hardly thes difpraife, 
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Nor would Oreftes’ fury wonder raife, 
If mother’s blood for wretched infants firtt 
% By Heav’n's defign’d, to fatisfy their thirit. 
‘Yet fill that flux’s caufe we don't reveah 
“Which does fo cautiovfly its {pring conceal. 
A female‘ brute whate’er her wonth contains 
Gherifhes, yet no moon diffolves her veins. 
Some qual’ty then we for the cavfe muft find, 
Which is peculiar to the female kind. 
“This is the only thing which [ can tell, 
i "Phat man in form and foftnefs they excel. 
2INo hoffe a mare outdoes, nor ball a cow, 
If through this Io, through that Jove may low. 
* The lions favage are both he and the, 
And in thetr afpect equally azrce. 
‘The the is no neater lick’ than rough he-bears, 
Nor fitter to adorn the {tarry fpheres, 
She-tigers have nor than males more {potted charms, 
And fows are clean as boars whom thuuder arms. 
No painted bird for want of feathers fcorns 
Her mate, but Heav'n them both alike adorns. 
. The fwans (who are fo downy, foft, and white) 
+ Leda can {carce diflingyith by the fight. 
"'¥n fithes you no difference can fee, 
Both, in the glitt’ring of their feales agree ; 
‘Venurin them, arm'd by their naked fex, 
‘The darts of beauty needed ‘not t? annex; 
In them no killing eyes the gonqueft rain, 
‘Their fell alone their triumphs can maintain. 
But human race in flames more bright ace try’d, 
By reafon and re{pkendent heat fuppiy’d 5 
Nor is fruition their original, 
(A paltry, fhortliv’d joy) ch, may they all 
Perifh who that alone true pleafare call, 
Kind Natare beauty has on maids heltow’d, 
And with a thoufand charms all o’er endow'd ; 
Men fhe with golden fetters chofe to hind, 
And with {weet force their roving fouls confin’d : 
Nor women made for beftial deliz 
But with chafte pleafure, too, tor 
Hence all that blogd which after prefling ia 
Out of the groffer'chyle, as dregs or lees, 
And that which on the body. and the chin 
‘With dufky clouds o’ercafts the hairy 
From their fair bodies conftantly fhe d 
And Luna her commiffion for ’t ob’ 
But if thofe fimy floods, by chance fupprefy’d, 
Exceffive heats to nutriment cigeft, 
Manlike in time the women's cheeks hecome, 
And they, poor Iphis! undergo thy deom. 
Se Phaéthuta, once fo fmooth and fair, 
‘Wonder’d to feel her face o'er, navith hair; 
, Her hand the often blam’d, and for a gia!s 
She call'd, to look how ’t was; but there, alas! 
A bearded chin and lips the found, and then, 
Blaming the glafs, felt with her hands age: 
+ Long looking, fhe her own ftrange vifage frar'd, 
And ftarted when an unknown voice fhe heard, 
Thus and much more (but who can all relate) 
Apolio’s Laurel did expatiate : 
. Hence to the wonders of the teeming bed 
The way itfelf their grave difcourfes led : 
Vhen Birthwort, Juno’s Plant, the court com- 
+ mands 
To fpeak, who women lends her 1 
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Willing enough to tal, her italk the rais‘d, 
And her own virtues very boldly prais’d. 


Birthwort, 

















































Green berries I, and feed, and flowers, bear ; 
And Patroncfs 0? th’ womb’s my charadier : 
But deeper yet my Breat perfe@ion lies; 
ior as my chicfeft fruit my root I prize. 
‘This Nenre did with the womb's figure Teal, 
‘Nor fulfer’d me its virtues to conceal: 
‘Thence am i call’d Earth’s Apple ; fuch a one. 
As in th’ Hef gardens there are none. 
Had this, fair Atalanta! then been thrown. 
Tefore you, when yuu rap, (1, know you'll own) 
Now you are marricd, it has fo fweet a face, 
You fur this fooner would have flack’d your pace, 
‘Yhan that for which you loft your maiden race, 
Hence in her own embraces mother-Earth 
Retains and ‘hugs it where the gave it birth, ? 
Nor trufts dui trees with things of fo sa Y 
worth. : 
Fafing all births, "tis Ithe wonder prove 
’ th’ earth our univerfa) parents’ Jove, 
‘That poet was no fool, nor did he lic, 
Who faid each Herb could thew a Dcity. 
Nor thould we Egypt’s picty defpilc, 
Which to green gods patd daily facrifice. & 
Rome! why doft jecr? 2? They are in gardens 
« Aud vegetable gods the ficlts adorn.” [born 
What's Ceres cle but corn, afd Racch ? 
And cvery hoiy plain with godt 
Apd 1 Lucina am; for I make v 7] 
And life's Rraight folding-doors wide 6; pen lay, 
Ok! pardon, Luna! what I rafhly {p woke, 
“thet from my fips fuch impious words have broke. 
Th me, in me, Lucina) you remain, 
Ave in di idefs T contain; 
Vor in my root's tmall circle you inclofe 
Part of thofe virtues which your wifdom knows, 
‘Triumphant conguefts over, Death I make; - 
Arms from myfelf, but power from thee, 7 as : 
O’crfecr 0” thy ways, the body’ 's roads [ clear, 
And ftreets, as I that city’s edile were. 
Straight pafiages T widen, flops remove, 
And every ob! 
“the fout and her attendants nothing ftays, . 
But they may freely come and go their ways, 
Lalfy dry each fink and fenny flood, 
Lect the fwift meflengers fhould ftick i’ th’ mud. 
Bur to my ftriéter charge committed is 
‘The ples fut, facred way, that leads to biif. 
1 dawning Life Cimmerian night would leave, 
slation, Day's bright rays, perceive, 
cep ‘Death off the womb’s firaight paflages, 
it them the watchiulfoe can ne’er pollefs. 
You ’d wender (for great Nature, when fhe fhews © 
Her greateit wonders, nothing greater docs) 
h way the narrow womb, fo void of pain, 
Such an unwieldy weight could e’er contain ; 
How fuch a bwk, fore’d from its native place, 
‘Through fuch a narrow avenue fhould pats. 
When uch crofs motions teeming wombs attain, 
Firft to dclate, then fold themfcives again ; 
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‘What knots unties: folid bones divides, 

And what again Unites the diftant fides ; 

But this ¥ cannot do; nor all the earth, 
Wherever pow’ rful Plants receive their birth. 
“Vis true, both I and you, my Sifters! thare 

Ig this great work, and humble handmaids are ; 
But God, you know, performs the chiefeft part ; 
"This work is fit for the Almighty art : 

He to the growing embryo bids the womb 
Extend, and bids the limbs for that make room. 
He parts the meeting rocks, and with his hand 
They gently forth at open order ftand. 
Mean-time th’ induftrious infant leath to ftay, 
Struggtcs, and with his head would make its way 5 
Whulft the tormented labouring wretch would fain 
Be eas’d, both of her burden and her pain. 
_ ‘them, too, my piercing heat both inftigates, 
And the inclining quarters feparates. 

Sometimes within his mother’s fatal womb, 
Before he’s born, the infant finds his tomb. 

Life from het native foil Death’s terrors chafe, 
Who fertile is herfel€ in fuch a place. 

‘Th’ included cascafe breathes forth dire perfumes, 
And its own grave the buried corpfe confumes. 
Strauge! the prepofterous child’s his mother’s 

death, 

And, dcud, deprives his living tomb of breath. 
From tiat fad fatc, yo Gods! chafte women guard, 
And ict it be adulrery’s reward, 

a\s far as in me Jivs I (ive the tree, 

And take the rotten thing away with me. 

‘The gonds to drown "ts ‘the belt way ! think, 
Left ina (tonm the fhip and all thould fink. 

Ralh infantsoften make efcapes, unbind 

‘Theis, cords, and leave their luggage alt behind ; 
‘Their thicker coats and thinner fhirts they have, 
And that {weet cake where they their food receive. 
Lucina twice poor women then implore, 

‘Their throes return, although the birth be o'er. 
Here to the womb again my aid [ lend, 

And hard as weil as noifome work attend. 
What I to cleanfe the paffage undergo 

You wot, but let no man, 1 pray you, know ; 
For if he’ do, ’t will Cupid power impair, 

Nor will he fuch an awe o'er mortals bear. 

Bat tho’ in me a fecret virtue lie, 

Of pulling darts from deepef wounds, yet T 

Thy plealant darts, kind Cupid! never. firove 

To draw; that me no fricnd to the womb would 

prove. 

In me one virtue T myflf admire, 

(Ah! who can know themfelves as they defire) 
For ’tis « riddle; wherefore 1 would know 

How J fo oft? have dene the thing f do: 

Yor though Ulite to human credtures ive, 

Yet if he. eats of me, na fish can hive ; 

As foon as me they tafte, away they ily 

Under the water, aud in filence die. 

What may the caufe of this fteange quarrel he? 

1 know them nor, nee have they injur'dane : 
s than thele more fruitful prove, 
yet [ hare, though fruitfulnefs J love. 
"Wh' effect as plain and ealy to be found, 
Se But deep the cae Hee rovted under greunds 
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The Maflic Tree. 


Tuen Chian Maftic thus began. Said fhe, 
This fuits net with this opportunity. 
To fithes, Sifter, do whate’er you pleafe, 
Depopulate and poifon all the feas ; 
This let that Herb beware, who back agaia 
Made Glaucus’ fithes bounce into the main, 
Which with new forms the wat’ry world fupplies, 
And changes men into fea-deities. 
But thefe are trifles ; finge curs’d Savin here 
Dares in a throng of pious Plants appear, 
She who the altars of the womb profanes, 
And deep in blood that living temple ffains 5 
Impatient to be wicked, fhe deftrays 
‘The naked hopes of thoufand future boys. 

"Sis one of War's extreme and greateft harms 
Yo fnatch an infant from his mother’s arms ;- 
But here the womb (oh, ftrange ') clofe fhut and 
The mother’s very bowels are no guard. [barr’d, 
Whil poifons only in a civil rage, 
And ling’ring ills che {tep-dames’ hands engage 
Oh! fimple Colchis, rude and ignorant, 
Who the new arts of wickednefs doft want! 
Medea, Savin knows a better way 
‘Than thy Medca-children to dettroy. 
Thou, Progne! know’ft not how revenge to take 
Let Itys live; thy ftay amends will make, 
Lie with thy hufband, though againft thy, will, 
Let thy fwell’d womb with hoges fierce Terens fill : 
When you are ripe for hate, lef Savin come, 
And drefs the fatal banquet in your womb ; 
‘fhe recking bits let.thy curs'd hfband take, 
And meat of thine and his own bowels make, 
Abortion caus'd, Jor fpise’s a generous crime, 
"Lh? effet of pleafure at the prefent time; 
Officious Savin is at the expence 
OF fo mach wit and fo mach diligence 
‘Vo make the lewdeft whore moft chafte appear, 
That of her crimes no token fhe may wear. . 
Vo make her lechery frugal, aral provide ‘ 
‘That thy aparrment, Luft ! be nat made too wide, 
‘Lhe wrinkles from her belly to remove, . 
Which with difgrace may her a mother prove. 
if men fhould all confpire with fuch a Plant, 
‘The whole world foon inhabitants would want 5 
You then the brutcs alone in vain would fee, 
And no employment for your art would be. 
But you, who tnatch the rapid whecling days, 
And Fate begui le with art and fweet delays; 


















prize now 
Gurl fe fhe never wi have torn, 
Or kept "eh at hopeful montter from being born ; 
For (even boys, whofe death to her was dear, 
‘thar halt-mcy wag.to fyaliow ev'ry yar 
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oDifparage ? All'mankind my virtucs own, 


- What? ’caufé thy tears tops weeping rbeum, and | 


“In gardens always growing, frefh and green. 
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Hafte, Savin! home to Crete; we won’t complain 
‘Though Ditt’ny, too, with thee return again. 
At this they were divided, and the found 

Of various murmurs few the court around; .. 
Whilt fharpen’d leaves did Savin's anger fhew, 
AAs when a lion briftles at his foe : . 
‘Thole three degrees of heat which he before 
From Nature had, her anger now made four. 






Savin, ore 


Trou wretched Bhrub!* (in paMionate tones) i 

Doft thou pretend to be my enemy? | [faid the, 

Doft thou, a Plant which through the world is 
“known, 


Whillt thou for hollow teeth a med’cing arty. se 
And fearcely bear’ in barbers’ shops a part. 
Go, hang thy tables up, to fhew thy vows, 
Aud with thy trophies load thy bending boughs: | 
Among the monuments of thy chivalry, 
The greateft forme oid rotten cooth will be. 















A dam, which currents of 'defuction ftays,  iays 
Doft think thy force can kecp the womb Jo right, 
‘As to refteain conception’s liquid fight ? " 
No, dure; hut thou by cheats 4 name haft fought, 
And would’ft, though vile thou art, too dear be j 

bought. : 
By falfe pretences you on Fame impofe, 
But I the truth of what J am ditclofe. » 
Children, Lown, 1 from the belly wreit} 
Go now, of my confelfion meke your belt, © 
Lown, I fay, nor canft thou for thy heart, 
‘Though thou-more tender than the mother mee} 
Prevent me with thy tears, or all thy art, 
Thee let the pregnant mother eat, and fence 
With thee her womb, with pitch and frankincenfe; 
A foadftone, too, about her let her bear : : 
(That, I fuppofe, does thy great v ° 
For that, we know, fix’d to their nati 
Retains the iron-feeds of human race i 
Let emeralds and coral her adorn, 
‘And many jafpers on her fingers worn 4. 
With diamonds and pearl, child of a thelf, 
Whofe fish herfelf and that fecures fo weil ¢ 
But, above all, let her the cagle’s ftone 
Carry, and two of them, not only one 5’ - 
For nothing ftrengthens Nature move than that, | 
Nothing the womb dace more corroborate j 

prove in vain, 

If once accefs to her my juices gain, 
1 ows it, nor will T ungrateful be 
‘Lo bounteous Nature, left f anger thec, ‘ 
‘Though thou haft done thy worlt to anger me, 
"Lis Nature’s gift, whofe wifdom I efteem 
Mauch more than thine, though thou a Cato feem. 
Into the womb by ftealth I never crecp, °°, 
Nor force myfelf on women whilft they fleep : 
I'd rather far, untouch’d, uncropp’d, be feen 


Ym gather’d, pounded, and th’ untimely blow | « 
Mutt give, which I myfelf firft undergo. 


resommigciud thefe fone to 


¥ Sennerwue, sedi other phyfici 
d, 0 th de why far acortive,. 
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OF PLANTS.- 
| ‘You jultly blame Medea, but, for thame, ~ 


. Nor this bare pow'r do I to Heaven owe, 
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The guiltlefs knife the cut with do not blame., 
“the fining trees wil! think thee drunk with wine, 
Mf thou of drunkenrcfs accufe the vine. 





Which greater virtues did on me beftow3.. 
For I the conrfes and the after-birth, 9° 
With the dead member's deadly. weight, bring 
Poor infants from their native gaol I free, [forth, 
And with aftonifh'd eyes the fun they fee. oo 
And would return into the dark again; 

They with my fatal draught had come before, 
Ere che great work of life was yet quite o'er. 


| ‘That which you call a crime I own to de, 


But you muft lay ’t on nen, and not on me. 

Ah! what at firft would tender infants give 

(When newly fornr'd they fearce begau to live) __ 

For this, if poffibly they could but know, 

"Vhrough what a paage they mpft after'go ? 

Ah! why did Heav’n (with rev'rence Jet me fay) 

Isto this world make fuch a narrow way? 

You ’d think the child by hie painig to heav’n 
fhould yo, f B ar 

Whilt he through pain is born to a world of wo. 

Through deadly Qrugghings, he receives his breath, 

And pangs i th’ birth refcmble thofe-of death. 

Mothers the name of mothers dearly buy, 

And purchafe pleafure at arrate too high, 

But thou, childbearing Woman! who no caf 

Canft find, (tormented -with a dear diftafe) =. 

Whofe tortur’d bowels that fvreet viper gnawWe, 

(‘Vhat living burden, of thy rack the caule) 

‘Take but my leaves, with {peed their virtue try, 

Cin them, believe me, fov'reign juices lic) 3 

‘Thy barricrs they by force foon open fay, 

And onto’ th’ world ’t is fcarce a wider way. 

‘The infant ripe, drops from the bows, and cries, - 

"The whilft lis half-dead mother filent lies; 

But heating him, the foon forgets her pain, 

And thinks to do that pleafant trick again. 

But thou, on whom the filver Moon's moift rays 

(For the womb's night its Lady-moon obeys) 

No influence have; | charge thee do not take 

My leaves, but hafte, thaugh foaded, from “em 
make. 

Down from the trees, by my force thaken, all * 

"The fruits, though ne'er fo green and four, fall t 

(This | foretel you, left, when you're aggriev'd, 

You then should fay.by me you are deceiyd) 

For innocent girls fin fore againft their will 

None ever wilh'@her womb a child might fill. 

Yet if [ were not in the world, they would -- 

Incline to do the fact, but-never could. 

But many other piunts the fame can do, 

Wherefore if banifhment you think my due, 

Companions in it T fhall have f know, 

And into Crete a trogp of us shail go. 

"Thoy, Myrrh! for ong fait go, who heretofore 

For lewdnefs punifh’d, now deferv’ft the mere + 

But thou, thongh lewd, did’ not prevent the 

oy 


~ birth , i 
Though "twas a crime.td bring the infant forth ; 
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§ Rlints that procure abartions 
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? But nothing can they find worth fo much pain, 
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And All-heal too, who Death affrights, muft pack, 


With Galbanum and Gum-armoniac ; 

And Benzoin, to Cyrenians never fold; 

Unleis they brought the {weeter fmell of gold : 
Ground-pine and Saffron, too, will exiles prove, 
Saffron, once Crocus, yellow-dy'd by Love; , 
Maddcr and Coloquintida with me, 

And Dragon too, the Cretan fhore muft fee ; 
And Sowbread too, whofe fecret darts are found 
Childbearing women diftantly to wound ; 

And Rue, as noble a Plant as any-is here, 


> Phyfic to other things, is poifon there. 
‘What fhould | name the reft? we make a throng; 


‘Thou, Birthwort ! too, with us muft troop along 5 
Nor muft you, Prefident ! behind us flay, 

Rife then, and into exile come away. 

She ended with great favour and applaufe, 

And there's no doubt but fhe obtain’d her caufe. 
The Mupwort next began, whofe awful face 
Check’d all theic ftirs, and filence fill’d the place. 


Mugwort [the Prefident}. 


Tr the Green nation; Sifter | banith thee, 
Vil go along, and bear thee company : 
If we for women’s faults muft bear difgrace, 
We the Ecbolics *, are a wretched race. 
On. her head let it, (if a woman fhall 
‘To her own bowels prove inhuman) fall, ; 
Not part of death’s iad penalties, but all, 
‘Why are we fent for at untimely hours; 
That day when lucky Juno ¥ comes is ours. 
She's wicked, and deferves the worlt of fates, 
Who to ill ends that time anticipates ; 
For the admitted juice knows no delay, 
But torpid as it is will force its way + 
Nor is it hard a fabric to confound, 
Il fix’d. within itfelf, or to the ground. 
& thip well tackled, which the winds may fcorn, 
Ill rigg’d, away by ev'ry gutt is born. 
‘The clements of life what can’t o’erthrow ? 

> wonder, life itlelf’s an empty thew, 
Sometimes it fmells a candle’s fnuff and dies ** ; 
‘The weaker fume before the ftronger flies, 
Let Cafar round the globe with his Eagles fly, 
And grieve with Jove to fhare equality ; 
Yet what atrifle might have been his death, 
Preventing all his trinmphs with his breath ? 
Onc farthing candle, by its dying flame, 
Would have depriv’d the world of his great name; 
Nor had we had fuch numerous fupplies 
Of mighty lords and new-found deities. F 
Thou, Alexander! too, might'{t fo have dy’d, 
(How well the world that imell had gratify’d !) 
‘Yhou | who, a petty king of th’ univerfe, 
Thought'ft with thyfelf alone thou did converfe ; 
Yea, the fame chance might have remov’d from us 
Both thee, Jove’s fon, and thy Bucephalus; 
And if thy groom § his candle out had flept, 
Bucephala he from being built had kept. 





i. c. fuch medtcines as bring away dead chiJdrea, or 






iefs of Childhearing. 
** The fmell of a candic’s fut, it is faid, will make women mif- 


stink of the faulf of 9 candi is (aid alfy to caufe abortion 
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So flight a flink you'd fcarce think this could do, 
Unleis the nicenefs of the womb you knew ; 
How thy it is of an ungrateful fuel}, 

You by its feeret coyncis know full well. 

(But that’s no prudence in it, fince that place . 
For pleafure no good fituation has) 

Bat greedily feet things it mects half way, 
And into its own bofom does convey : 

The fecret caufe of which effe& to find 

is hard, nor have the learned it afiign’dy 

Let’s fee if any thing farther we can fay ¢ 

The night grows fate, and now “tis toward day, 
Wheretore a thoufand wonders that remain 
Concerning childbirth, us may entertain ‘ 
I’ th’ next Affembly, when we meet again. 

You, Myrrh! who from a line of monarchs came, 
‘The glory of their angry fathers’ name, 

Sacred and grateful to the gods, again 

A virgin, and fhalt always fo remain 3 

You know the fecrets of the female kind, 

And what you know, | hope, can call to mind : 
Then, furely, you the nature of a fmcll, 

Aniong rich odours born, muft clearly tell: 
Befides, when formerly their rexfon trove, 

Weak aa it was, to cope with conqu'ring Love, 
You in the middle of the fight would fall, 

‘Vhey fay, and lie in fits hytterical, 

Come, then, let’s hear what you at laft‘can fay : 
Speak, modeft Myrmh! why do you fo delay ? 
Why do the tears run down thy bark fo fait ? 
‘Thou need’ ft not bluth for faults fo long time pafts 
Ah! happy faults, that can fuch tears produce, 
Which to the world are of fuch fov’reign ute, 
No woman e’er delerv’d, before this time, 

So much for virtue as thou for a crime. 


Myrrb. 


Act laft when Myrrh had wip'd her od’rous tears, 

Putting afide her leaves, her face and head the 
rears 3 

‘Then the began, but bluth’d and’ ftopp’d anon, 

Nor could the be entreated to go on. 

So a dry pump at firft will hardly go, 

From whence a river by and by will flow. 

“Lis known the female tribe, of all that live, 

Above the reft is far more talkative, 

And that a Plant, who was a maid before, 

Speaks fafter much than all the reit, and more. 

Her Rory, therefore, gently fhe begins, 

And with her art upon the audience wins. 

Her wars with unchafte Love fhe reckon'd o’er 3 

For fear of doing ill, what ills fhe bore! 

She told how oft’ her breafts her hands had try’d 

To ftab, whilft chafte fair Myrrha might have 

How long and oft’ unequally with Love, {dy’d3 

Who even goddeffes fubdu’d, fhe flrove ; 

And many things befides, which I’ll not name, 

Since Ovid with more wit has faid the fame 

Then of the womb’s intolerable pains 

(She ’ad felt them) fadly the, ’tis faid, complaing, 

Had { an hundred fluent women’s tongues, 

Or made of iturdy oak a pair of lungs, 

‘The kinds, and forms, and names, of cruel Fate, 

And monitrous shapes, I hardly could relate. 


¥ iti 


44% 


What meant the gods, Life’s native feat to fill 
With fuch a numeroas hott, fo arm’d to kill ? 
‘What is it, Pleafure! guards man’s happinefs, 
If thy chief city, Pain, thy foe poilefs? 

But me my Laurel told, then moft fhe rail’d 
‘When the fad fits o’ th’ mother fhe bewail’d, 
Wo to the body's wretched town, faid the, 
When the wonsb’s fort contains the encmy! * 
‘Thence baneful vapours ev’ry way they throw, 
Which rout the conquer’d foul where’er ‘they gos 
"The troops of fying fpirits they deftroy, 
As ftenches from Avernus birds annoy, 

If they the ftomach fcize, the appetite is gone, 
And tatks defign’d for veins lie by half done. 
No teats it now endures, much lefs requires, 
And the crude kitchen cools for want of fires. 

If they the heart invade, that’s walls they fhake, 
And in the vital work confufion make; 

New waves they thither bring, but thofe the vein 
Which vena cava is call’d, bears back again. 

‘The art’ries by weak pulfings notify, 

Or elfe by none, the fou!’s then paffing by. 

By that black cloud ail joy’s extinguith’d quite, 
And hopes, that make the mind look gay and 
bright + . 

So when grim Stygian fhades, they fay, appear, 
‘The candles tremble, and go out for fear. 
Grief, fear, and hatred of the light, invade 
‘Their heart, the foul a fcene of trouble’s made : 
‘Then firaight the jaws thetfelves, the tort’ring 
With deadly ftrangling vapours ftrives to fill. [ill, 
‘'T”’ ethereal air it uever fhews defire, 
But, tulamander like, lives all on fire. 
Sometimes thefe reftlefs plagues the head do feize, 
And rifle all the foui’s rich palaces 
in barbarous triumph led, then Reafon ftands, 
Hoodwink’d and manacled her eyes and hands 5, 
For the poor wretch a merry madnets takes, 
And her fad fides with doleful laughter fhakes. 
Her dreams (in vain awake) the tells, aud thofe, 
If nobody admire, amaz’d the fhews, 
She frars or threQtens ev'ry thing the fpics 5 
A pitcous fhe, and dreadful, objeet lies 
One feems to rave, and from her fparkling eyes 
Vievce fire darts forth; another throbs and cries 
Some Leath’s exadielt image feizes, fo 
“That Seep compar’d to that like life would fhew : 
A folid dullnefs all the fentes keeps 
Lock’d up ;. no foul of trees more foundly fleeps, 
Her breath, if any from he? noflriis go, 
‘The down from Poppy-tops would lardly blow. 
If you one dead with her compur'd, you'd fay, 
Two dead ones there, or two hyfteric lay. 
But then (‘tis ftrange, and yet we mutt believe 
What we from long experience receive) 
, Under her nofe itreng-tmelling odours lay, 
‘The other vapours thefe will chafe away ; 
Burn partridge feathers, hair of man or beaft, 
Horns, leather, warts, that horfe’s legs molcit, 
All thefe arc good, but what flrange accident 
Firft found them out, or could fuch cures inyent ? 
Burn oil, that nature from hard rocks diftils, 
And fulpbur, which all things with odour fills, 
To which the flinking affa you may add, 
And oi! which from the beaver’s Rones is had : 
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Through pores, nerves, arteries, and all they go, 
And throng t’ invade the lab’ring womb below :, 
But that cach avenue, which upward lies, 
With mounds and ftrong-built rampires fortifies; _ 
‘Then being contracted to a narrower place, _ 
(For force decays, fpread in too wide a fpace) 
No hrmours foul, or vapours, there muft fay, 
But out it purges them the lower way. =. 
Qn foreign parts now no affaults the makes, ° 
But care of her domettic fafety takes. 
Carthage to Hann’bal now fends no fupply, 
‘Yo break the force of diftant Italy, 
When from their walls with horror they defery . 
‘The threat’ning Roman darts and Eagles fly. 
This for the nofe ; the womb, then, you mutt pleafe 
With fuch fiveet odours as the gods appeafe ; 
With Cinnamon, and Goat-bread, Laudanum, 
With healing Balfam, and my oily Gum; 
Civet, and Muik, and Amber, too, apply, 
(Scarce yet well known to human induftry)} 
With all that my rich native foil fupplies, 
Such fumes as from the phoenix’ neft arife ; 
Nor fear from gods to take their Frankincenfe ; 
In fuch a pious cafe ’tis no offence : eee 
Then fhalt.thou fee the limbs faint motions make, 
A certain fin that now the foul’s awake; 
‘Then wiil the guts, with an unufual noife, 
‘The enemy o’erthrown, feem to rejoice ; . 
Blood will below the fecret paflage ftain, yf 
And arteries recruited beat aguin, : 
Oft’, glad to fee the light, themfelves the eyes 
Lift up; the face returning purple dies; - ie 
One jaw from th’ other, with a groan, retires ; 
And the difeafe itfelf, like life, expires, —_., 

Tell me, fwect Odours! tell me what have you 
With parts fo diftant from the nofe to do? 
Or what have you, ill Smells ! fo near the nofe 
‘To do, fince that and you are mortal foes? 
And why doft thou, abumitable ftench ! 
Upon remote dominions fo intrench ? 
Say by what fecret force you fling your darts, _- 
Whom from your bow, the nofe, fuch diftarfte 
For fume believe that to the brain alone [parts ? 
‘Lhey Gy, through ways which in the head are 

. kuown ; 

And that the brain to the related womb 
Sends (good and bad) all fmells that to it come, 
‘Lhe womb, too, oft’ rejoices for that’s fake, | 
And when that’s griev’d, doesall its griefs partake. 
The wonrb is Orestes, Pylades the brain, 
And what to one to th’ other is a pain. 
I don’t deny the native fympathy, 
And like refpects, in which theie parts agree : 4 
Each its conception has, and each its birth, 3 
And both their offprings like the fire come forth; 
Still to produce beth have a con{tant vein, 
And their ftraight bofoms mighty things contain, 
Much I omit in both ; but know, that this 
O’ th’ body, that o” th’ foul, the matrix is; 
Bat th’ womb has this one proper faculty, 
its ations oft’ from head and nofe are free; 
Oft’, when it firives to break its bonds in vain, 
(And oftcn nought its fary can contain) = - a 
A tweet perfume apply’d (unknown to the nofe} 
Does with a grateful glew its body clofe; 
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But when opprefs’d with weight the womb falls 
down, 
(As fometimes it, when weak, does with its own) 
With dreadful weapons arm’d, a noifome fmell 
Meets it, and upward quickly does repel : 
So'when th’ Helvetians’'their own land forfook, 
(People which in their neighbours terror ftrook) 
A ftronger foe, their wand’ring to reftvain, 
To'thcir old quarters beat ’em back again. 
Here different reafons different authors flew, 
But none worth {peaking of, I’m fure, you know. 
What can I add? You, learn’d Prefident! pleafe 
To bid me {peak ; the cafe fays hold your peace ; 
Yet you I muft obey ; Heav’n is fo kind 
To let us feck that truth we cannot find, 
‘This truth mutt be i’ th’ well’s dark bottom fought, 
Pardon me if I make an heavy draught. 
You fee the wond’rous wars and leagues of things | 
From whence the world’s harmonious confort | 
{prings ; 
This he that thinks from th’ elements may be had, 
Is a grave fot, and ftudioufly mad ; 
Here many caufes branch themfelvesaround, 
But to ‘em all one only root is found ; 
For thofe which mortals the four clements call, 
In the world’s fabric are not firtt of all ; 
‘Treafures in them wife Nature laid, as ftore, 
~ Ready at hand, of things that were before $ 

_ Whence fhe might principles draw for her ufe, 

And mixtures new eternally produce, 
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Infinite feeds in thofe {mall bodies lie 

To us, but number’d by the Deity : 

Nor is the heat to fire mére natural, 

Nor coldnefs more to water’s fhare does fall, 
Than cither bitter, fweet, or white, or black, 


* 


* ee 


Or any fmells that nofes e’er attack. « 

Our purging or aftringent quality 

Have proper points of matter where they lie. 2 

With earth, air, water, fire, Heav’n all things bore; 

Why do I faintly {peak ? they were before : 

For what earth, air, fire, water, now we cally 

Are compounds from the firft original: 

For-—-but a fudden fright her fenfes thock’d, 

And ftopp’d her fpeech; the heard the gate un- 
lock’d; 

And Rue from far the gard’ ner faw come in, 

Trembling, as fhe an Afpen leaf had been, ‘| 

(For Rue, a fov’reign Plant to purge the eyes, ~ 

Remoteft objects eafily defcries) 4 

She foftly whifper’d, Hence, make hafte away ; ee 

Here’s.Robert come; make hafte; why do we 
fay? 

Day was not broken, but ’twas almoft light, 

And Luna fwiftly roll’d the wheeling night 5 

Nor was the fellow us’d fo foon to rife, 

But him a fudden chanée did then furprife 

His wife in pangs of childbed loudly roar’d, 

And gentle Juno's prefent aid implor’d : 

But he who Plants that in his garden grew, 

Than forty Junos of more value knew, 

Came thither Sowbread, all in hatte together, 

That he with greater eafe might prove a father 

Soon as they faw the man} ftraight up they got, 

With gentle hafte, and ftvod upon the fpot, 

When briefly Mugwort, I this Court adjourn; 

‘What we have left we'll do at our return, 





, Without tumultuous noife away they fled, 


And ev’ry Plant crept to her proper bed. 
7 The name of the gardener of the Phyfic-garden in Oxford 
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“BOOK HL OF FLOWERS. 


‘FRANSLATED BY C, CLEVE. 


Phra. 


Now Mute! if ever, now look briffe and gay, 

The Spring’s.at hand; blithe looks like that dif 
play: 

Ufe all the fchemes and colours now of f{pecch, 

Ufe all the flow’rs that poctry enrich 

Its glories all, its blooming beauties, bring, 

As may refemble the returning Spring : 

Tet the fame mutic through thy verle refound, 

As in the woods and fhady groves is found ; 

Let ev'ry line fuch fragrant praife exhale, 

As rifes up from fome fweet-fmelling vale : 

Let lights and hades, as in the woods, appear, 

And fhew in painted ver{e the feafon of the year. 

Come then away, for the firft wekome morn 

Of the fprnce month of May begins to dawn. 

‘This day, fo tells the poet’s facred pzge, 

Bright Chloris difin nuptial bands engage ; 

‘This very day the knot was ty'd, and thence 

The lovely muid a goddefs did commence + 

"Lhe figns of joy did ev'ry where appear, 

On earth, in Heav’n, throughout the fea and air ; 

No wand’ring cloud was feen in all the tky, 

And if there were, ’twas of a curious dye, 

‘The air {erenc, not an ungentle blaft 

Ruiiled the waters with its rude embrace; 

‘The wind that was, breath’d odours all around, 

And only fann’d the &reams, and only kifs’d the 
ground. 

Of unknown Flow’rs now fuch a num’rous birth 

Appear’d, as ever aftonith’d mother-Earth. 

"The Lily grcw ’midft barren Heath and Sedge, 

And the Rofe bluth’d on each unprickly hedge 5 

‘The purple Violet and the Daffodil, Z 

"The places now of angry nettles fill, 

‘This great and joyful day, on which the knew 

‘What "twas to be a wife and goddefs too, 

The grateful Flora yearly did exprefs 

In fhews, religious pomp, and gaudinefs, 

Long as fhe thriv’d in Rome, and reign’d among 

‘The other gods, a vait and num’rous throng ; 


& 





* 


But when the facred tribe was fore’d from Rome, 
Among the reft an exile fhe became, 

Stripp’d of her plays, and of her fane bereft, 
Nought of the grandeur of a goddefs lefe 

Since then re more ador’d on earth by men, 3 
But fore'd o'er flowers to-prefide and reign, 

The beft fhe can fhe {till keeps up the day, + 
Not as of old, when blefs’d with ftore the Jay 
When with a lavith hand her bounties flew ; 

She ’as not the heart and means to do it now ¢ 
But in a way fitting her humble ftate 

She always did, and ftill docs celebrate : 


4 And now that the the better may attend 


‘The Mlow’ry empire under her command, 

To all the world, at times, fhe does refort, 

Now in this part, now that, the kecps her cour 

And fo the feafons of the year require, 

For here ’tis fpring,, perhaps “tis autumn there. 

With cafe fhe flics to the remoteft fhores, 

And vifits in the way a world of Flow’rs : 

In Zephyr’s painted car fhe cuts the air, 

Pleas’d with the way, her fpoufe the chariotcer. 

It was the year, (thrice blefs'd that beautcons 
Year! 

Which mighty Charles's facred name did bear ; 

A golden year the heavens brought about’ 

In high proceffion with a joyful ihout ; 

A year that barr’d up Janus’ brazen gates, 

"That Draught home Peace, and laid our monftrous 
heats + 

A greater gift, blefs'd Albion ! thou did’ft gain, 

It brought home godlike Charles, and all his 
peaceful train , 

Compos’d our chaos, cover’d o'er the fears, 

And clos'd the bleeding wounds of twenty years. 

Nor felt the gown alone the fruits of peace, 

But gardens, woods, and all the Flow’ry race. 

‘This year to ev'ry thing frefh honours brought, 

Nor ‘midft thefe were the learned Arts forgot. . 

Poor exil’d Flora, with the fylvan gods, 

Came back again to their old lov’d abodes: 
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1 faw her (through a glafs my Mufe vonch‘aP'd) 
Pluc'd on the puinted bew fecurcly watt 5 
*Vriumphantly fhe rede, and made her courte 
"Towards fair Albion’s long-forfaken fhores. 
‘That fhe our goddefs was, to me was plain 
From the gay various colours of her train : 

She light, renowned ‘Thames: ypon thy shore, - 
Long time beiov'd, aud known to her before : 
Twas here the goddefs an appointment fet 

For al’ the Flow’rs ; accordingly they met ; 


‘Thofe that are parch’d with heat, or pinch’d with- 


, cold, 
Or thofe which a more temp’rate clime does hold, 
Vhofe drunk with dew the fun jut rifing fees, 
Or thofe, when fetting, with a face like his ; 
All jorts that aft and Weft can boaft were there, 
But not fuch Flow’rs as you fce growing here, 
Poor mortal Flow’rs, obnoxious fri]! to harms, 
Which quickly dic out of their mother’s arms, 
But thofe that Plato faw, Ideas nam’d, 
Dauyhters of Jove, for heav'nly cxtract fam’d + 
Ethereal Plants! what glories they difclofe, 
‘What excellence the firft ccleftial Rofe ; 
‘What bluth, what fmell! and yet on many {cores, 
"Lhe learned fay, it much refembles ours ; ' 
Only ’tis ever frefh, with long life blefy’d, 
‘Not in your fading mortal colours drefs’d. 
‘This Rofe the image of the heav’nly miad, 
‘rhe other growing on our earth we find, 
Which is the image of that image, then 
No wouder it appears lefs frefh and fine, 
aT hefe heav'n-born {pecies of the Flow’ry' race 
Affembied all the wedding-morn to grace, 
Pheebus : do thou the pencil take, the fame 
With which thou gild’ft the world’s great check- 
er'd frame 5 
Light’s pencil take ; try if thou canft difplay 
‘The various fcenes of this refplendent day + 
And yet I doubt thy fxill, though all mult bow 
‘To thee as god of Plants and Poets too: 
i'm fure ‘tis much too hard a tafk for me, 
Yct fome ]'ll touch in paffing, like the bee : 
i Where the whole garden can’t be had, we know 
A nofegay may, and that, if fweet, will do, 
Now when a part of this triumphant day “ 
In facred ponnpous rites had pafs’d away, 
Rites which no mortal tongue can duly tell, 
And which, perhaps, ’tis not lawful to reveal; 
At length the {porting goddcfs thought it best 
(Though fire the humour went beyond a jeft) 
A pleafant fort of trial to propofe, 
And from among the Plants a queen to choofe 
Which fhould prefide over the Flow’ry race, 
Be a vice-goddefs, and fupply her place : 
Each Plant was to appear, and make its plea, 
To fee which beft deterv'd the dignity. [ftood, 
The feene arch’d o’er with wreathing branches 
Which icke a little hollow temple thew’d; 
‘The fhrubs and branches darting from aloof 
‘Their pretty fragrant thades, compos’'d the roof; 
Red and white Jafmine, with the Myrtle-tree, 
‘The favourite ot the Cyprian deity ; 
The Golden Apple-tree with filver bud, 
, Both forts of Pipe-tree, with the Sea-dew flood ; 
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‘There was the twining Woodbine to be feen, 
And Yellow Hather, Rofes mix'd between, 
Each Plant its notes and known diftindions 

brought, 

With various art the gaudy fcene was wrought. 
Juét in the nave of this new-modell’d fane, 
A throne the judging goddefs did fuftain, 
Rob’d in a thoufand feveral forts of leaves, ~ 
And all the colours which the garden gives, 
Which join’d together trim in wondrous wile, 
With their deluding figures mock’d your eyes. 
A noble chezker’d-work, which real feems, 
And firmly iet with gliit’ring Rones and gems, 
It real feem’d, though gods fuch bodies wear 
For weight, as Flow’rs upon their down may bear. 
The goddels, feated in’ majeftic-wife, 
With all the pride the weaithy Spring fupplies, 
Had Ariadne’s crown, and fuch a veft 
With which the rainbow on bright days is drefs’d; 
Before her throne did the officious band 
Of Hours, Days, Months, in goodly order ftand : 
The Hours upon foft-painted wings were born, 


Painted, but iwift, alas! and quickly gone; 


‘The Days with nimble feet advanc’d apace, 

And then the Month, each with a different face ; 
On Cynthia’s orb they tend with conitant care, 

In monthly courfes whirling round her fphere. 
Firft Spring, a rofy-colour’d youngfter, ftood, 
With looks enough to bribe a judging god ; 
Summer appear’d, rob'd in a yellow gown, 

Full ears of ripen’d corn compos’d her crown $ 
‘Then Autumn, proud of rich Pomona's ftore, 
And Bacchus, too, treading the bluthing floor ; 
Poor half-ftarv'd Winter thivering in the rear, . 
The Stoical and fullen part o’ th’ year: - 

Yet not by ftep-dame Nature wholly left ~ 

Of every grace is winter time bereft ; 

Some friends it has in this affli@ed ftate, 

Some Plants that faith and duty don’t forget : 
Some Plantsthe winter-feafon does fupply, 

Born purely for delight and luxury, 

Which brave the frott and cof, and merit claim, 
Though few, indeed, and of a lower frame. 

The New Yeur did him this peculiar grace, 

And Janus favouring with his double face, 

‘That he fhould firit be heard, and have the pow’r 
To draw forth ali his poor and flender ftore. 
Winter obcys, and tanks ’em, beft he can, 

Mire trufting to the worth, than number' of his 
Juft in the front of Winter's {canty band, [men. 
‘Fwo lofty Plants, or Flow’ry giants, Qand 5 
Spurge-olive one, th’ other a kind of Bay, 

Both high, and Jargeiy fpreading ev'ry way ; 

But did they in a milder feafon {prout, : 
Whether they e’er could pals for Flow'rs, I douht; 
But now they do, and fuch their tooks and fmell, 
The place they hold they feem to merit well, 
Next Wolfs’-bane, us’d in flep-dames’ poifoning 
Born of the foam of Pluto’s porter faid; —_[trade, 
A baneful Plant, fpringing in craggy ground, 
Thence its hard name, itfeif much harder found ; 
Briflly its gilded creft it does difplay, 

And boldly. flares 1’ th’ face the god of Day, t 
Which Cerberus, its fire, durft ne’er affay. 
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The Plant cali'd Snowdrop, next in courfe ap- | Which is fo hardy as to Mand the threat 


pear'd, 
But trembling, by its frightful neighbour fear’d ; 
Yet clad in white herfelf, like fleecy fnow, 
Near her bad neighbour finer fhe does thew. 
‘The noble Liverwort does next appear, 
Without a fpeck, like the unclouded air, 
A Plant of noble ufe and endlefs fame, 
‘The liver’s great preferver, thence its name ; 
‘The humble Plant confcious of inbred worth, 
In winter’s hardeft froft and cold thoots forth 
Let other Plants, faid the, for {cafons wait, 
For fummer gales, or the fun’s kindly heat, 
She {corns delay ; naked, without a coat, 
As ’twere in hafte, the noble Plant comes out. 
Next the blue Primrofe, which in winter blows, 
But wears the {pring both in its name and clothes; 
The Saffron then, and tardy Celandine; 
To thefe our Lady’s-feal and Sowbread join ; 
But thefe appearing out of feafon, were 
Bid to their homes and proper tribes repair : 
There now remain'd of Winter’s genuine ftore 


And offspring, Bear’s-foet, or the Chriftmas Flow’r, ‘ 


The pride of Winter, which in froft can live, 
And now alone for empire dar’d to ftrive : 
On its black ftalk it rear’d itfelf, and then 
With pale, but fearlefs face to plead began. 


Hillcborus Niger ; or, Che iftmas Flower. 


I ran not now my beauty to oppofe 

To that of Lilies or the blufhing Rofe ; 

Old Pratus’ daughters me from that do feare, 
Who once with: Juno durft their face compare, 
Mad with:conceit, each thought herfelf a cow; 
Juft judgment ! teaching all themielves to knows 
My noble Plant banith’d this wild caprice, 

And gave ’em back their human voice and fpeech. 
Mclampus by my aid foon brought reticf,, 

And for the cure had one of em to wite : 

And none will charge me with that madnefs, fure, 
Or the fame folly I'pretend to cure. 

The goddeffes above a beauty claim, 

Lafting and.firm as their immortal frame, 

Which time can’t furrow, or difeafes wrong ; 

‘Yo be immortal is to be forever young. 

Flow rs’ or girls’ beauty is a tranfient thing 5 
Expect as well the whole year will be fpring. 

Ye Flow’ry race! that‘open to the tky, 

Aud there have {een a cloud of curious dye, 

_ The gaudy phantom now with pride appears, 
Look up again, ’tis ftraight diffolv’d in tears 3 
Such is the fhorteliv'd glory Flowers have, 
Bending, they point fill tow'rds their womb and 

grave ; ss . 
‘The wind and rain aim at their tender head 5 

» Befides, the ftars their baneful influence fhed 3 
Like the fam’d Semele, they die away 
Jn the embraces of the god af Day: 

Expos’d to air, to heat an open prey, 

Colds through their tender fibres force their way. 
“Vhe {wallow or the nightingale abhors 

Not winter more than do th’ whole race of Flow’rs. 
Vi among thefe a Flow’r you can defery 

{Fitter to he tranfplanted to the fky) | 


Of ftorms and tempefts that around her beat ; 
That ‘with contending winds dare boldly ftrive, 
Scorns cold, and under heaps of {now can live, ~ 
To this, great goddefs! to this noble Plant 

You ought the empire of the garden grant. ~~ 
Kings are Jove’s image ; and, if that be true, 
‘To virtue only fovereign fway is due. © 
Trufting to this, and not the empty name 

Of beauty, I the Flow'ry empire claim 3 


«Nor will this foft, luxurious, pamper'd race . 


Of Flow’rs, were things well weighed, deny me 
lace 5 é 

For, lo if the winter’s come ; what change is there, 

What looks, what diftmal afped of the year! 

The winds, from prifon broke, no mercy yield, 

But fpoil the native glories of the field : 

Firft on the infant-boughs they fpend their rage, 

And fcarcely tpare the poor trunk’s rev'rend age; 

Either with fwelling rains the ground below 

$s drown’d, or cover’d thick in beds of fnow ; 

Or ftiff with froft, the ftreams, all iced o'er, 

Are pent within a bank unknown before.» 

Each nymph complains, and ev'ry river-god 

Feels on his fhoulders an unufual load ; 

Nature, a captive now to Froft become, 

Lies fairly buried in a marble tomb, 

And can you wonder then that Flow’rs thould die, 

Or, hid within their beds, the danger fly ? 

D’ye fee the fun, how faint his tooks, that tell 

The god of Plants himfelf is not o’er-well. 

Now let'me fee the Violet, Tulip, Rofe, 

Or any of ’em their fine face difclofe ; 

Ye Lilies! with your nowy treffes, now 

Come forth, this is the proper time for faow. 

Deaf to the call, nonc of ’cm all appear, 

But clofe in bed they lie, half-dead with fear ; 

I only in this univerfal dread 

Of Nature dare exalt my fearlefs head : 

Winter, with thoufand feveral arms prepar’d. 

To be my death, ftill finds me on my guard. 

Great umpire then of all this harmlefs fray, 

{f yoy are fix’d to crown fome Plant to-day, 

Let all appear and take the field, let all 

Agree to give the chiefeft Plant the ball ; 

Yet let it be in winter, I defire 5 

‘That feafon does a hardy chief require. 

If any of thefc tender, dainty, dames, 

Deck’d with their rich perfumes and gaudy names, 

Dare but at fuch a time fhew half an cye, 

Pll frankly yield, and ftraight let fall my plea., 

Not a Plant's feen, F'll warrant you; they hate 

‘To gain a kingdom at fo dear a rate; 

They fear the unequal trial to fuftain ; 

None dare appear but thofe that fill my train, 

‘And none of thefe are fo ambitious grown 

To ftand themfelves, but beg for me the crowm 

‘Thefe num’rous hardihips I can undergo 5 : 

Til tell you now, fair Judge, what I can do, 

My virtue alive is, and paflive too. 5 

Kings get no fame by conquering at home ; 

That from fome foreign vanquifh’d land muft 
come. 

If equal to my triumphs names I bore, 

And ev'ry vanquith'd foe increas'd the ftore, -  * 
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Old Rome's moff haughty champion I'd defy 
With me in honours, titles, names, to vie. 

J a& fach wonders, I may fafely fay, 

‘The twelve Herculean labours were mere play. 


“The fpreading cancer my blefs'd Plant docs chafe, ; 


And new-fkins o’er the Ieper’s monftrous face ; 
The ling’ring quartan fever I oblige 
To draw his forces off, and raife the fiege : 
Swimmings i’ th’ head that do from vapours come, 
Texercife ftraight by my counter fume : 
In ev'ry [welling part, when dropfies reign, 
dry the fen, the fanding waters drain : 
"The falling ficknefs, too, to wave the reft, 
Though facred that difeafe by fome confefs'd. 
Why in thefe cures thus trifle ] my breath? 
Death yields to me, the apopledtic death ; 
Into cach part my Plant new vigour fends, 
And quickly makes the foul and body friends. 
Thefe arc great things, you'll fay, and yet the reft 
"That follow muft much greater be confefs’d, 
I do compefe the mind's diftracted frame, 
A gift the gods and J alone can claim ; 
Madmen and fools are caft beneath my pow’r ; 
What to my grandeur can the gods add morc ? 
Who thus can do, the world his province is, 
Cexefar can’t boaft a larger fway than this. 

She fpoke; her train with fhouts the area fill’d, 
Nay, Winter (if you will believe it) fmil’d. 

Next the gay Spring draws ont his warlike 

bands, * 
Which to the fcene a grateful thadow lends. 
Homer, though well the Grecian camp he paints, 
Wonld fail, I fear, in muftering up thefe Plants. 
Bright Spring! what various nations dof thou 
beat? 


The Xerxes of a numerous Flow’ry hoft, 

Which could (fince Flow’rs without due moifture 
Like his, I fancy, drink whole rivers dry. {die) 
His Flow’ry troops made the fame ftately thew, 
Whofe painted arms a dazzling Iuftre threw. 

. Then a gay Flow’r, for thape the Trumpet nam’d, 
Blew thrice, and with a ftrcnuous voice proclaim’d, 
‘That all but-candidates fhould quit the place, 
Firft, as they went, bowing with awful grace. 

And now, the pleafure of the goddefs known, 
The Herb call’d Ragwort pafe'd hefore the thrones 
A bunchy ftalk, and painted bees fhe bore, 

With fev’ral foolith fancies on her Flow’r. 
Ragwort the Satyrs and Vriapus love, 

Venus herfelf and the fair Judge approve. 
Dog's-tooth pais'd next, to Ragwort near ally'd, 
A faithful friend to love, ard often try'd; 

Next Hyacinths, of violet-kind, proceed, 

A noble, pow’rful, and a num’rous breed ; 

They wanted courage, though, to kegp the place 
Lab’ring, alas! under a late difgrace ; 

Of noble houfe themfelves they did pretend, 
From Ajax’ blood direétly to defcerid ; 

‘The caufe in Flora’s court of chivalry {plea ; 
‘Was heard, where they fail’d to make out their 
‘They bore.no coat of arms, nor could they fhew 
‘Thole mournful notes faid from his blood to flow: 
‘The next d-kin, a Flow'r which Grecks of old 
From ‘cxerements. of birds defcended hold, 
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. Which Britain, nurfe of Plants, a milder clime, 
- Gentilely calls the Star of Bethlehem ;- 


‘The Daify next march’d off in modeft wife, 
Dreading to wait the iffue of the prize, 
‘Tho’ the Spring don’t a truftier party know, 


| After, before, and in the {pring they grow, 


Quick in the charge, and im retreating flow g° 

‘They dare not venture, though the fons of Art *2: 

‘The name of Binders to ‘em do impart ; 

They cure all wounds, yet make none, which you 

Js the true office of a warlike Plant. [grant 

Next {potted Sanicle and Navelwort, 

Tho’ both have figns of blood, forfake the court ¢ 

Moonwort goes next, borne on its reddifh flalk, - 

And after that does gentle Cranchill walk ; 

They all gave way ;’t is natural in a Flow'r 

More in its form to tryft than worth and’ Pe sak: 

Nay, more than that, the Cornflag qaits the cla, 

Tho’ made fword-wile, does to the Tulip yield$ 

Tho’, like fome tyrant, rounded with the fam; 

Yer to affected empire waves all claim ; - 

How much this Swordflow’r differs as to haray’- 

From thofe which we on-mortal anvils form!” : 

Nature on this an unguent has beftow’d,* Sar! 

Which when our’s make it iffue. ftops the blood.. 

Next you might fee the gaudy Columbine, 

Call'd fometimes Lion’s-nronth, defert the fcene, 

‘Though of try’d courage and of high renown 

Jn other things, curing difcafes known ; 

The Seagull Flow’r exprefs’ ‘dan equal fear, 

‘The tigers more and prettier {pots don’t bear 3». 

‘Thefe beauty-fpots fhe ought to prize like gold,” 

Citron held her’s at dearer rates of old : 

The Perfian Lily, of a ruddy hue, 

And next the Lily of the Vale, withdrew ; 

Lilies 0 th’ Vale fuch looks and fmell retain, 

‘They're fit to furnifh {nuff for gods and men ; 

Nor a plant kinder to the brain docs live ; 

A glats of wine does lef refrefament, give. 

Next Reniwinkle; or the Lady’s-bow’r, 

Weakly, and halting, crept algng the floor ; 

All kinds of Crowfoot pafd, and how'd their 
head, 

The wortt ran wild, the beft in gardens bred; 

Daylily next, the root by Hefiod lov'd, 

Although not for the chiefett difh approv'd; 

Then came a flow’r of a far diff’ring look, 

Which on it thy fov’d name, Adonis! took ; 

But Celandine, thy genuine offspring ftyl’d, 

‘They tell usat the proud ufurper fmil’d ; 

Stockgilly flow’r the year’s companion ia, 

Which the fun fcarce in all his rounds does mifs, 

Officious Plant! which ev'ry month can bring, 

But rather would be reckon’d to the {pring ; 

‘This pals’ 'd along with a becoming mien, 

And in her train the Wallflow’r would be feen : 

The conftant Marigold next thefe went out, 

And Lady’s-flipper, fit for Flora’s foot; — [peep, 

Then Goat’s-beard, which each morn abroad docs 

But fhuts its Flow’r at noon, and goes to fleep ; 

‘Then Oxeye did its rolling eyeball ff read, 

Such as Jove’s wife and fitler had, they faid 5 

Next Viper-grafs, full of a milky juice, 

Geeod againit poifon, which cury’d ftep-dames akg 
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_- Then Hollowroot, cautious and fall of fear, : 


Which neither fummes’s heat nor cold can bear, 
Comes after {pring, before it docs’ retire 5 
Then Satin-flow’r, and Mothmullen withdraw, 


“Worthy a nobler title to enjoy : 
"The Lady’s-fmock, and Lugwort, went their way, 
“With fev'ral more, too tedious here to fay 5 


With many an humble Shrub that took their leaves, 


To which the garden entertainment gives ; 


As Honeyfuckle, Rofemary, ard Broom, 
"That Broom which does of Spanih,parents come ; 


* Both forts of Pipe-tree, neat in either drefe, 


White’or iry-colour’d, whether pleafe you beft ; 


* Next the roynd-headed Elder-rofe, which wears 


‘A contkellation of your little ftars; 

The Cherry ; out’s and Perfian Apple add, 
Proud of the various Flow’rs adorn’d its head ; 
Nature has iffue, eunuch-like, deny’d, 


. But (like them too) by a fine face fupply’d : 


‘Thefe, and a thoufand more, were fain to yield, 
“And left the candidates to keep the field ; 


“Rach Flow’r appear’d with all its kindred, drets’d, 


Each jn its richeft robes of gaudielt velt : 
The Violet fil, Spring’s uftier, came.in view, 


“From whofe {weet lips thefe pleating accents flew, 


The Violet. 


_ Tue Ram now ope the galden portal throws, 


Which holds the varius feafons of the year, 

And on his fhining fleece the Spring dves bear; 
Ye Mortals! with a fhout falute him as he goes. 
(6, triumph!) now, now the fpring comes on 

In folemn ftate and high proceffion, 

Whilft 1, the beauteous Violet, ftill before him go, 
And ufher in the gaudy shew : 

As it becomes the child of {uch a fire, 

’m wrapp’d in purple; the firft-born of Spring 


- The marks of my legitimation bring, 


And all the tokens of his verdant empire wear + 
Clad like a princely kabe, and born in ftate, 


: Vall your regal titles hate, 


Nor priding in my blood and mighty birth, 
Unnatural Plant, defpife the lap of mether Earth. 
Love's goddefs {miles upon me jul uew-born, 
Rejoicing at the year’s return : 

The fwaflow is not a more certain fign 

"That love and warm embraces now begin, 
‘To the lov’d babe a thoufand kiifes 

The goddefe gives, a thoufand balmy bliffes. 
Befides, my purple lipa 

In facred nectar dips: 

Hence ’tis no fooner does the Violet burit, 


* By the warm air toa juft ripenefs nurs’d, 


But from my opening, blooming head, 
A thoufand fragrant odours fpread. 
do not only pleafe the finell, 

And the moft critic tafte beguile, 


- Not only with my pretty dye 


Impofe a cheat upon the eye; 


~ But more for profit than for pléafure born, 


I furnith out a wholefome juice, 
‘Which the fam’d Epicurus did uot fearn, 
Vpon a time, when fick, to ufe. 
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» O'er preffing and vexatious pain - 
“1 foch a filent vi@ry gain, 


‘That though the body be the fcene, 


2 It fcarcely knows whether a fight has been. 
§ "The fever’s well-known valour I invade, 


Which bluthes with mere rage to yield 
To one that ne’er knew how fo tread a ficld, 

But only was for fights and nuptial banquets made ; 
Ic yields, but ia a grumbling way, 

Juft as the winds obedience pay, 


| When Neptune from the flood does peep, 


And filences ihofe troublers of the deep. 

What though fome Flow’rs a greater courage know, 
Or a much finer face can thew . 

‘That does but ftili the fancy feed, 

Whilft { for bus’nefs fit, in real worth exceed. 
Search over all the globe, you'll find 

The glory of.a princely Flower 

Confiits not in tyraunie power, 

But in a majefy with muldnefs join’d. 

She fpoke, and from her balmy lips did come 
A {weet perfume that fcented all the room ; 
The fmell fo long continued, that you'd {wear 
The Violet, though you heard no found, wae 

there. 
Quitting the ftage, the next that took her place 
Were Oxlips, Pugles, with their num'rous race 5 
A party-colour’d tribe, of various hue, 
Red, yellow, purple, pale, white, dufky, blue + 
The Primrofe and the Cowdlip, too, were there, 
Both of ’em kin, but not fo handfome far; 
Bear’s-car, fo call'd, did the whole party head, 
And Yellow, claiming merit, needs would plead; 
‘Tofling her hundred heads in flanting rate, 
Each had a mouth, and could at pleafure prate. 


Auricula Urfi; Bear’s-cat. 


Great Queen of Flow’rs! why is thy {nowy 
breail 

With fuch a fight of various pofies drefs'd ? 

Whereas one ftalk ef mine 

Alone a nofegay is, alone can make thee fine, 

A lovely, harmiefs montter, I 

Gorgon’s many heads outvie 5 

Others, as fingle ftars, may glory beam ; 

"Fake me, for 1 conflellation am : 

Set thofe who fubjects want purfue- the flow’ry 

A fiow'ry nation Talone ; [crown, 

Nor did kind natare thus in vain 

So many heads to me aflign; 

{ for a man’s head, life’s chiefeft feat, 

Am fet apart and wholly confecrate : 

‘The mind’s jmperial tow’r, the brain, 

(A poor apartment for fo great a queent"¥” [thit.es, 

‘Ihe light-hovfe where man’s reafon ftands aud 

Maugre the malice of contending winds, 

1 guard the facred place, repel the rout, 

And keep the everlafting fire from going out. 

Ge now, and mock me with this monftrous name 

Which the late barbarous age did snip ang frame > 

‘The true and proper names of things of ald, 

‘Through a religious filence ne*ee were teld 
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‘Thus guardian gods’ true names were feldom 
known, 

Left fome jnvading foe might charm ’em from the 
town, , 

Impudent Fool ! that firft fty!’d heautcous Flow’rs 

By a detefted name, the Ears of Bears ; 

Worthy himfelf of affes’ ears, a pair 

Pairer than Midas once was faid to wear. 

Ac this rate finging (for your merry Flow’rs 
Scili fing their words, not bring ’em forth hike 
"Che Daffodil fuecceded, once u youth, —_ four’s) 
{As many poets tell, a facred truth) 

And all his clients and his kindred came, 

A nuny’reus train, to vote and poll for him 

All of ‘cra, pale or yellow, did appear, 

‘The livery which wounded lovers wear. 

Vhough Virgil purple honours has aflign’d 

And bluifh dye, too liberal and kind, 

‘The Chalcedonic, with white Flow’r, thought beft 
Vo be the mouth, and fing for all the reft. 





"The Daffedils Nave 





Wurart once twas, a boy, not ripen’d to aman, 
My roots of one year’s growth explain; 
A lovely boy, of killing eyes, 
Where ambufeading witcheraft lies, ‘ 
Which did at Jaft the owner’s fel farprife : 

Ot fatal beauty, fuch as could iafpire 

Love into coldeft breafts, in water kindle fire. 
Mz the hotbeds of fang in Libya burn, 

Or Hler’s frozen banks to ruin turn. 

J, wher. a boy, amaug the boys 

Had ftill the nobleft place ; 

The fanie my Plant among the Flow’is enjoys, 
And is the garden’s ornament and grace ; 
Become a Flow’r, I cannet tell 

Why my face fhould not pleafe me ftill ; 
Downward | lean my bending bead, 

Longing my looks in the fame glafs to read ; 
-Shew me a ftream, that liquid glafs 

Will put me in the felfsame cafe. 

In the colour with the fame nymphs I'm drefs'd, 
Who wear :ne in their fgowy breaft, 

Who with my Flow’re their pride maintain, 
And wih 1 were a boy agai 
She fpoke : Anemone her ftation took, 

"No whom the goddefs deign’d a fiiling look 5 
For, with the Tulip’s leave, I needs muft fay, 
No race more num’rous, none more fine or gay. 
Th: Purple, with its large and fpreading leat, 
W°s chofen, by confent, to be their chief; 

Ot fair Adonis’ blood undoubted ftrain, 

And to this hour it fhews the dying {tain : 

As foon as Zephyr had unloos'd its tongue, 
‘The Leauteous Plant after this manuer fung, 





















Anemone, or Emonies. 


Tuou, gentle Zephyr! who did Flora wed | 
Thrice worthy of the goddefs’ bed ; 

Who in a winged chariot, hurl’d 

‘With breezing airs, doft fan this ne-hor world, 
Which kind refrefhing motion fu 

Lhbefore lazy reft preter; 
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That air with which thou ev’ry thing doft cheer. 
Infpire into the goddefs’ car, 

That the fair Judge would mindful be 

OF her Jov’d confort and of me; 

For fince I take my name from thee, 

Nay, of thy kindred faid to be; 

Since I with thee do fympathize, * 

Who in Aivlian dungeon captive lies, 

And viewing Zephyr’s dolefnl ftate, 

All drefs and ornament | hate, = 
And locking up my mouraful Flow’r, [dare @: 
Myfelf a pris’ner make, the fame reftraigt en 
Since I have change of fuits and gaudy vetts, 
Which in. my various Flawers are exprefe'd 5 

In bricf, fince I'm a-kin to gods-abeve, | 
All thefe together, fure, may favour m 
Sprung from the fair Adonis’ purplé 
And Venus’ tears, to both Lam aily’d;" 
The rofy youth, the lov’d Adonis, Rood: f 
the. pride and glory of the wood, .  [hiedd 
Till a boar’s fatal tufk Jet out the preciod 
Into each fowing drop that ftill’d, ; 
A falling tear the goddefs fpil’'d, 
Which to a bloody torrent {well’d : 
The lovers’ tearsand blood combine, 
As if they would in marriage join. 
From fuch fair parents, and that wedding morn 
Was I, their fairer offspring, born. 

My force and pow’r, perhaps, you queftion now ; 
My power? why, I a haudfome face can thew 5 -.. 
Befides, my heav’oly extract I-can prove, ‘ 
And that I'm fitter to the god of Love. 

The Crown Imperial (as the ftepp’d afide) 
Advanc’d with flately but becoming pride 
Not bufkin’d heroes ftrut with nobler pridé, 
Nor gods in walking ufe a finer ftride 3. 

No friends or clients made her train, not one ; 
Confcious of native worth fhe came alone; . 
With au erect and fober countenance ‘ 
In following terms fhe did her plea cotamitnee. ° 
+ 














The Imperial Crown, 


Wirn furious heats and unbecoming rage, 
Ye Flow’ry Nations! ceafe t” engage ; 
Since on my ftately ftem 
Nature has plac’d th’ lmperial diadem, “ 
‘Why all thefe words in vain? why all this noife?.: 
Be judg’d by Nature, and approve her choice. 
Perhaps it does your envy move,’ 
And to’my right may hurtful prove, 
‘That I an upftart novel Flower am, 
Who have no rumbling hard Greek name , 
Perhaps 1 may be thought 
In fome plebeian bed begot, 

ecaufe my lineage wears no ftain, 
Nor does romantic fhameful ftories feign * 
“Vhat lam fprung from Jove, or from his baftard 

ftrain. 

I freely own Lhave not been ’ 
Long of your world a denizen ; ~ 
But yet | reign’d for ages pats'd, 
In Perfia and in Badtria plac’d, x 
"Phe pride and joy of all the gardens of the Eat. 


4g0 
My Flow’r a large-fiz'd golden head does wear, 
Much like the ball kings in their hands do te 
Denoting fov’reign rule, and firiking fear. 
My purple {talk 1, like fome fceptre, wicld, 
Worthy in regal hands to thine, 
Worthy of thine, great god of Wine ! 
‘When India to thy conquering arms did yicld. 
Befides all this, { have a Flow’ry crown 
My royal temples to adorn, 
"Whofe buds a fort of honey-liquor bear, 
‘Which round the crown like ftars or pearls appear; 
‘Bilyer #reads around it twine, 
Saffron, like gold, with them does jain 5 
And over all 
./My verdant hair does neatly fall. 
Sometimes a threefold rank of Flowers 
Grows on my top, like lofty towers. 
Imperial ornaments I [corn, 
And, like the Pope, affect a triple crown; 
The Heav'ns look down, and envy earth 
For teeming with fo bright a birth; 
‘For Ariadue’s flarry crown 
"By mine is far outfhone, * ¢ 
And as they ‘ave reafon, let ’em envy on. 
She thunder’d out her fpeech,and walk'd to greet 
The Judge, not falling meanly at her feet, 
But as one goddefi docs another meet. 
- A Flow'r that would too happy he and blefs’d, 
Did but its odour anfwer all the reft, 
‘The Tulip! next wppear’d, all over gay, 
But wanton, full of pride, and full of play ; 
‘The world can’t fhew a dye but here has place, 
Nay, by tew mixtures fhe can change her face. 
“Purple and gold are both beneath her care, 
‘The richeft necdle-work fhe loves to wear 5 
Her only ftndy is to pleafe the eye, 
And to outfhine the reft in finery ; 
Oft of a mode or colour weary grown, 
By which their family had long heen known, 
They'll change their fathion ftraight, I know not 
i how, e 
And with much pain in other colours go; 
As if Medeu’s furnace they had pafs’d, 
(She without Plants old /&fon ne’cr new-caft), 
And tho’ they know this change will mortal prove, 
‘They'll venture yct--.-to change fo muck they 
love, 
Such love to beauty, fuch the thirft of praife 
That welconie death before inglorious days! 
‘The caufs by all was to the White aflign’d, 
Whether, becaufe the rarcft of the kind, 
Or elfe, becunfe ev'ry petitioner, 
In ancient times, for office, white did wear. 





The Tulip. 


Somtwazre in Horace, if { don’t forget, 
‘(Flew'rs arc no fors to poctry and wit, 

For us that tribe the like affection beur, 

And of ali men the greateft Florilts are) 

‘We find 3 wealthy man | 
Whofe wardrobe did five thoufand fuits contain ; 
He counted that a vaft prodigious ftore, 

But 1 that number hive twice told, and more. 
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Whate’er in fpring the teeming earth commands ; 

What colours e’er the painted pride of birds, 

Or various lights the glift’ring gem affords, 

Cut by the artful lapidary’s hands ; 

Whate’er the curtains of the heav’ns can fhew, 

Or light lays dyes upon the varnift’d bow, 

Rob’'d in as mary vetts [ fhine, 

In ev'ry thing bearing a princely mien. 

Pity I muft the Lily and the Rofe, 

(And the jaft blufhes at her threadbare clothes) 

Who think themfeives fo highly blefs’d, 

Yct have but one poor tatter’d veft. 

‘Vhefe ftndious, unambitious things, in brief, 

Would fit extremely well a college-life, 

And when the god of Flow’rs a charter grants, 

Admiffion fhall be given to thefe Plants; 

Kings thould have pk nty and inperfluous ftore, 

Whilft thrifrinefs becomes the poor. 

Hence Spring himfelf does chiefly me regard: 

Will any Klow’r refufe to ftand to his award ? 

Mc for whole months he does retain, 

And keeps me by him all his reign: 

Carefs’@ by Spring, the feafon of the year 

Which before all to Love is dear. 

Befides, the god of Love himfelf’s my friehd, 

Not for my face alone, but for another end; 

Lov’d by the god upon a private feare, 

1 know for what---but fay no more. 

But why fhouid! 

Become fo tilent or fo fry ? 

We Flow’rs were by no peevith fire begot, 

Nor from thet frigid fullen tree did {prout, 

So fam'd in Cerzs’ facred rites; 

Nor in morofencfs Fiora’s elf dchghts. 

My root, like oil in ancient games, prepares 

Levers for battle, or thofe fofter wars ; 

My quick’ning heat,their fluggifh veins infpires 

ith vigorous and fprightly fires; 

Mad but chafte Lucrece ua’d the fame, 

‘Vhe night before bold Tarquin try’d his flame, 

Upon record the ne’er a foo) had-been, zs 

But would have liv'dto reap the pleafure once again, 
‘The goddefs, confcious of the truth, a while 

Contein d, but then was feen to blush and {mile, 

‘The Flower-de-luce next Jousd her heav’nly 

tongue, 
And thus, amidft her fweet companions, fung. 








Tris; or, The Flowerede-luce. 


I: empire is to beauty due, 

hat in Flow'rs, if any where, holds true) 
» I by nature was defign’d for reign, 

Elle nature made a beauteous face in vain. 
Befides, 1 boaft a fparkling gem, 

And brighter gnddefs of my name. 

My lofty front towards the heav’ns T hear, 
And reprefent the fky, when "tis ferene and clear. 
is given 

refembling heav'n 3 

gly fiyle no dignity 



















Beauty and Envy oft” together go 3 
Handfome myfelf, I help make others fo ©; 


‘* The juice of tke root takee away freckles and morghews, 
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Both gods and men of the moft curious eyes i 
With fecret pleafure 1 farprife; 

Nor do I lef oblige the nofe 

With fragrance from my root that blows, 

Not Sibaris or foft Capua did know 

A cheicer Flow’r for fmell or thew, ; 
"Though both with-pleafute of all kinds did dow. 
J own the Violet and the Rofe 

Divinelt edours both difclofe ; 

‘The’ Saffron and Stockgillydower, 

With many more; * 

But yet none can fo fweet a root produce *. 
My upper parts are trim and fair, 

My lower breathe a grateful air. 

Iam a Flow’r for fight, a drug for ufe. 

Soft as 1 am, amidft this fuxury, 

Before me rough difeafes fly. 

"Thus a bold Amazon with virgin-face, 

‘Troops of daftard men will chafe : 

Thus Mats and Venus often greet, 

And in fingle Pallas meet: 

Equal to her in beauty’s charms, 

And nat to him inferior in arms. 

By fecret virtue and refitlefs power 

‘Thofe whom the jaundice feizes, { reftore 5 
‘Though moift with unguent, and inclin’d to love, 
L rather, was for luxury defign’d ; 

And yet, like fome enraged lionefs, 

Before my painted arms the yellow foe does hatte. 
‘Ite Dropfy beadlong makes away 
As foon asf my arms difplay, 
‘The Dropfy, which man’s microcofm drowns, 
Pulling up all the fluices in its rounds; 

I follow it through ev'ry winding vein, 

And make it quit in hafte the deluy’d man, 
‘The nation of the Jews, a pious folk, 

‘Though our gods‘they don’t invoke, 

And not to you, ye Plants! unknown 

P th’ days of that great florift Sclumon, 

‘Tell us that Jove, to cheer the drovping ball, 
Alter the flood a promife pat, 

Sat fo long as earth should Jaft, 

No future deluge on the world fhould fall ; 
And as a fea} to this obliging grant, 

"Che rainbow in the fky did plant. 

Jam that bow, in poor hydropic man 

‘the fame refrething hopes contain; 

J look as gay, and fhew as fine, 

J am the thing of which that only is the fign : 
My Plant performs the fame, 

‘Towards man’s little worldly frame ; 

And when within him I appear, 

He needs no deluge from a dropfy fear. 

‘The Peony then, with large ued Flow'r, came on, 
And breught no train-but his lov’d mate alone ; 
Numbers could not make him the canfe efpouf:, 
‘Las! the whole nation made but one poot houfe ; 
Nor did her coftly wardrobe pride infpire, 
All drefsd alike, all did one colour wear; 
And yct he wanted not for majefty, 
Appearing with a-fober graviry ; 

Jor he advane'd his purple forehead, which 
A Flower with thoufand foldings cid enrich 











‘* Of the root is made that called Powce: of Cyprus, or Orris 
Forder, 
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Some love to cail it the Mluftrious Plant, 

And we may weil, I think, that title grant ; 
Phyficians in their public writing thew 

What praife is to the firft inventor due. 

Pzon * was dotter'to the gods, they fay, 

By the whule college honour’d to this day : 

Wich her own merits, and this mighty uame, - 
Hearten’d and buoy’ d, fhe thus maintain’dher clase: 


Paonia; the Peony. 


Tr the fond Tutip, fwell'’d with pride, 

Jn her fooi’s coat of motely’ colours dy’ 

If lov'd Adonis’ Flower, the Celandine, 

Wouid proudly be preferr’d to mine, 

‘Then let Jove’s bird, the eagle, quit the 

The thunder to the painted peacock yie 

‘Then let the tyrant of the woods be gotie, 

‘The lion yield to the cameleon, 

You'll fay, perhaps, the nymphs make much of 204 

‘Yhey gather me for garlands too: 

And yet, do ye think I value that ? 

Not I, by Flora! not a jot. 

Virtue and courage are the valuable things 

On difficult occafions fhewn : 

Not painted arms ennoble kings; 

Virtue alone gives luftre to a crown. 

Hence I the known Herculean difeafe, 

The falling-ficknefs, cure with eafe, 

Which, like the club that hero once did wear, 

Down with one fingle blow mankind does bear. 

I fancy hence the ftory rife, 

That Pluto, wounded once by Hercules, 

My juice, infus’d by Pacon, gave him cafe, 

And did the groaning god appcafe, 

Paon was fau’d, I’m Cure, for curing this difeafe. 

Pluto is zod of Heil; it fhould feem 

Prince of inexorable Death 5 

Now this difeafe is death ! but not like him, 

Without @ fting, plac’d in the {hades beneath. 

1 theuld be vain, extremely vain, indeed, 

A quarrel on pundtilios to breed, 

ince a more noble Flow’r than [ 

‘The Sun in all his journey does not fpy = 

Nor do I go in Phyfic’s beaten road, 

By other Plants before me trod, 

Eur in a way worthy a healing god. 

IT never with the foe come hand to hatid; 

My odour death doesata diftance fend; . 

Hung round the neck ftraight, without more ado, 

I put te flight the rampant foe : e" 

I neither come (what think you, Cafar! now) 

Nor vicw the camp, and yet can overthrow, 

She fpoke, and bow’d, and fo the court forfook. 

Her confort follow’d with a blufhing look ; 

When fraight a fragrant air of trong perfume, 

Anda new laftre, darted through the room. 

No wonder, for the Rofe did next appear; 

Spring wifely plac’d his beft and choiceft troops i” 
the rear. 

Some wild in woods, yet worth and beauty thew, 

Such as might in Hefperian gardens grow. = 


J Homer Gays, Peon cured Plato wily this Piant when he wae 
wouaded by Hecewes, 
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Nought by experience tet the Wood Rofe 
found, 

Better to cure a mad dop’s pois’nous wound : 

‘This brings away the gravel and the ftone, 

And gives you eale though to a quarry grown. 

"The beauteous Garden Rofe the did not thame, 

‘Though better bred, and of a fefter name ; 

Which in four fquadrons drawn, the Damatk Rofe, 

In name of all the ref maintain’d the caufe ; 

Which f{prung, they fay, from Syrian Venus’ 
blood 4, 

Long time the pride of rich Damafcus ftood. 


The Rofe. ‘ 
Ap who can doubt my race, fays the, . 
‘Who on my face Love's token fee ! 

The god of Love is always foft,and always young; 
Yam the fame; then to his blood what wromg ? 
My brother winged does appear ; 
1 leaves inftcad of Wings do wear 

He’s drawn with lighted torches in his hand 5, 

Upon my top bright flaming glorics fland, 

The Rofe has pr ickles, fo has Love, 

‘Though thefe a little fharper prove : 

'There’s nothing in the world above, or thisbelow, 
But would for Rofy-colour’d go ; 

‘This is the dye that till does pleafe 

Both mortal maids and heav’nly goddeffes : 

Yam the ftandard by which beauty’s try’d, 

‘The with of Chloe, and immortal Juno’s pride. 
‘The bright Aurora, queen of all the 
Proud of her Rofy fingers is confefs 
When from the gates of Light the rifing Day © 
Breaks forth, his conftant rounds to go, 

‘The winged Hours prepare the way, 

And Rofy clouds before him ftrow. 

‘The windows of the fky with Rofes fhine ; * 
1am Day’s ornament as well as fign; 

And when the glorious pomp : and tour is 0 "er, 
Lyreet it pofting (6 the Weftern fhore. 

The god of Love, we mutt allow, 

Should tolerably beauty know : 

Yet never from thofe cheeks he goes, 

Where he can fpy the blufhing Rote, 

“Thus the wife bee will never dwell 

(That, like the god of Love, has wings; - 
"hat, too, has honey, that has ftings) 

On vulgar Flow’rs that have no grateful fmell. 
Tell me, blefs'd Lover! what's a kife, 
“Without a Rofy Hp create the blifs? 

Be do f only charming fiveets difpenfe, 

But beat arms in my own and man’s defences 

1, without the patient’s pain, 

Man's body, that Augean ftable, clean ; 

Not with a rough and prefling hand, 

As thundcr-torus from clouds command, 

But as the dew and gentle showers 

Dilfolving light on Herhs and Flowers s 

Nor af a fhort and fading date, 

Was I the lefs defign'’d for rule and ftate ; 
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Let proud ambitious Floramour, a 

Ufurping on the gods’ immortal name, 

Joy to be ftyl'd the Everlafting Flower, 

Tne’er knew yet that plant that nedr to Neftor 
came, 

We too, too blefi’d, too pow’rful fhould be grown, 

Which would but envy ‘Taife, ‘ 

If we could fay our beauty were our own, 

Or boat long life and many days. 

But why fhould I complain of Fate 

For giving me fo fhort a date? 

Since Flowers, the emblems of mortality, 

All the fante way and manner die : 


} But the kind gods above forbid 


That Virtue e’er a grave fhould find ; 

And though the Fatal Sifters cut my thread, 
My odour, like the foul, remains behind, 

‘Yo a dead lion a live worm’s preferr’d, 
‘Vhough once the king of all the favage herd. 
After my death I fill exech 


| The beft of Flowers that are alive and well : 


If that the name of dead will bear, 

From whofe mere corpfe doos come, 

(Like the dead body’s ftill-furviving heir) 

Sq fweet a finell and ftrong perfume, 

Let them invent a thoufand ways 

My mangled corpfe to vex and fqueeze, 

‘Though in a fweating limbee pent, 

“My athes thall preferve their feent. . 

Like a deatt monarch to the grave L come, 7 

Neure embalms me in my own perfume. 

She fpoke ; a virgin bluth came o’er her face, 

And an ambrofian cent flew round the place 5 

But that wiich gave her words a finer grace, 

Not without fonte conftraints fhe feem’d to tell 
her praife, 












‘Her rivals trembled ; for the Judge's look 


A fecret pleafure and much kindnefs fpoke, 
‘the virgin did not for.wellwifhers lack, 

Her kindred-fquadrons ftood bchind her back : 
The Ycllow nesreft ftood, unfit for war, 

Nor did the fpoils of cur’d difeafes bear 5 

The White was next, of great and g/ good : renown, 
A kind afliftant to the eye-fight known , 

‘The third, a mighty warrior, was the Red, 

Which terribly her bloody banner {pread : 

She binds the flux with her reftringeut arts, 

And ftops the humours’ jouracy to thofe parts 
She brings a prefent and a fure relief 

‘To head and heart, the fountains both of life : 
‘The fever's fires by her are mildnefs taught, 

And the hagg'd man to fweet compofure brought. . 
By help of this, Jafon of old, we read, 

Yok'd and fubdu'd the Bulls of fiery breed ¢ 

One dofe to flecp the watchful Dragon fent, 

By which no more but an high fever’s meant. 
Between this {quadron and the White, we're told, 
‘A long and grievous ftrife commenc’d of olds 
Strife is too foft a word for many years’ 

Crue}, rnnatural, and bloody, wars: 

"The fam’d Pharfatian fields, twice dy’d in blood, 
Ne’er of a nobler quarrel witnefs ftood 5 

The thirft of empire, ground of moft our wars, 
Was that which folely did occafion theirs ; 


4 
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For the Red Rofe could not an equal bear, 
And the White would of no fuperior hear : 

» She chiefs by York and Lancafter { upheld, 
With civil rage harra(s’d the Britith field. 
What madnefs drew ye, Rofes! to engage, 
Kin againtt kin, to fpend your thorns and rage ? 
Go, turn your arms where you may triumph gain, 
And fame, unfully'’d with a blufhing Stain; 
Sce the French Lily {poils and waftes your fhore ; 
Go, conquer there, where you ‘ave twice beat 

before : 2 
Whilft the Scotch Thiftle, with audacious pride, 
‘Taking advantage, gores your bleeding fide, 
Do Rofes no more fenfe and prudence own, _ 
‘Than to be fighting for domeftic crown? 
From Venus you much of the mother bear, 
You both take pleafure in the god of War ; 
‘1 The Ciyit wara between the houfes of York and Lancafter, of 


which the firft bore the White Rofe, and the other the Red, cof 
piore Engl:fh blood than did Cwice conquering France. 
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1 now bégin to think the fable true, 

"That Mars fprang from a Flow’, fulfill’d by you. 
War ravages the field, and like the turious boar, 
‘That turns up all the garden’s beauteous fiere, 


! O’erthrows the trees and hedges, and does wound 
' With his ungentle tufk the bleeding ground ; 


Ronts up the Saffron and the Violet bed, 
And feafts upon the gaudy Tulip’s head : oy 
You’d grieve to fee a beauteous plat fo foon 
Into confufion by 2 monfter thrown, 

But, oh, my Mufe! oh, whither do’tt thoutow’r ! 
This is a flight too high for thee to foar; 
The harmlefs ftrife of Plants, their wanton play, 
‘Thy pipe perhaps may well enough effay ; 
But for their wars, that is a theme fo great, 
Rather for Lucan’s martial trumpet fit ; 
‘To him that fung the Theban brothers’ death, 
‘To Maro, or fome fuch, that tafk bequeath. 
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BOOK IV. OF FLOWERS. 


TRANSLATED BY N, TATE. 


+ 
Harry the man whom, from ambition free’d, 
A little field and little garden feed + 
The ficld does frugal Nature’s wants fupply, 
The garden furnifhes for luxury + 

_ What farther fpecious clogs of life remain, _ 

He leaves for fools to {vek, and knavesto gain, 

This happy life did th’ old Corycian choofe, 
A life deferving Maro’s noble Mute; 
‘This happy life did wife Abdol’m’nus charm, 
"The mighty monarch of a little farm. 
While hozing weeds that on his walks encroach’d, 
Great Alexander’s meffenger approach’d 5 
« 'Recvive,” faid he, “ the enfigns of a crown. 
A fceptre, mitre, and Sidonian gown.” 
To empire call’d, unwillingly he goes, 
And lorigiug looks back on his cottage throws. 
Thus Agiaus’ farn@did frequent vitits find 
From gods, himfelf a ftranger to mankind, 
Gyges, the richeft king of former times, 
(Wicked, and {welling with fuccefsful crimes} 
© Is there,” faid he, “2 man more blefs’d than I?” 
‘Thus challeng’d he the Delphic deity. 
* Yes, Aglaus,” the plain-dealing god reply’d : 
 Aylaus! who's he P” the angry monarch cry’d. 
« Say, isthere any king fo call’d?” “'There’s none; 
“ No king was ever by that title known, 
* Or any great commander of that nante, 
“ Cr hero, who with gods does kindred claim ; 
« Or any who does fuch vat wealth enjoy; 
« As all his luxury can ne'er deftroy, 
 Renown’d for arms, for wealth, or birth, no man 
“Was found calPd Aglaus: who's this Aglaus, 

“ then ?” 4 

At Iaft, in the retir’d Arcadian plains, 
(Silence and thades furround Arcadian fwains) 
Near Ptophis town (where he but once had been) 
At plough this man of happinels was feen ; 
In this retirement was that Aglaus found, +: 
Envy'd by kings, and by a god renown’d, 
Almighty Pow’r ! if lawful it may be, 
Asmongi fiGitious-gods to mention thee, 





Before encroaching age too far intrude, 
Let this fweet ftcne my life’s dull farce con¢ 
clude ! ‘ 

With this fweet clofe my ufelefs toil be blefsu, 
My long tofs’d bark in that calm ftation reft, 
Once more my Mufe in wild digreflion ftrays, 
Ne’er fatiafy’d with dear Retivement’s praife. 
A pleafant road—but from our purpofe wide ; 
‘Purn off, and to our point dire@ly guide, 

Of Summer-flow’rs a mighty hoft remain, 
With thofe which Autumn munfters on the plain, 
Who with joint forces fill the fhining field, : 
Grudging that Spring fhould equal numbers yield 
To both their lifts, or, ’caufe fome Plants had been 
Under the fervice ef both feafons feen. : 
Of thele, my Mufe! rehcarfe the chief, (for all, 
Though ean ry-s daughter thou can’fl ne’er ree’ 

cail) 
The fpikes of Summer's corn theu may’ft as welfy 
Or ev’ry grape of fruitful Autumn tell. . 

The flamy Panfy ushers Summer in, 

His friendly march with Summer does begin ; 
Autumn's companion too, (fo Proferpine . 
Hides half the year, and half the year is feen) 
The Violet is Jefs beautiful than thee, 

That of one cologr boafts, and thou of three : 
Gold, filver, purple, are thy ornament, [feent. 
‘Thy rivals thou might’ft feorn, hadft thou but 

The Hefperis affumes a Violet's name, 

To, that which juftly from the Hesper came; 

Hefpor docs ali thy preciqus fweets unfold, 

Which coyly thou didit from the day withhold : 

In him more than the fun thou tak’tt delight; 

To him, like a kind bride, thou yield’ft thy {weet 
at night, ; 

‘The Antheniis, a fmall but glorious Flow’r, 
Scarce rears his head, yet has 
Forces the lurking fever to retreat, ; 
(Enfeone’d, Jike Cacus’ in his fmoky feat) - , 
Recruits the feeble joints, and gives them eafes 
He makes the burning inundation ceale 
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And when his force againit the ftone is fent, 
He breaks the rock, and gives the waters vent. - 
Not thunder finds through rocks fo fwift acourfe, 
Nor gold the rampir'd town fo foon can force. 
Bluebottle, thee my numbers fain would raife, 
And thy complexion challenges my praife ; 
Thy countenance, like Summer-fkies, is fair 
But, ah! how diffrent thy vile manners are! 
Ceres for this excludes thee from my fong, 
And fwains, to gods'and me a facred throng : 
A treach’rous gueft, deftru@ion thou doit bring 
‘To th’ hofpitable field where thou dof {pring + 
‘Thou blunt'ft the very reaper’s fickle, and fo 
In life and death becom’ft the farmer’s foe. 
The Fenel Flow’r does next our fong invite, 
Dreadful at once, and lovely to the fight : 
His beard all briftly, all unkemb’d his hair, 
Ev’n his wreath'd horns the fame rough afpect 
His vifage, too, a wat’rifh blue adorns, [bear 
Like Achelous, e’er his head wore horns + 
Nor without reafon, (prudent Nature’s care 
Gives Plants a form that might their ufe declare) 
Dropfies it curgs, and makes moift bodies dry, 
It bids the waters pafs, the frighted waters fly 5 
Does through the body’s fecret channels run, + 

A watersgoddefs in the little world of man. 

» ~~ But fay, Corn Violet, why thou doft claim 

+ OF Venus’ Looking-glafs the pompous name f 

‘Thy ttudded purple vies, I mutt confefs, 

: wan the moft noble and Patrician drefs 

Yet wherefore Venus’ Looking-glafs ? that ndme 

Her offspring Rofe did ne’er prefume to claim, 
Anticrhinon, more modeft, takes the ftyle 

Of Lion’s-mouth, fomctimes of Caif-fhout vile, 

By us Snapdragon call'd, to make amends, 

But fay what this chimera name intends ?_ 

‘hou well defer’ it, if, as old vives fay, 

‘Thou driy'ft nocturnal ghotts and fprights away. 
Why does thy head, Napellas! armour wear ? 

‘Thy guilt, perfidious Plant! creates thy fear ¢ 

‘Thy helmet we could willingly allow, 

But thou, alas! haft mortal weapons too! 

But wherefore arm’d, as if for open fight, | 

Who work’ft by fecret poifon all thy fpite ? 
Helmet ’gainft helmet juftly thou doft wear, 

Blue Anthora, upon thy Jovely hair; fihield 5 

"this cov'ring from fell wounds thy front does 

‘With fuch a headpiece Pallas goes to field. 

What God to thee fuch baneful force allow’d, 

‘With fuch heroic piety endow'd ? : 

"Thou poifon’ft more than c’er Medea flew, 

Yet no fach antidote Medea knew, : 

Nor pow’rful only ’gainft thy own dire harms, 

Thy virtue ev'ry noxious Plant difarms : 

Serpents are harmiefs creatures made by theey 

And Africa itfelf is from poifon free. 

_ Air, earth, and feas, with fecret taint opprefs'd, 
Dilcharge themfclves of the unwelcome gueft 5 
Or. wretched us they fhed the deadly bane, 

Who die by them that fhoutd our life maintain: . 
‘Yhen Nature feems to ’ave learnt the pois'ning 
trade, 
Our common parent our ftepmother made : 
“Lis then the fickly world perceives th 
By thy prevailing lorce the plague iv Laid, 
; 
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| A noble ftrife *twixt Fate and thee we find, © 
‘That to deftroy, thou to preferve mankind. 
Into thy lifts, thou martial Plant! admit 
Goat's-rue, Goat’s-rue is for thy fquadrons fit. 
‘Thy beauty, Campion! very much may cluim, 
But of Greek Rofe how didit thou gain the name? 
The Greeks were ever privileg’d to tell 
Untruths, they call thee Rofe, who haft no fmell : 
Yet formerly thou waft in garlands worn, 
Thy ftirry beams our temples fill adorn, 
‘Thou crown'ft our feafts, where we in mirth fup- 
ofe, 
And in our drink allow, thee for a Rofe 
"She Chalcedonian foil did once produce 
A Lychnis of much greater fize and ufe 5 
Form’d like a feonce, where various branches rife; 
Bearing more lights than Juno’s bird has eyes t 
Dike thofe,in palaces, whole golden light 
Strikes up,and makes the gitded roofs more bright ¢ 
This great men’s tables ferves, while that’s pre+ 
ferr’d 
To altars, and the god’s celeftial board. 

“Should Maro afk me in what region {prings 
The race of Flow’rs inferib’d with names of kings? 
I anfwer, that of Flow’rs deferv’slly crown’d 
With royal titles many may be found ; 

The Royal Loofe-ftrife, Royal Gentian, grace 

Our gardens, proud of fuch a princely race. 
Soapwort! though coarfe thy name, thou do% 

excel . 

In form, and art enrich'd with fragrant fmell :- 

As great in virtuc, too, for thou giv’ft eafe 

In dropfies and fair Venus’ foal difeafe 5 

Yet doft not fervile offices decline, . 

But condcfeend'ft to make our kitchens fhine, 

Rome’s great Dictator thus, his triumph pals dj 

Return’d to plough, nor thought his pomp de~ 

bas'd; 

‘The fanie right-hand guides now the bumble ftive, 

And oxen yokes that did fierce nations drive. 
Next comes the Flow’r if¥figure of a bell ; 

Thy fportive meaning, Nature! who can tell? 

In thefe what mufic, Flora! doft thou find ? 

Say for what jocund rites they are defign’d. 

By us thefe bells are never heard to found 

Our ears are dull, and flupid is our mind 5 

Nature is all a riddle to mankind, 

Somd Flow'rs give men as weil as gods delight, 

Thefe qualify, nor fmell; nor tafe, nor fight; 

Why, therefore, fhould not our fifthjerfe be ferv'd? 

Or is that pleafure for the gods referv'd ? 
But of all Bell-dow’rs Bindweed docs furpafs, _ 

Of brighter metal than Corinthian traf. 
My mufe grows hoarfe, and can no ton 

But Throatwort haftes her kind revief to 

‘The Colleges with dignity inftal 

‘This Flow’r; at Rome he is a Cardinal. 
‘The Foxglove 6n fair Flora’s hand is worn, 

Left while the gathers Flow’rs fhe meet a thorns 
Loveapple, though its Flow’r tefs fair appears, 

Its golden fruit deferves the name it bears : 

But this is new ia love, where the true crop 

Proves nothing; all the pleafure was ? th’ hopes 

‘The Indian Flow’ry Reed in fign 
And luftre, with the Cancer of the § 

Zij 
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The Indian Crefs our climate now does bear, 
Call'd Lark’s-heel, ’caufe he wears a horfeman's 
fpur. ; 

‘This gilt-fpur knight prepares his courfe to run, 

“Taking his fignal from the rifing fun, 

And ftimulates his Flow’r to mect the day 5 

So Caltor mounted, fpurs bis fteed away. 

‘This warrior, fure, has in fome battle been, 

For fpots of blond upon his breaft are fen.” 
Had Ovid feen him, how would he have told © 
His hiftory, a tafk for me too bold? 

His race at large and fortunes had exprefd, 

Ard whence thofe ble znals on thy breaft : 
From later bards fue tleries are hid, 

[Nor docs the gad infpire as heretofore he did. 

With the fame weapon, Larkfpur! thon doft 

2 monat 

Amongit the Flow'rs, a knight of high account 5 
"ro want thofe warlike enfigns were 
For thee, whe kindred doft with Ajax 
Of unarm’d Flow’rs he could rot be the 
Who for the lofs of armour did expire. 
Of th’ ancient Hyacinth thou keep’ft the form, 
"hofe lovely creatures, that evn Phacbus charm ; 
In thee thofe fhilful letters fil appear, 

"That prove thee Ajax his undoubted heir, 

‘That upfiart Flow’r that has ufurp’d thy fame, 
Overcome by thee, is forc’d to quit his claim. 
‘The Lily too, would fain thy rival be, } 



























And brings, ’tis true, fome figns that well agree, 
But in complexion differs much from thee. 
At {pring thou muy’ft adorn the Afian bow’rs; 
We reap thee here among our Summer-fow'rs: 
But Martagon a bolder chailenge draws, 
And offers reafon te fupport his caufe ; 
Nor did Achilles’ armour c’er create 
Twixt Ajax and Ulyfies fuch debate, 
So fierce, fo great, as at this day we fee, 
For Ajax’ {puils, *twixt Martajon and thee. 
"Thot baftard Dittany, of fanguine hue, 
From Hedtor’s veckinggblood conception drew 3 
T cannot fay but fill a crimfon ttain 
"‘Tingures its fin, and colours every vein, 
In man the three chief feats it does maintain, 
Defends the heart, the ftomach, and the brain : 
But a} in vain thy virtue is employ’d 
“fo fave a town muft be at Jatt defroy’d; 
Tn vain thou fight’ with Heav'n and Deftiny, 
Ow Troy muft fall,and thou our He Sor dic. 

Next comes the Candy-tufts, a Cretan Flower, 
‘Phat rivals Jove in couniry and in power. 

The Peilitory healing fire contains, 

“That from a raging tooth the humour drains 5 
At bottom red, above ’tis white and pure, - * 
Refembling tecth and gums, for both a certaiu-cure, 

‘The Sowbread docs afford rich food for fwine, 
Phyfic for man, and garlands for the flarine. 
Moule-ear, like to its namefake, loves t’ abide 

jxees out. o’ the way, from mankind hid ; 
the fade, and Nature kindly lends 

hield againft the darts that Pheebus fends + 

"Tis with fach filky brifiles cover’d o'er, 

“The tend'reft virgin’s hand may crop the Flow’r: 

Pron all its num:'rous darts no hurt is found ; 

Its weapons know to cure, but not to wound, 
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Swectwilliam fmall, has form and afpect bright, 

Like that fweet Flower that yields great Jove 
delight : 

Had he majcttic bulk, he’d now be ftyl’d 

Jeve’s Flower; and if my kill is not beguil’d, i 

He was Jove’s Flower when Jove was but a child, 

‘Take him with many Flow’rs in one conferr’d, 

He’s worthy Jove ev’n now he has a beard. 

The Catchy with Sweetwilliam we confound, 
Whole nets the flragglers of the fwarm furrounds 
Thofe vifcous threads that hold th’ entangled prey 
From its own treach’rous entrails force their way. 

‘Three branches in the Barrenwort are found, 
Each bran-hagainwiththreelcfs branches crown’d; 
The leaves and Flowers adorning each are three ; 
This frame muft needs contain fume facredmyftery. 

Small are thy bloffoms, Double Pellitory, 





| Which yet united are the garden’s glory + 


Sneezing thou doft provoke, and Love for thee, 
When thou wert born, fneez’d moft aufpicioully, 
Bux thou that from fair Mella tak’ft thy name, 
‘Thy front furrounded with a fariike flame, 
Scorn not the meads, for from the meads are borne 
Wreaths, which the temples of the go's adorn 5 
Kind fuftenance thou yields the labouring bee, 
When fearce thy mother-Earth affords it thee 2° 
Thy winter ftore in hardeft, mouths is found, « 
And more than once with Flow’rs in fummer 
crown’d; : m 
Thy root fupplics the place of Flow’rs dedpy’de— 
And fodder for the fainting hive is made. 
Behold a montter loathiome to the eye, 
Of fender bulk, but dang’ rous policy ; 
Eight legs it bears, three joints in every limb, 
That nimbly move, and dex’troufly can clinih 5 
Its trunk (all belly) round, deform’d, and fwell’d, 
With fatal nets and deadly poifon fill’d ; 
For gnats and wand’ring flies fhe {preads her toils, 
And, robber-like, lives high on ravith’d {poils : 
‘Lhe city-{pider, as more civiliz'd, 
With this lefs hurtful practice is fuffie’d, 
With greater fury the tarantula, , 
‘Tho’ {mall itfelf, makes men and beafts its mest 
‘Takes firft our reafon, then our life away. 
Thou, fpiderwort! dof with the monfter ftrive, 
And from the conquer’d foe thy name derive. 
Thus Scipio, when the world’s third part he won, 
While to the fpoils the meaner captains run, 
The only plunder he defir’d was fame, 
And from the vanquith’d foe to take his name. 
The Marvail of the World comes next in view, 
At home, but fty?'d the Marvail of Peru : 
(Boaft not too much, proud Soil! thy mines of gold, 
‘Thy veins much wealth, but more of poifon hold) 
Bring o’er the root, our colder earth has power 
In its full beauty to produce the Flower; 
But yields for iffue no prolific feed, 
And {corns in foreign lands to plant and breed. 
‘The holyhoc difdains the common fize : 
Of Herbs, and Sike a tree does proudly rife ; 
Proud the appears, but try her, and you'll find >. 
No Plant more mild, or friendly to mankind 
She gently all ob{tru@tions docs unbind. —* 
"The Africans theit rich leaves clofely fold, 








{ Bright as theiy country’s celebrated gold; 
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Fach hollow leaf, envclop’d, does impart 
"The form of a gilt pipe, and (ems a work of art + 
‘Would kind Apollo ence thefe pipes infpire, 
‘They'd give fuch founds a8 fhouid furpafs his lyre. 
A more than common date this Flow’r enjoys, 
And fees a month comp'eted ere the dics. 
Thefe only Fate permits fo long to ftand, 
And crops ‘em then with an unwilling hand, 
"he calyx where her fertile feeds are laid 
In likenefs of a painted quiver made, 
With Rore of arrows, too, this quiver’s grac’d, 
And decently on Flora’s fhoulder plac’d. 
When fhe in gardens hunts the butterfly, 
Tau vain the wretch his funburnt wings does ng 
Secure enough, did fear not make him fly : 
Himtelf would feem a Flow’r, if motioniefs, 
And cheat the goddefs with his yaudy diefs 5 
Retreating, the keen {pike his fides does goad, 
‘To earth he falls, a light and unfelt load. 
Such was the punic Caltha, which of yore, 

Of Juno’s Rofe the lofty title bore: 
Of famous Carthage, now by Fate bereft, 
‘This laft (and furely) greateft pride is left. 
How vain, O Flow’rs! your hopes and wishes be, 
Borne like yourfelves hy rapid winds away : 

_ One you had hopes, at Hannibal's return 

° From vanquith’a Rome, his triumphs to adorn, 
Aad ev'n imperious Carthage’ head furround, 

Zhen fhe the Miftrels of the World was crown’d 5 

Prefum’d that Flora would for you declare, 
Though the that time a Latian goddefs were: 
But now, alas! reduc’d to private Rate, [fate. 
Thou fhar’ft, poor Flow’r! thy captive country’s 

Why, Hollyrofe ! dofi thou, of flender frame, 
And without fcent, affume.a Rofe’s name? 

Faté on thy pride a fwift revenge does bring, 
‘The day beholds thee dead that fees the {pring 5 
Yet to ihe thades thy foul triam)hing goes, 
Boulting that theu didft imitate the Rote, 

A better claim Sweet Ciftus may pretend, 
‘Whofe fweativg leaves a fragvant balfam fend, 
‘To crop this Plant the wicked goat prefumes, 
Whofe fetid beard the precious balm perfumes ; 
But in revenge of the unhallow’d theft, 

‘The caitiff is of his larded beard bereft. 
Balen. fs theu dofl redrets, nor are we fure 
‘Whether the beard or balfam gives the cure, 

‘Thy cintment, Jeffamine! without abufe 
Js gain’d, yet grave old fots coudemn the ule; 
"Though Jove himfelf, when he is mott enrag’d, 
With thy ambrofial odour is affuag'd. 

Capricious men ! why ihould that fcent difpleafe, 
‘That is fo grateful to the deities ? 

Fiora herfelf to th’ Orange-tree lays claim, 

Calls it her own, Pomona does the fame ; 

Hard words enfue (for under fenfe of wrong 

Ewn goddefles themfelves can find a tongue} 

If apples pleafe you fo, Pomona, cries, 

‘Take your Loveapple, and let that fuffice 5 

To claim another’s right is harlots’ trade, 

So may a goiddefs of an harlot made. 

Ald on what fcorc, Flora, incens’d, reply’d, 
Were you by kind Vertummnus deify’d ? 

You kept (no thanks) your maiden-virtee, when 
He was a matron, when a youth--what then ? 
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Such fragrant fruits as thefe may Flow’rs be rall'd* 
Ad henceferta with that name fhall be iniu’’d, 
On fundry forts of puife we do beftow _ 
That title, though in open field they grow, 
As others oft’ are in the garden feen, 
Wituefa the Everlafting Peafe and Scarlet Bean. 
. The vulgar Bean’s fweet feent who’ does net 
prize? 

With iv’ry forchead, and with jet-black eyes, 
Amongit our garden-beautics may appear, 
If :ardens oniy their chap crop did bear. 
Pythagoras, not rightly underitood, f 
Has left a feandal on the noodle food. 
Take care, henceforth, ye Sages! to fpeak true; 
Speak truth, and fpeak uteilizivly too. 

Lupine, unfteep'd, to harfhueis dcce incline, 
And, like old Cato, is of temper rough, 
But drench the'pulfe in water, him in wine, =~ 
‘They’li lofe their fournefs, and grow mild enough. 
Thefe Flowers,and thoufands more, whofe num’ rots 

tribe 

And pompous march *twere endlefs to defcribe. 
The Mandrake only imitates our walk, 
And on two legs erect is feen to ftalk. 
This menitcr ftruck Bellona’s felf with awe, 
When firtt the man-refeavuling Plant the faw. * 

‘The Wateriily ftill is wanting here ; } 











Whar caute can Waterlily have to fear, 

Where beauties of inferior rank appear? 

Her form excels, and, for nobility, 

The whole Aflembly might her vaifuls bes 

A water-nymph fhe was, Alcides’ bride, 

(Who fprung from gods, hinifelf now deify’d) 

This coft her dear—by love of him betray’d, 

‘The water-goddefs a poor Plant was made : 

From this misfortune the does triftful prove, 

And to this hour fhe hares the name of Love = 

All freedom fhe renounces, mirth and play, 

‘Vhat to more clofe embraces lead the way ¢ 

And fince our Fiora’s forme pranks are known, 

(if in a goddefs we fuch crimes may own) 

Ia life che common miftrefs of the town: 

She {corns at the tribunal to be feen, 

Nor would on terms & fcandalous be queen : 

To be fram earth divore’d the’d rather choofe, 

And to the Sun her wither’d root expofe. 
Thee, Maracot §! a much more facred caufe 

From the(e profane ridic'lous rites withdraws; * 

With fignals of a real god adorn’d, 

Poets’ ard painters’ gods by thee are feorn’d. 


‘TY unfuld the emblems of this myttic Flower, 
! 


‘Frauicends, alas! my feeble Mule’s power 5 


But Nature, fure, by chance did ne’er beftow 

A form fo diff’reut from all Plants that grow. 

Enrob’d with zen white leaves, the proper drefe 

Of Virgins chafte, and facred prieftefles, 

‘Twice round her twofold felvage you may view 

A purple ring, the facred martyr’s hue : 

Thick Sprouting ftems of ruddy Saffron-grain 

Strive to canceal the Flow’r, but ftrive in. vain. 

This coronet, of ruby {pikes compos'd, « 

‘The thorny blood-ftain’d crown may be fuppos'd; 
« Flos Pasionts Choi” The Psifion Flowers or Virginiag, 

Chmber. The fie of thefe names was given it by Ue Fefuitey wer 


preicaded to had in it ali the intruments of aur Lom’s failiey} Mok 
io cally difegracd Dy cen of fenlcs ng: fo fine an they. 


Z ij 
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‘The blood-fain'd pillar, too, a curious cye* 

May there behold, and if you clofely pry, [fpys 

The fpunge, the nails, the feourge, thereon you'll 

And knobs refembling a crown’d head defery. 

So decp in earth the root defcends, you'd fwear 

Jt meant to vifit hell, and triumph theres 

In ev'ry foil it grows, as if it meanc 

To fretch its conqueft to the world’s extent. 

Befide the foresam’d candidates, but few" 

Remain'd, and moft of them were modeit too; * 

But where hich fragrant rivaly did appear, 

Who would have thought te find rank Moly there ? 

Amongtt competitors of fuch fair note, 

Sure Garlic only will for Moly vote : 

Yet fomcthing *t was (and Piants themfelves con- 

"The honour great) thar Homer did exprefs [fefs 

Her famous name in his immortal fong + 

Swell’d with this pride, fhe prefies through the 
throng. 

Deep filence o’er thé whole affembly [preads, 

Whilt with unfav’ry breath her title thus the 
pleads. 3 





Mily. 

"Fo find a name for me the gads took care, 

~ A myllic name, that m.ght my worth declare ¢ 
"They call me Moly: dull grammariane’ fenfe 

| As puzzled with the term——— 
Dut Homer held divine intelligence, 
Ta Greek and Latin both my name is Creat ; 
"Che term is jut, but Moly founds more neat ¢ 
My pow’rs prevented Circe’s dire defigu 5 
Ulyffes hut for me jad beer. a fwine 5 
Yn vain had Mercury infp'r'd his brain 
‘With cratt,and tipp'd his wheedling tongue in vain, 
Had I not enter'd timely to his aid. 
Thus Moly (poke, and would much more have faid; 
But by mifckance (as if fome angry power 
Had ow’d her long a fhame) a belch moft four 
Broke from her throw, perfuming all the Court, 
‘And made her rivals unexpected fport. 
Her pompous name no longer can take place, 
Her odour proves her of thy Garlic race 5 
Forthwith, with ove confent the gihing throng 
Set up thei notes, and fung the well known fong. 


€ Te that to cut his father’s throat 

« Did heretofore prefame, 

& ‘Yo’ave Garlic cramm’d into his gut 
“e Receiv'd the dreadful doom.” 


Flora, to filence the tumultuons jeft, © 

(Though fecretly the fimil’d anjongit the reft) 
"Phat he herfelf would fpeak, a fign exprefs'd 5 
Then with feet grace into thefe eecents broke, 
‘Th’ unhallow’d place petfaming while the {poke. 


Flora. 


Homer, will not vain or carclefs calt, 
"Though he no mention makes of me at all, 
"Phat he Mamteworthy was in this’tis crue, 

But the Biind Bard gives other gods their due.’ 
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‘To doubt his truth were piety to flight; 
Ev'n what of Moly he affirms is right. 
] once had fuch a Flower, but now bereft 
pinefs, the name is only left. 

s wondrous virtue knew, 
Bnet jealous gods the pew’rful plant wichdrew, 
°Tis faid that Jove did Mercury chattife 
Por fhewirg to Ulyffés fnch a prize. 
"Yo fay | faw him do it, Ui not prefume, 
‘But witnets am of Moly’s unjaft doom. 
E’cn to the fhades below her root ftrikes-down; 
‘As fhe would make th’ infernal world her own 5 
‘As from their native feats the ficuds the’d drive, 
‘And, ‘pite of flames and blafting fulphur, thrive. 
Jove faw it, and faid, “ Since fire can't ftop thy 

courfe, 

« We'll try Come magic-water’s ftranger force.” 
‘Themcalling Lympha to him, thas at large 
Unfolds his mind, and gives the goddefs charge + 
« Thou know’ft,” duid he, “ where Cicones refide, 
« There runs a marv’Lons petrifying tide ; 
“ Take of that Stream (bat largely take) and throw 
«© Where'er thou feeft the wicked Moly grow 3 
© Our em is not fafe, her pow’r fo large: 
« Whole rivers therefore on her head difcharge.” 
Lympha with lib’ral hand the liquor pouzs, 
While thirlly Moly her own bane devours t 
Her ficm forthwith is tarn’d (0 prodigy !) 
Into a pillar ; where her Flower fhould be 
"The feulpture of a Flow’r is‘only thewn. 
Poor Moly, thus transform’d to marblesftone, 
The ftory of her fate does ftill prefent, 
And ftands in death her own fad monument. 
Here ended little Moly’s mighty reign, 
By jealous gads for too much virtue flain. 

What wonder,then, if that bold Flow’rdoth prove 
The object of his wrath that rivall’d Jove 5 
"Phat to embracy chafte Juno did afpire, 



















































Galiant to a Goddefs, of a god ‘the fire? 

‘The vigorous Herb begat a deity, 

A god like Jove himfelf for majctty, 

‘And onc that thunders, tco, as loud as he 
With one fhort moment’s touch hegot him ton, 
That's more than ever thredhing Jove could do. 
The Flow’r itfelf appears with warrior’s mien, 
(As much as can in growing Plants be feer) 
With ftabbing point and cutting edge ‘tis made, 
Like warlike weapon, and upon its blade 

Are ruddy fiains, like drops of blaod, difplay’d. 
Its {pikes of fatchion-thape, are fanguine too, 
Its ftem and front is all of bloody hue + 

"The ront in form of any fhield is {pread, 

A crefted helmet’s plac'd upon its head : 

Upon his falk, ftrings, bow and arrows grow, 
A korfeman’s {pur upon his heel below. 
Mincrva I would have this warrior wed, 

‘A warrior fit for chafte Minerva’s bed 5 R 
So might fhe teem, yet keep her maidenhead. 
My garden hud but one of thefe, I own, * 
‘And therefore by the name of Pheenix known. 
The herb that could increafe Jove’s mighty breed, 
"7? jefelf an eunuch was, and wanted feed, ts 
Grieving that earth fo rich a prize fhoult want, 
I try’d all means to propagate the plant. 
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_ What cannot wit, what cannot art fulfil? 
© At leaft where pow’rs divine would fhew their fill, 
: One tender bulb another did fucceed, a 
And my fair Phoenix now began to breed 5 
But mark th’ event : Shall 1 expecting fit, 
Cries Jove, till this young {prout more gods beget? 
‘To have a rival in my heavn, and fee 45 
An herb-race mingle with Jove’s progeny? 
~ A dreadful and blind monfler then docs make, 
.. ‘Vhat on his rival dire revenge might take 5 
_ Though lefs of fize, fhap’d like a foreft boar, 
And turns him loofe into my garden’s ftore. . 5 
‘What havoc did the favage make that day ? 
(1 weep to think what flow’ry ruins lay) t 
With fulphur’s fume I ftrove to dive him, thence; 
* The fume’ of fulphur prov’d too weak defence ¢ 
Great Spurge and Afafutida | try’d, : 
In vain, in vain, ftrong Moly’s {cent apply’d; 





‘When they could catch a bectle ’twas a prize, 
But fuch coarfe fare this falvage does defpife. 
He like a fwine of Epicurus’ breed, BPs 
On the heft dainties of my foil muit feed. 
Tulips of ten pounds price (fo large and gay 
Adorn’d my bow’r) he'd eat me ten a-day? 
For tivice the fum I could not now fupply 
. ‘The like, though Jove himfelf fhould come to buy. 
© Yet like a godde’s I the damage bore «4. 
With courage, trufting to my art for more? 
= While, therefore, | contrive to trap the foe, 
“The wretch devours my precious Phoenix too 
~ Nor to devour the fire is fatisfy’d, a 
- But tears the tender offspring from his fide. 
O impious fadt---Here Flora paus’d a while, 
And from her cyes the cryftal tears diftil ; 
| But, as became a goddefs, check’d her grief, 
And thus proceeds in language fweet and brief. 
Thee, Moly! Homer did perhaps devour, [poor, 
For, to Heav’ns fhame be’t fpoke, the Bard was 
But ia thy praife would ne’er veuchfafe to {peak 5 
From thefe examples, Moly ! warning take z 
"To fatal honours feek not then to rife, . 
°Tis dangerous claiming kindred with the tit 
"Thou honeft Garlic art, let that fuffice : 
Of country-growth own then thy earthly race, 
Nor bring by pride on plants or man difgrace, 
She faid-—-aad to the Lily, waiting by, 
Gave fign that the her title next fhould try, 


Smail vermine did his anceflors fuffice, g : 





White Lily. 
Sven as'the lovely fwan appears, 
‘When rifing from the Trent or ‘Thame, 
And as aloft his plumes he rears, 
Defpifes the lefs beauteous ftream 5° 
so when my joyful Flow’r is born, ©, 
And does its native glories fhews 
Her clouded rival fhe does feorn ; 
‘They’re all but foils where Liles grow, 

Soon as the infant comes to light, 

‘With harmlefs milk alone ’tis fed, 
"That from the innocence of white © 
A genile temper may be bred, 
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The.milky teat is frit apply’ 
To fierceft creatures ‘of the carth § 
But 1 can boaft a greater pride, 
A goddefs’ milk produc’d my birth *. 

When Juno, in thé days of yore, 
Did with this great Alcides teem, 

Of ilk the Goddefs had fuch ftore, ” 
‘The ne¢tar from her breaft did Stream :: 
Whit’ning beyond the pow’r of art 

‘The pavement where it lay, =, 
Yet through the crevifes fome part 
Made fhift to fipd its ways 

‘The earth forthwith did pregnant prove, 
With Lily-flow'rs fupply’d, ©” 
‘That fearce the Milky-way above ~~~ 
With her in whitencfs vy’d. * 7° = 

‘Thus did the race of man arife, 
When fparks of heav’nly fire, ” 
Breaking through crannies in the fkies, 

Did earth’s dull mafs infpire. 

Happy thofe fouls that can, like me, 
‘Their native white retain, sage 
Preferve their heav'uly purity, : 
And wear no guilty fain. 

Peace in my habit comes arfay"d, 

My drefs her daughters wear 5 
Hope aad Joy in white are clad, |" 
In fable weeds Defpair. ? aa 

‘Thus Beeuty, Truth, and Chaftity, 
Attir’d we always find; ~ rs 
Thefe in no female meet but me; 

Trom me ar€ ne’er disjoin’d. 

@ Nature on many flow’rs befide 
Beftows a muddy white; F 

On me hhe plac’d her greateft pride, 
Allover clad in light. 

Thus Lily fpoke, and needlefs did fuppofe, |. . 
Secure of form, her virtues to difelofe, 
‘Then follow'd Lilies of a diffrent, hue, 

Who (’caufe their beauty lefs than her’s they 
krew) ~ : : 
From birth abd higtPdcfeerf their title drew!’ 
Of thee the Martagon chief claim did bring, © 
(The noble Flow’r that did from Ajax fpring) 
But from the nobleft hero’s veins to flow, 
Secm’d lefs than from a goddets’ milk to growy, 
“At lait the drowfy Poppy rais’d her head, * 
And fleepily began her caufe to plead : 
Ambition ev'n the drowfy Poppy wakes, ” 
Who thus to urge her merit undertakes, 
af 

















~ Poppy. 


O sieer! the gentle cafe of grief, 

Of care and-toil the fweet relief; 

Like fov’reign balm thou can’ft reftore, * 

When doétors give the patient o'er. “= 
‘Thou to the wretched art a friend, °” 

A gueft that ne’er does harm intend 5 “*. 





(er, in offe# tO make Hercules immortal, clapped him to 
she was eflecn.. The lwily 11284 rague Licked fo 
f coming forth, fome tplit upon 
“pr Milkyway, and out of hye, 
Hy. ee 
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‘In cottages mak’ft thy abodes 
‘To th’ innocent thou art a god. 
On earth with Jove bear’{t equal fway, 
Thou rul’ft the night, as Jove the day ; 
A middle ftation thou doft keep, 
?Twixt Jove and Pluto, pow’rful Sleep} 
‘As thou art juft, and feorn’ft to lie, 
Confefs before this company, 
‘That by the virtue of my Flow’r 
‘Thou holdeft thy no@turnal pow’r. 
Why do we call thee Leiterer, 
Who fly’‘t fo nimbly through theair? 
‘The birds on wing confefs thy force, 
And ftop in the middle of their courfe. 
“ Thy empire, as the ocean wide, k 
Rules all that in the deep refide ; 
‘That moving afland of the main, 
‘The whale, is fetter’d in thy chain. 
The defert lands thy pow’r declare, 
‘Thou rul’ft the lion, tiger, bear; : 
‘To mention thefe, alas ' is vain, —~ 
O’cr city-tyrants thou doft reign, 
"The bafilitk, whofe looks deftroy, 
And nymph more fatal, if the’s coy ; 
Whofe glances furer death impart 
11'o her tormented Yover’s heart ¢ 
When Sleep commands, their charms give way, 
His'more prevailing force obey ; ie ogee 
‘heir killing eyes they gently clofe,- 
Difarm’d by innocent repofe. 
That careful Jove does always wake, 
‘The Poets fay ; a foul miftake ! 
For when to pow’r the wicked rife, 
Can Jove look on with open eyes. 
* ‘When Blood to Heav'n for vengeance calls, 
‘So loud it fhakes his palace-walls, £ 
Yet docs unheard, unanfwer'd fue, 
Mutt Jove not fleep, and foundly too? 
‘That Ceres with my flow’r is griev’d, 
Some think, but they are much deceiv’d; 
For where her richeflgcorn the fows, 
The inmate Poppy fhe allows, 
‘Together both our feeds does fling, 
And bids us both together {pring ; 
Good caufe, for my fleep-giving juice _ 
Does more than corn to life conduces 
On us the mortals freely feed ; 
Of othcr plants there’s little need 
Full of Poppy, full of corn, 
Th’ Helperian garden you may feorn. 
_. Bread’s more refrefhing, mix’d with me * ; 
Honey and I with breadagree 5° * 
Our tafte fo fweet, it can excite ~ 
‘The weak or fated appetite. 
* {n Ceres’ garland I am plac’ds 
Me fhe did firft vouchfafe to tafte, 
When for her daughter loft the griev’d, 
Nor in long time had food receiv’d.. ~* 
*. "Bove all, the does extol my plant ; 
For if fuftaining corn you want, 
From me fuch kind fupplies are fent, 
As give both fleep and nourifhment. ' 


‘® In old times, the.f-cd of the White Poppy, parched, was ferved 
Up usd defert, pees HRT gh ER ae 
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The reafon therefore is moft plain 
Why I was made the fruitfull’t grain 5 


“} The Perfian brings not to the field - 


Such armies as my camp does yield. 

Difeafes.in all regions breed, 
No corner of the world is freed ; 
Hard labour ev’ry where we find 
‘The conftant portion of mankind, 

Sick Earth great Jove beheld with grief, 
And fent me down to her relief; ‘ 
And ‘caufe her il!s fo fat did breed, © - 
Endu’d me with more fertile feed. 

Thus Poppy fpake, nor did, as 1 fuppofe, 
So foon intend her bold harangue to clofe; 
But, feiz'd with fleep, here finifh’d het difcourfe, 
Nor could refift her own lethargic force. 
1 tell ftrange things, (but nothing fhould deter, 
Since ’tis moft certain truth what f aver) 
Nor would I facred hiftory profane, 
As poets ufe with what is falfe and vain. 
While Poppy fpoke— 
‘Th’ Affembly couldno longer open keep.» . 
heir eyes; ev’n Flora’s felf fell fait afleep. 
So Daffodils, with too much rain opprefs’d, 
Recline their drooping heads upon their breaft. 
Zephyr not long could bear this foul difgrace 5: 
With a britk breeze of air he fhook the place 
Flora, who well her hufband’s kiffes ‘knew, 
Wak'd firit, but :ear’d her head with much ad 
With heavy motion to her drowfy eyes - 
Her fingers lifts, and, “ What’s a clock?” the cries, 
At which the reft (all by degrees) unfold t 
‘Their eyclids, and the open day behold. 
‘Lhe Sunflow’r, thinking ’t was for him foul fhame 
‘To nap by daylight, ftrove t’ excufe the blame 5 
It was not fleep that made him nod, ‘he faid, 
But too great weight and largenefs of his head 3.” 
Majeftic then before the Court he ftands, “ 
And filence with Phabean voice commands, 















x « Sunflower, ~ >. iets 

Tr by the rules of Nature we proceed, ‘ 

And Lkenefs to the fire muft prove the breed, 
Believe me, Sirs, when Phoebus looks on you, 

He fearce can think his fpoufe, the Earth, was true, % 
No fooner can his eye on me be thrown, Bye 
But he by Styx will {wear I am his own, 

My orblike golden afpect bound with rays, 

‘The very picture of his face difplays. 

Among the ftars, long fince, I fhould have place, 
Hed not my mother been of mortal race. eg 
Prefume not then, ye Earthborn Mufhroom brood! 
To call me brother---I derive my blood * 
From Phebus’ felf, which by my form I prove, - 
And, more than by my form, my filial love. © = 
1 ftill adore my fire with proftrate face, & 
‘Turn where he turns, and al! his motions trace ¢ 
Who feeing this, (all things he fees) decreed. 
To you, his doubtful, if not fpurious breed, 
‘Thefe poorer climes to be in dow’r enjoy’d, 

Of that divine Pheebean metal void ; > = So 
On me that richer foil he did beftow,- ae 
Where gold, the product of his beams, does grow. - 
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Amongft his treafures well.might he affign ° 
A place for me,,his like and living coin. 

He faid, and bowing twice his head with grace. 
'To Flora, thrice to his fire, refum’d his place. 
To him fucceedsa Flow’r of greater name, 
Who from high Jove himfclf deriv’d his claim. 


Sulvflower. 


® 

How this pretender, for no med’cine good, 
Can be aliow’d the fon of Phyfic’s god, 
T leave to the wife judgment of the Court 5 
With better proofs my title [ fupport. 

‘ove was my fire, to me he did impart 
(Who beft deferv’d) the empire of the heart + 
Let him with golden afpe@ pleafe the eyc,- 
A fov'reign cordial to the heart am I. 
Not Tagus, nor the treafures of Peru, 

. Thy boatted foil, can grief, like me, fubdue. 
Should Jove once more defcend in golden fhow’r, 
Nat Jove could prove fo cordial as my Flow’r. 
One golden coat thou haft, I do confefs, ; 
"That's all, poor Plant! thou haft no change of drefs: 
Of fev'ral hues { fev’ral garments wear, 

Nor can the Rofe herfelf with me compare ¢ 
‘The gaudy ‘I ulip and the Emony 
Beem richly coated, when compar’d with thee: 
View both their ftocks, my wardrobe has the fame, 
: ‘The very Creefus I of colours am. 
Rich but in drefs they are, in virtue poor, 
Or keep, like mifers, to themfelves their fore 5 
Mott lib’rally my bounty 1 impart; 
*Tis joy to mine to cafe another’s heart, ; 
Some flow’rs for phyfic ferve, and fome for {mell, 
For beauty fome—but I in all excel, 
While thus the {pake, her voice, {cent, drefs, and 
ort, . . 
Majeftic all, drew rev'rence from the Court. 
‘Well might th’ inferior Plants concerg’d appear, 
The very Rofe herfetf began to fear. 
Her next of kin, a fair and numirous hoft, 
Of their alliance to Carnation boatt : 
‘Then divers more, who, though to fields remov’d, 
From Garden-Julyflow’r their lineage prov’d, 
They of the Saffron houfe next took their courfe, 
Of dwarfith ftature, but gigantic force ¢ 
Led by the Purple chief, who dares appear, 
And ftand the flock of the declining year : 
In Autumn’s ftormy months he thews his head, 
‘When tainted fkies their baneful venom thed. 
He fearce began to {pcak, when, looking round, 
The Colchic tribe amongft his train he found : 
Hence, ye Profane! he cry’d, nor bring difgrace 
On my fuir title, 1 difown your race; “ 
Repair to Circe’s or Medea’s tent, 
When on fome fatal mifchief they are bent ; 
‘To bancful Pontus fly, feck kindred there, ‘ 
You who of Flow’rs, earth, heav’n, the {candal are. 
‘Thus did he ftorm; for though by nature mild, 
Againft the pois’nous race his choler boil’d ; 
His facred virtue the intruders knew, * 
and from th’ Affembly confeioufly withdrew. 
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Saffron. 


Worst others boat their proud original, 
And Sol or Jove their parents call, 

claim (contented with fuch flender Flow'rs 
No kindred with aimighty pow'rs. 

1 from a conftant lover took my name, 

And dard afpire no greater fame : 

Whom after all the toils of anxious life, 
*Twixt hopes and fears a tedious ftrife, 

Great Jove, to quit me of my hopcleds fire, 
(My patron he, though not my fire) 
"Sransform’d me to a tmiling Flow’r at laf, 
To rccompenfe my forrows pait. 

* Live cheerful now,” he faid, “ nor only live 
« Merry thytelf, bue gladuefs give,” 

Then to my facred Flow’r with {kill be join’d 
Stems three or four, of ftarlike kiud, 

Made them the magazines of mirth and joy,? 





| Whate’er can fullen grief deftroy. 


Gay humours there, conccit, and laughter, lie, 
Venus’ and Cupid’s armoury. i 
Bacchus may, like a quack, give prefent cafe, 
That only ftrengthens the difeafe : : 
You crufh, alas! the ferpent’s head in vain, 
Whofe tail furvives to trike again. 

All noxious humours from the heart I drive, 
And fpite of poifon keep alive, 

‘Lhe heart fecur’d, through all the parts Defide 
Frefh life and dancing fpirits glide. 

But flill “tis vain to guard th’ imperial feat, 
If to the lungs the foe retreat ; a 

If of thofe avenues he’s once poffefs'd, 
Famine will foon deftroy the reft. 

1 watch and keep thofe pafics open too, 

For vital air to come and yo. 

Ungrateful to his friend that breath muft be, 
‘That can abftain from praifing me. , 
But having been an inftance of Love’s pow’r, 
To females ftill a facred flow’s, 

‘Tis juft that 1 fhonld now the womb defend, 
And be to Venus’ feat a friend. 

*Gainft all that would the teeming part annoy, 
My ready fuccour I employ + 

I eafe the lab’ring pangs, and bring awa! 

‘The birth that pait its time would ttay. 

if this Affembly then my claim fufpend, 
Who am to Nature fuch a friend, 

Who all that’s good proted, and ill confound, 
If you retufe to have me crown’d, 

If you decline my gentle, cheerful, fway, 
Let my pretended kinfman come in play, 
Puniih your folly, and my wrongs repay. 

He faid, and thaking thrice his fragrant head, 
‘Through all the Court a cordial flavour fpread, 
Whi of his featter’d fweets each Plant partakes, 
And on th’ ambrofial {cent a banquet makes. 
Touch’d with a fenfe of joy, his rivals fmil'd, 
Ev'n them his virtue of their rage beguil’d 5 
Ev'n Poppy’s felf, refrefh’d, ercéts her head, 
Who had not heard one word of what he faid, 

Flow’r-gentle lait, on lofty: ftém, did rife, 
And feem’d the humble faffron to defpite : 


gha- sae 
On his high natne and ftature he depends, 
And thus his title-to the crown defends. ~ 


2 Amaranth 5 Flewer-Gentle™. 


‘Waar can the puling Rofe or Violet fay, 
Whole beauty flies fo fal away? ee 
Fit only fuch weak infants to adorn, 


Who die as fuon as they are born. 


Immortal gods wear garlands of my Flow’, - , 


Garlands eternal as their pow'rs 5 
Nor time, that does all earthly things invade, 
Can make a hair fall from my head. 
Look up, the gardens of the fky furvey, 
And ftars that there appear fo gay, 
Tf credit may to certain trath be giv’n, 
» They arc but th’ Amaranths of heav'n, 
.’ Atranfient glance fomctimesmy Cyathia throws 
” Upgn the Lily or the Rofe, * Late ee 2 
But views my Plant, aftonith’d, from the iky, 
"That the fhould: change, and never I. ’ 
Becaufe with hair inflead of leaves adorn’d, 
By fome,,as if no Flow’r, P'm fcorn’d’; c 
Dut! my chiefeft pride and glory. place . 
In what they reckon my difgrace.: ; 
“My priv’lege “tis to differ from the reft ; 
What has its like can ne’er be beft; 
Nor is it fit immortal plants fhould. grow 
In form of fading plants below. 

That gods have flefh and blond we cannot fay ; 
That they have fomething like to both, we may : 
So 1 refembling an immortal power, 

Am only as it were a Flower, : 

~ Their pleas thus done, the fev'ral tribes repait, 
‘And ftand in ranks about the goddcfs’ chair, g 
Silent and trembling betwixt hope and fear. 
Flora, who was of temper light and free, 

Buts on a perfonated pravity, 

As with the grave occafion beft might fuit, 

And jn this manner finifh’d the difpute. 

¥ (# AmaMstnas, mat ncver withers 
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Awoncsr the miracles of aiicient Rome;, 
When Cineas thither did as envoy come, 


| Th’ auguft and purpled Senate he admir’d, 
‘| View’d them, and if they all were kingsinquir'd? 


So Tin all this num’rous throng mut own 

T fee no head but what deférves a crown 

On what one Flow’s can 1 beftow my voice, 
Where equal merits fo diftra& my choice ? 

Be rul’d by me, the envious title wave;.-" ~ 

Let no one claim what all deferve to have, 
Confider how from Roman race we fpring, 
Whofe laws, you know, would ne’er permit a king. 
Can I, who am a Roman deity, 

A haughty Tarquin, in my gardenvfee ? 

Ev'n your own tribes, if ¥ remember right; 
Rejoic’d when they beheld the tyrant’s flight. 
With Gabine flaughter big, think how he flew 
‘The faircit Flow’rs that in his platforms grew ; 
Mankind and you, how he alike’annoy’d, 

And both with fportive cruelty deftroy’d. 

You who are lords of earth as well as they, 
Should freeborn Romans’ government difplays" 
Reft ever, then, a Commonwealth of Flow’rs, 
Compos’d of people and of fenators. * 
This, I prefume, the beft for you and me, 

With fenfe of men and gods docs beft agree.ix 
Lily and Rofe this year your Confuls he," 
The year fhall fo begin aufpiciotfly, 
Four Prators to the feafons four 1 make, 

The vernal Pratorfhip, thou, Tulip! take: 
Jove’s Flow’r the Summer ; Crocus Autamn fway! © 
Let Winter warlike Hellcbore obey. 
Honour’s the fole reward that can accrue; “’ 
‘Though fhort your office, to your charge be true, 
Your life is fhort—the goddefs ended heres _ i 


¥. 


‘The chofen with her verdiét pleas’d appear, 
‘The reft with hope to {peed another year, 
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BOOK VY. 


OF TREES, 


TRANSLATED EY N, TATE. 


Pomona. 


Lint now my Mufe more lofty numbers bring, 
Proportion’d to the lofty theme we fing, 
The race of Trees, whofe tow’ring branches rife 
In open air, and almoft kifs the 
“Fo light thofe frains that tender "d, 
"Yoo Jow the verle that humbler Herbs vequir'd 5 
"Thofe weal:lings near the furface of the carth 
Refide, nar from the foil that gave them birth 
Dare launch too far into the airy main, 
"The winds rough fhock uneble to fukain : 
Thee to the fkies with heads crected go, 
Laughing at tender Plants that crouch below. 
Not man, the earth’s proud Jord, fo high can raife 
Wis head; they touch thole heav’ns which he fur- 
veys. 

Between th’ Herculean bounds and golden fuil 
By great Columbas found, there lies an ifle, 
OF thofe cxll’d Fortunate, the fairett feat 








Induly'd by Heay’n, and Nature’s blefs’d retreat : 

‘A conftant fettied calm the fky retains, 

Diturb'd by no impetuous winds or rains: 

‘Zephyr alone with fragrant breath does cheer 

"She Borid earth, and hatch the fruitful year ¢ 

No clouds pour down the tender Plants to chill, 

But fatt'ning dews initead from heav’n Gafil, ; 

And friendly ftars with vital influence alls 

‘No cold invades the temp’rate fummer there, 

Morerich than autumn. and than {pring more fair: 

‘The months without diftindtion, pafs away, 

"The Trees at once with leaves, {ruit, blofloms, 
gays 

‘The changing moon all thee, and always, does 
furvey. 

Nature fome fruits does to our foil deny, 

Not what we have can ev'ry month fapply 5 

But ev'ry fort that happy earth does bear, 

‘All forts it bears, and bears *em all the year. 

“Phis feat Pomona now is faid to prize, 
And fam'd Alcinous’ gardens to defpife : 











Betwixt th’ Old world and New makes this retreat, 
Of her Green empire the imperial feat 5 
And wifely too, that Plants of ev'ry fort . 
May from both worlds repair to fill her court. 
Hedges inftead of walls this place furround, 
Brambles and Thorns of various kinds abound, 
With Hawthorn, that doesmagic {pellsconfound., 
‘The well-rang’d trees within broad walks difplay, 
Through which her verdant city we furvey + 
¥ th’ mid@t her palace ftands, of bow’rs compos’d, 
With twining branches and gre¢n walls inclos'd 5 
When Autumn's reign begins, the goddefshere, 
umn with us, eternal fummer’s there) 
-n Scorpio with his venom blafts the year, 
No coft the fpares thofe honours to perform, 
(For no expence can that rich geddefs harm) 
She then brings forth her garden’s choice delights, 
Wanton Priapus too, is prefenc there, 
‘The fair hoft more attraéts him than the fare. 
Then Pales came, and Pan, Arcadia’s god; 
Whole altars feldom {moke with frankincenfe. 
Picumnus, who the barren land manures 5 
‘Tutanus, too, who gather’d fruit fecures; 





By Nature deck’d with fruits of various kind, 
You'd {wear fome artitt had the work defign’d. 
“Lhe goddeis her Vestumnal rites prepares, 

(So call'd from various forms Vertumnus wears) 
‘To treat the raral gods whom fhe invites. 

The twelve, of heav’nly race, her guefts mt 
Ou his dull afs the fat Silenus rode, 

Lagging behind ; the Fauni next advance, 

With nimble feet, and to the banquet dance 
Nor heav’n’s inferior pow’rs were abfent thence, 


| Collina from the hills; from vallies low 


Valionia came; Rurina from the plough, 

With whom a hundred ruftic nymphs appear, 

Who garments form’d of Jeaves or bark did wear = 

To thefe strange pow'rs from new-found India 
came, 

Moft dreadful in their alpedt, form, and name. 
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The hundred mouths of Fame could ne’er fuffice 
To tafe or tell that banquet’s rarities. 

With change of fruits the table fill was ftor'd, 

in various drefs the Months attending too, 

In number twelve, twelve times the feat renew: 

Of-applce, pears, and dates, they fill’'d the juice; 

‘The Indian Nut fupply’d the double ufe 

Of drink and cup: the more Juxuriant Vine 

Canaria’s neighb’ring ifle the moft divine. ‘ 

Of this glad Bacchus fills a bowl, and cries, 

© facred Juice! O wretched Deities! 

Who abfent hence of fober nectar take 

Duil draughts, nor know the joys of potent fack. 

Pledg’d him in courfe, and fent the bowl about. 

Venus and Flora Chocolate alone 

Would drink---the reafons to themfelves beft 
known. 

The gods (who furely were too wife to {pare, 
Fell freely on; till now difcourfe began, —[fare) 
And one, exclaiming, cry’d, “ O foolith man! 

, 4 That grofily feeds on flefy, when ev’ry field 
‘* Does eafy and more wholefome banquets yield ; 
““ Who in the blood of beafts their hands imbruc, 
From hence the reft occafion take at faft 
The goddefs to extol, and her repaft : 

“Lhe Orange one, and one the Fig commends, 

Another the rich fruit that Perfia fends : 

Some cry the Olive up above the reft, 

‘The Indian god, who heard them nothing fay 

Of fruits that grow in his America, 

{OF which her foil affords fo richa ftore, 

Her golden mines can fcarce be valu’d more) 

‘Thus taxes their unjuft partiality, 

Can prejudice® faid he, “ corrupt the pow'rs 

© Of this Old world? far be that crime from our’s, 

“ If when, to furnifh out a noble treat, 

“You feck our fruits, the banquet to complete, 

“ (Which I with greedinefs have feen you eat) 

“ Your tongues reproach what did your palates 

leale : 

“ You only praife the growth of your own (oil, 

" Becaufe the product of long Age's toil ; 

* But had not fortune been our country’s foe, 

¢ Had not your armed Mars in triumph rode 

“ O’er our Ochecus, a poor naked god ; 

“ Had not yonr Neptune’s floating palaces 

“ Sunk our tall Ochus’ ficet of hollow trecs, 

“ Nor thund’ring Jove made Viracoha yicld, 
held, 

© And left alive no tiller to recruit 

“ The breed of Plants, and to improve the fruit, 

“ Our produdts foon had filenc'd this difpute : 

“ But as it is, my climate I'll defend, 


For ready fervants waited at the board ; 

Afforded various kinds of {prightly wine, - 

‘The reit, who Bacchus’ judgment could not doubt, 
When they both knew their welcome and thcir 
“ And eat the victims to our altars due.” 

But by the moft the Grape was jndy’d the beft. 
As well he might, the Indian Bucchus he, 

« Are thefe your thanks, ingrateful Deities ! 

“ And parent nature's felf forfook us too ; 

* Nor Spaniards, yet more ficrce, laid watte our 
“ No foil can to fuch num’rous fruits pretend ; 
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“ We ftill have many, to our conqu’ror’s fhame, 
“ Of which you are as yct to Icarn the name, 
“ So little can you boaft to fhew the fame; 
“ This I affert, if any be fo vain 
“ To contradi& the truth that I maintain, © __ 
“ Since from both worlds this feaft has hithe 
brought 
“ All fruits with which our diffrent climes’ ar: 
fraught) 
“ The deities that are afembled here 
“ Shall judge which world the richeft will appear 
“ tn fruits Emcan ; for that our lands excel 
“ In gold, yoo to our forrow know too well.”” 
His comiade gods in this bold challenge join, 
Nor did our pow'rs the noble ftrife decline ; 
Minerva in her Olive fafe appear'd ; 
Bacchus, who with a fmile the beafter heard, 
Asin the Eaft his conqueft had been fhewn, 
Now reckons the Weift;Indies, too, his own. 
His courage with ten bumpers firft he cheer’d ; 
Then all agree to have the table clear’d, 
And each refpective Tree to plead her worth ; 
‘The goddefs one by one commands them forth, 
She fummion’d firft the Nut, of double race, 
And Apple, which in our Old World have place, 
Of each the nobleft breeds, for to the name 
A thoufand petty families lay claim. 
‘The Nut ‘l'ree’sname at firft the Oak did grace, 
Who in Pomona’s garden then had place, 
Till her nice palate Acorns did decline, 
Scorning in dict to partake with fwine : 
At jaft the -Philbert, and the Chefnut fweet, 
Were fcarce admitted to her verdant feat 5 
‘The airy Pine, of form and ftature proud, 
With much intreaty was at length allow’d. 
The Hazel with light forces marches up, 
‘the firft in field, upon whofe Nutty top 
A Squirrel fits, and wants no other fhade 
‘Phan. what by his own fpreading tail is made 5 
s the foundeft, dex’troufly picks out 
cls fweet, and throws the thells about? 
“You fee,” Pomona cries, “ the cloifler’d fruit 
“That with your tooth, Silenus! does not fuit ; 
“ That therclore ufelefs ’tis you cannot fay, 
“* It ferves our youths at once for food and play ; 
“ Bue while fach toys, my Lads! you ufe too long, 
“ Expecting virgins think you do ’em wrong 5 
“Tis tone that you thefe childish fports forfake, 
“ Hymea for you has other Nuts to crack.” 
“OQ Piant! moft fit for boys to patronize,” 
Cries Bacchus, who my gen’rons juice defpife ; 
“ A reftive fruit, by Nature made to grace 
The monkey's jaws, and humour the grimace,” 
The fudden gibe made fober Pallas fmile, 
Who thus proceeds in a more ferious ftyle. 
“ A ftrong and wondrous enmity we find 
“ In Hazel Tree ’gainft poifons of all kind ! 
“ More wondrous their magnetic fympathy, 2 













“That fecret beds of metals can defery {, 
“ And point direétly where hid treafures lie. 
“ In fearch of golden mines a Hazel wand 
“ The wife diviner takes in his right-hand ; 


‘¥ OF this is made the divining-rod with which they pretend to 4 
dicover mines, 
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In vain, alas! he cafts his eyes about, : His fruit delaying, Venus now excites, 
“ To find the rich and feerét manfious out, His wood affords the torch which Hymen lights, 
“Which yet, when near, fhall with a force divine Ja, for whom her father of White Thorn 
“ The top of the fafpended wand incline : A torch prepar’d e’er Pine by brides*was borne, 
*™ So ftrong the fenfe of gain, that it affects When the fhould meet her long-expected joy, * 
; © The very lifelefs twig, who ftraight reflects Embrac’d the Pine Tree for her lovely boy ; 
} *« His trembling head, and eager for th’ embrace, | Dire Change! yet cannot from his trunk retire, 
1 Dire@tly tends to the magnetic place. But languithes away with vain defire ; 


$« What wonder, then, fo ftrange eflvs confound | Till Cybele afforded her relief, 
> The minds of men, in mifts of error drown'd? | (Her rival once, now partner in her grief) 








» It puzzled me, who was at Athens bred, ‘Transform’d her to the bitter Almoud Tree, 
* Ev'n me, the offspring of great Jove’s own head; | Whofe fruit feems ftill with forrow to agree. 
* Zot Pharbus then unfuld this myRery : Her fiftcr, who the dreadful change did mark, 
** Much more than man we know, but Phoebus | Strove with her hands to ftop the fpreading bark, 

more than we,” But while the pious office fhe perform’d,  * 

She faid---Apollo, with th’ enigma vex'd, In the fame manner foond herfelf transform’d’s 

. And {corning to be pos’d in words perplex’d, But as her grief was lef {evere, we find 

! Strove to difguife his ignorance, and fpent Her Almond fweet, and of a milder kind. 

. Much breath on atoms, and their wild ferment: | Thus did this plant into her arms receive 
Of fympathy he made a long difcourfe, Th’ unfortunate, and more than once relieve. 
And long infifted on felf-adting force ; Poor Phyllis thus Demophoon's abfence mourn'd, 
But all. confus’d, and diftant from the mark, ‘Till fhe into antA!lmond Tree was turn’d; 

“His Delphic oracle was ne’er fo dark : Thus Phyllis vanifh’d ; Ceres faw her bloom, 
T'was mirth for Jove to fee him tug in vain, And prophefy’d a fruitful ycar to come. 
At what his wifdom only could explain ; The firm Piftacho next appear'd in view, 
For thofe profounder myfteries to hide Proud of her fruit, that ferpents can fubdue. 
From gods and mea, is fure Jove’s greatett pride. The Walnut then approach’d, more large and 

‘The thady Chefnut next her claim outs in, tall, 

Though feldem fhe is in our gardens feen t His fruit, which we a Nut, the gods an Acorn, 
$v coarle her fare, that "tis no fmall difpute call; 
¥ Nuts or Acorns we fhould call her fruit 5 Jove’s Acorn, which does no {mall praife confefs,, 


So vile, the gods from mirth could not forbear To ’ave call'd it Man’s Ambrofia had been lefs. 





"Vo fee fiich kernels fuch ftrong armour wear ; Nor can this head-like Nut, fhap’d like the brain 
Virft, with a linty wad wrapp’d clofe about, Within, he faid that form by chance to gain, ¢ 
(Ufeful to keep green wounds from gufhing out) } Or Caryon call'd by learned Greeks in vain : 

Her next defence of folid wood is made, For membranes, foft as filk, her kernel bind, 

‘The third has fpikes that can her foes invade : Wherecof the inmoft is of tend’reft kind, : 
‘Lherfites, fure, no greater fport could make, Like thofe which on the brain of man we find; ) . 
With Ajax’s fev'nfold fhicld upon his back, All which are in a feam-join’d fhell inclos'd ; 


‘The Pine with awful rev’rence next did rife, Which of this brain the fkull may be fuppos'd : 
Aboye contempt, and almoft touch’d the fkics: { This very fkull envelopp’d is agains 
Carv'd in his facred bark, he wore befide In a green coat, his pericranium : 
Great Maro’s words to juftify his pride : Laftly, that no objection may remain 
Pan own’d th’ approaching Plant, and, bowing low | ‘I'o thwart her near alliance to the brain, 


His Pine-wreath’d head, but juft refpe@ did thew: | She nourifhes the hair, rememb’ring how 
‘Were Neptune prefent, he had done the fame, Herfelf deform’d witlout her leaves does ews 
‘To that fair Plant that in his Ifthmian game On barren fcalps fhe makes frefh honours grow. 
‘The victor crown, whofe loud applaufes he Hier timber is for various ufes good ; 
‘With equal trantport hears in either fea, ‘The carver fhe fupplies with lafting wood ; 
Weptune of other Plants no lover feems, She makes the painter’s fading colours laft ; # 
But with good reafon he the pine elteems; A Table the affords us, and repaft ; 
‘The Pine alone has courage to remove ~ | Ev'n while we feaft her oil our lamp fuppliess 
From’s native hills (where long with winds he | The rankeft poifon by her virtue dies, © ‘ % 
Yn youth) on wat’ry mountains to engage [ftrove | ‘The mad dog’s foam, and taint of raging fkies 
‘With’s naked timber fiercer tempefts’ rage. ‘The Pontic king, who liv d where poifons grew, 
In vain were floods to Plants and men deny’d, Skilful in antidotes, her virtues kuew ; 
In vain defign’d for fishers to refide, Yet envious Fates, that fill with merit ftrive, 
Since Nature’s laws by Art are overcome, And man ingrateful from the orchard drive. 
And men with fhips make feas their native home. | This fow’reign Plant excluded from the field, 

But of all Pines Mount Ida bears the belt, Unlefs fome ufelefs nook a ftation yield; 
By Cybele preferr’d above the reft. Defencelefs in the common road fhe ftands, 
"This Plant a lovely boy was heretofore, Expos’d to reftlefs war of valgar hands : 
Belov'd hy Cybele, upon whofe feore | By neighb’ring clowns and pafling rabble torn; 
He facrific’d to Chaflity, but new 1 Batter’d with ftones by boys, and Icit forlorn. 


| 
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To her did all the Nutty tribe fucceed, 
A hardy race, that makes weak gums to bleed, 
But to the banquets of the gods preferr'd, 
Are faid to open of their own accord 
*Twixt thefe and juicy fruits of painted coat, 
Such as on funny apples we may note, 
Advanc’d the tribe of thofe with rugged fkin, 
Morc mild than Nuts, but to the Nut a-kin. 
Pomegranate, chief of thefe, whofe blooming 
flow’r 
(Pomona’s pride) may challenge Flora’s bow’r ; 
"The Spring Rofe {cems lefs fair when the is by, 
Nor Carbuncle can with her colour vie ; 
Nor fearlet robes by proudeit monarchs worn, 
Nor purple ftreaks that paint the rifing morn, ‘ 
. Nor bluthes that confenting maids adorn. 
In the Eubean ifle did ftand of old 
Great Juno’simage, form’d of mafly gold; 
In one right hand fhe held a {eeptre bright, 
(For with the pow’rs divine both hands are right) 
Her Carthage lovely fruit the other grac’d, 
And fitly in Lucina’s hand was plac’d, 
‘Whofe orb within fo many cells contains, 
In form of wombs, and ftor'd with feedy grains; 
But Proferpine implacable remain’d 
Againt this Plant, for former wrongs fullain’d ; 
Nor Ceres yet her hatred could difguife 
But from Pomegranate turn’d her wecping eyes : 
For the Flyfian fields (whence Fates permit 
Nought to return) what tree can be more fit 
‘Than this reflringent Plant 4? a fingle tate 
Of three {mall grains kept Ceres’ daughter fi 
Orange and Lemon next, like lightning b 
Came in, and dazzled the beholders’ fight. 
"Thele were the fam‘d Helperian fruits of old; ; 













Both plants alike ripe fruit and bloffoms hold ; 

"This thines with pale, and that with dee; er gold, 

Planted by Atlas, who fupports the fics, 

Proud at his feet to fee thete brighter fturs to rife, 

‘To keep them fafe the utmoll care he took, 

He fenc'd ’em rdtnd with wails of folid rock ; 

Nor with Priapus” cuftody content, 

A watchiul Dragon for their guard he fent. 

Let vulgar Apples boys and beggars fear, 

Thefe worth Alcides’ fealing did appear 5 

From lands remote he and thought his toils 

‘Were more than. recompens’d in thofe rich tpcils + 

He only priz’d’em for their tafte and hue, 

For half their real worth he never knew 5 

Nor could his tutor Mars to him impart 

‘The ncble fecrets of «pollo’s art. 

Had he but known their juice ’gainft poifon good, 

“Phe Hydra’s venom, mix d with Centaur blood, 

Had never made Mount Octa hear his cries, 

Nor th’ oft-flain monfter more had power to rife. 
‘The Plums came next, by Cherry led, whefe 

‘Th’ expeAing gard’ner carly docs falute; [fruit 

‘To pay his thanks impaticat does appear, 

And with red berries firft adorns the year. 

May, tich in drefs, but in provilion pocr, 

Admires, and thinks his early fruit a Flow’r ; 

‘To wait for Summer’s rip’ning heat difdains, 

Nor puts the planter to immod’rate pains. 











 Pomecranate, ame powsrfa reflringeat, ofed in alli 
Tae evacusuiuuse 
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He loves the cooler climes ; Egyptian Nile 

Could ne’er perfuade him on her banks to {mile. 
He [corns the bounty of a two months’ tide, 
That leaves him thirfting all the year befide. 
Proud Rome herfelf this plant can fcarcely rear; 
Ev'n to this day he feems a captive there : 
Pris’ner of war, from Cerafus he came ; 

(From’s native Cerafus € he took his name) 
From thence tranfplanted to the Italian fuil, 
Lucullu:’ triumph brought no richer fpoil + 
Loud pxans to your noble gen'ral fing, 
Italian plants! that fach a prize did bring. 

‘The cong’rors laurels, us in triumph, wear 

‘The blufhing fruit, and captive Cherries bear. 
Yet grieve thou not to leave thy native home, ; 





Ere long thou fhalt a denizen become 

Amongit the plantsof world-commanding Rome. 

m’rous hoft cf Plums did next fucceed, 

i , and of various breed : 

ancient, led the van, 

frit his reign began: 

‘Time out of mind he had fubdu’d the Eat; 

*Twas long ere he got footing inthe Weft ; 

But now in Northern climates he is known, 

plant makes ev’ry foil his own, 

‘xt him th’ Armenian Apricot took place, 

Not much unlike, but of a nobler race ; 

Of richer flavour, and of tafte divine; =, 

Whofe golden veftments ftreak’d with purple iiffe. 
‘Then came the glory of the Perfian field, 

And to Armenia’s pride difdain’d to yield; 

‘The Peach, with filken veit and pulpy juice, 

Of meat and drink at ence fupplies the ufe : 

But take him while he’s ripe, he'll foon decay 5 

For next day’s banquet he difJains to flay : 

Of fruits the faircft, as the rofe of flow'rs, 

But, ah! their beauties have but certain hours, 

A fruit there ison whom the Rofe conte 
Her name, of fmell and colour ton like her's = 
Av that can itfulf fupply the board, 

‘To hung:y ftomachs folid food afford ; 
To pleafe our guft, and ftomach to recruit, 

He thinks fufficient tribute for ris fruit. 

For phy ufe his other parts are good ; 

His Jeaves, his bloffoms, ev'n his gum and wood, 
Does to us health and jy alike rettore 5 

Friend co our pleafure, io our health much more. 

Not fo the Corneil ‘Tree defign’¢ for harms, 
Her wood fupplies dice Mars with impiovs arms 
dens are too mild, 
fit for deferts wild. 
ube ree, a milder plant, 
ve thorns fhe does not wari 
jong does pleafure take, 

garlands make, $ 
the guefts awake, 
ote Tree, in Whefe dufky hw 
try you might view 
c up (from whence 
and paid her reverence. 
downcait too! 
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And confciogs bluthes, at her prefence fhock, 
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‘Ty all-fecing gods, through that chfcure difauif, 
Nymph Lot's iaw, conceal'd from human cycs; 
They knew how, on the Hellefpontic shore, 
‘To efcape the dreadful dart Priapus wore; 
And, zealous to preferve her chaltity, 
She loft her form, and chang'd into a tree. 
‘Though now no more a nymph, a better fate 
She does enjoy, and lives with longer date 5 
A longer dare than Oaks the des cnjuyy 
Thofe long-liv’d Oaks that cail’d oid Nettor Boy ; 
Sic calls cm girls: green branches fhe dilplay’d 
When Rome was built, and when in afhes laid. 
"Lis tue che did not long furvive the fire, 
geict and flames at once fore’d co expire) 
(nine hundred years were pals’d away, 
Yar then the gradg’d to die hefure her day. 
Evi after death her trank appears to live, 
Does vocal pipes and breathing organs give, 
And fitly, like us poets, may be faid 
To make the greateft noife when fhe is dead. 
A thonfand years are fince claps'd, yet still 
She flourithes in praife, and ever will, 
Her ‘Uree’s rich fruit, with which the charm’d 
mankind, 
Shew'd, when a nymph, the fweetncfs of her mil 
Thete founds exprefs the nufic of her tongue, 
Mor: (weet than Circe’s or the Syren throng. 
hi meh! retire, triumphant Palm appears, 
Shor ews the more the greater weight the bears 5 
No proiuve for her courage is too hard, 
OF virtue both th’ example and reward. 
Sve flourich'd once in Solymaan geeund, 
Van’d Judhua’s and Jeffides’ facred triumphs 
crown’d; 
But fince chat land was curs’d, the gen’rous plant 
Crieves to continue her inhabitant. 
Diu hears Olives, Delphos Laurel yields, 
Noned Sivallage, Pines the Uthmian fields; 
Lat ail breed Paims, the prize ef vidtory, 
All lands in honour of the palin agree 5 
And ’tis Lut the jut tribute of ker worth, 
Virtus no fairer image has on earth, 
Ler verdure the inviolate dyes hold, 
In fpite of fummer’s heat and winter's cold. 
Opprefs'd with weight, the from the earth docs rife, 
And beurs her toad in triumph to the fkies. 
What various benefits does fhe impart 
‘Ts humankind ? her wine revives the heart, 
Her dates rich banquets to our tables fund, 
At ence to pleafure ani to health a friend {. 
A lover true, and weil to love and ferve 
Is ’s noble taik, und does the Palan deferve, 
tyadne, sho a willing vidlim prov'd, 
Ner chafe Accfts, to hcr hufband iov'd, 
As does the female Palm her male; her arms 
Yo bimare ftretch’d with moit endearing charms, 
or Reps their paffion here 5 fike lovers they 
“Lo mire retie’d endearments find the way; 
Tu earth’s cold bed their am’rous roots zre found, 
Aa clcfe embraces twin aig under ground. 
Let arms to learning yields be bamorefign, | 
"Phe comy'ciug Palm, to Glive, more dive, 
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Peace all prefer to war --Thus Pallas fhoke, 

And in her hand a peaceful Olive thook ; 

*T'was with this branch that fhe the triumph gain’d 

(The greateft that can be by gods obtain’d) 

On learned Athens to confer her nante, 

Aight which the, moft learn’d of pow’rs might 

chim. . 

Not gods in heav’n without ambition live, 

But who flialt be poor motials’ patrons firive. 
Firlt, Nc prune with his trident Truck the grounds 

The warlike eed no feoner dhe found, 

But farts from his dark munfiou, fhakes his hair, 

His noftrils fnort tt 
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Neighs loudjand of ife is proud, 
With his infulting ‘feet his uaiive field is 
plough’d, ae 
pil he beholds of gods the circling crowd. 
» ox ta’ other fide, with gentle ftroke 
Ot her ftrong {pear, earth's tender furface broke, 
‘Vhrough which fmall breach a fudden Tree fhoots 
Fv na h with rev'rend heary top, "Cup, 
ous fruit ; the gods applaud the plant, 
Minerva the precedence graut : . 
“Phe vanguifh’d fleed and god in rage aitail’d 
“Phe victors, but ev'n fo their ma‘ice fail’d ; ; 
Wit’s goddefs and the peaceful Tree prevail'd. 
Hail, facred Plant ! who well deferv’t to be 
By laws feew’d from wrong, as well as we 5 
From war's wild rage refpeét thou dott command 3. 
When temples fall theu art allow'd to fland, 
g fou veve ning the difgrace 
in’d, fell dead apon the place 5 
ng axe upon his head rebounds, 
“he Itroke defign’d on thee himfcli confounds : 
The gods concern’d fpe@ators flood, and fnii'd 
‘Vo tec his impious facrilege beguil’d, 
Sach be his fare, whoe’er prefumes to be 
A foe to Peace, and to her facred Tree. 
Yet cv'n this peaceful plant upon our guard 
Warns us to fland, and be for war prepar’d ; 
In peace delights; but when *ht caufe is juft, 
Permits not the avenging fword to ruft: 
With fuprl ‘land conq’ring wreaths fupplies 
“The mart cts cf youthful exercife. 
Nor is the ftrong propenfion the docs bear 
‘To peace th’ efic& of usury or fear: 
Earth's teeming womb aiordsno frenecr birth, 
i tee needs to b: her forth; 
Adlow her warm funs p rate ikies, 
The vig’rous plant in any foil will rife: 
Lop but a brauch, and fix it in earth, you'll fee 
She'll there take root, and make herfelf a-‘Tree. 
Her youth, ‘tis trze, by flow degrees afccnds, 
But makes ‘A long flourifhing years amends; 
Nature ber care in this did wifely thew, 
That uicful Olive Jeng and gefily fhould grow. 
Mati fov’reign, taken inward, is her oil, 
id oxtwardly conti the fimbs for toil: 
s pafiages from ail cbitructions frees, 
vars Nature’s walks; te fmarting wounds gives 
With eafy banquets does the poor fupply, — [eafe : 
And makes cheap berbs with royal banguets vie ¢ 
x's fying colours it bindsfah, 
iav'd yitzures lung as flatues laf + 











The ftudent’s friend ; no labour can excel 

‘. And lait but of Minerva’slamp mutt fmell. 
Nay, this does fo !-~-- 

Mott juftly, therefore, does this liquor rife 
O’er all in mixture, juftly may defpife 

‘T’ incorporate with any other juice, 
Sofficient in himfelf for ev'ry ufe : 

Mott juitly, therefore, did Judea’s land, 
(Who beft religious rites did underftand) . 
Oil, potene, chafte, and facred, oil, appoint 
Her kings, her pricits, and prophets, to anoint. 





“With noble fruit and verdant leaves array'd, 
From whom Minerva took, as fhe withdrew, 


A joyful branch, and with it wreath’d her brow. | 


Freth armies then advanc’d into the plain ; 
Firft thofe whofe fruit did many ftones contain ; 
In their firft liits the Medlar Tree was found, 
Proud of his putrid fruit, becaufe twas crown'd *, 

Of Beauty’s goddefs than the Plant more fair 
Whofe fragrant motion fo perfum'd the air, 

‘The {moke of gums when from their altars fent, 
+ Ne’er gave th’ immortal guefts 4 fuch a {weet con- 

tent. 

Let Phoebus’ Laurel bloody triumphs lead, 

The Myrtle thofe where little blood is fhed, 

‘Th’ ovation of a bleeding maidenhead. 

No virgin-fort impregnable can be 

To him that crowns his brow with Venus’ Tree. 

The tribe of Pears and Apples next fucceed, 
Of noble families, and nuim’rous breed : 

No monarch's table e’er defpifes them, [contemn : 

Nor they the poor man’s board or earthen difh 

Supports of life as well as luxury, 

Nor, like their rivals, a few months fupply, 

But fee themfelves fucceeded e’er they die. 

Where Phoebus thines too faint to raife a Vine, 

‘They ferve for grapes, and make the northern 

wine : 

| Their liquor for th’ effects deferves that name, 
‘Love, valour, wit, 2nd mirth, it can inflame ; 
s@are it can drown, loft health, loft wealth reftorc, 
‘fad Bacchus’ potent juice can do no more. 

With Cyder ftor’d, the Norman province fees, 

‘Withont.regret, the neighb’ring vintages, 

Of Pear and Apple kinds an army ftood 

Before the Court, and fcem’d a moving wood ; 

On them Pomond {mil'd as they went off, 

But flouting Bacchus was obfcrv’d to fcoff. 

The Quince yet {corp’d to mingle with the 
_ crowd, 

Alone fhe came, of fignal honours proud, 

‘With which by grateful Jove the was endow’d; 

A filky down het golden coat o’erfpreads, 

Her ripening fruit a grateful od ur fheds; 

Jove otherwife ingrateful had been ftyl’d, 

fn honey fteep’d fhe fed him when a child ; 

Jn his moft forward fits the ftopp'd his cries, 

And now he eats ambrofia in the fkics, 

Reflects fometimes upon his mfant years, 

And juft refpe@ to Quince and honcy bears. 

The noble of Wine-fruits brought up the rear, 
But all to reckon endfeis would appear ; 


# The sop thercef refertling a crown or curcnety 
F The Myrtic, 
, a 
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‘Though her finall clufters imitate the grape. 

‘The Rafpberry, and prickled Goofberry, 

Tree Strawberry, mutt all mention'd be, 

With many more, fe names we ‘may decline; 

Not fo the Mulberry, the Fig, and Vine, 

The ftouteft warriors in our combat pat, 

And of the prefent field the greateft hope and laft. 
But cautiovfly the Mulberry dig move, 

‘And firft the temper of the fkies would prove, 


| What fign the fun was in, and if fhe might 
Such was th’ appearance which the Olive made, j 


Give credit yet to Winter’s feeming flight. 

She dares not venture on his firft retreat, 

Nor truft her leaves fruit to doubtful heat ; 

Her ready fap within 3°" bark confines, 

Till the of fettled warmth has certain figns ; 

But for her long delay amends does make, 

At once her forces the known fignal take, 

And with tumultuous noife their fally make, 

In two fhort monthsher purple fruit appears, 

And of two lovers § flain the tin&ture wears : 

Her fruit is rich, but leaves the does produce 

That far furpafs in worth and noble ufe : 

The frame and colour of her leaves furvey, 

And that they are moft vulgar you muft fay; 

But truft not their appearance ; they fupply 

The ornaments of royal luxury 

The beautiful they make more beauteous fe g 

‘The charming fex owes half thei: cliasette-to. 

Effeminate men to them their vellantats owe 2" 

How vain that pride which infet-worms beftow! 
Such was the Mulberry, of wondrous birth ! 

The Fig fucceeds; but to recite her worth 

And various powers what numbers can fuffice? 

Hail, Ceres! author of fo great a prize. . 

By thee with food and laws we were fupply’d, 

And with wild fare wild manners laid afide. 

With peace and bread our lives more blefi’d before, 

And modeft Nature could defire no more ; 

But thou ev’n for our luxary took’ft care, 

‘And kindly didft this milky froit 3 S 

The poor man’s feaft, but fuch delicious cheer 

Did never at Apicius’ board appear. 

The gratcful Ceres §, with this Plant is faid 

Her hofpitable hoft to have repaid, 

Yet with no vernal bloom the Tree fupply‘d ; 

* To lighter plants,” faid the, * ¥eave that pride ; 

“ To lighter Plants I leave that gaudy drefs, 

“ Who merctricious qualities confefs, 

«* And who, like wanton proftitutes, expofe 

“ Their bloom to ev'ry hand, their fweets toewry 

nofe, 

“ My fruit like a chafte matron does proceed, 

“ And has of painted ornament no need ; 

“ They ftudy drefs, but mine fertillty, 

“ Forcing her offspring from her folid Tree.” 

Thro’ hafte fometimes abortive births fhe bears, 

But ever makes amends in thofe fhe reare; 

For whom her full-charg’d veins fupplies afford ; 





Like a ftrong nurfe, with milk the ’s ever ftor’d. 


Our voice by thee refrefh’d, ungrateful *t were 
Tf, Fig-Tree! thy juft praife it fhould forbear ; 
‘Pyramus and Thithe. 


Rl 7 
& Phitatus, who Kindly entertained her, and in return reeeived 
from her ine Fig ‘Tree, Pavfany f 
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The paifs of out vital breath by thee’ Thou mak’ft the captive to Kiewit his dhaing 

Are Smooth’d and clear’d, obftrudted hings fet | By thee the bankrupt is eririch’d ag : 
free; The exile thou reftor’ft; the te - 

Nor only doft to {peech a friend appear; Without the people’s vote thou doit eh 

Ev'n for that {peech thou doft unlock the ear, And mak’ft him a Caninian s magefiate 


Sett’it ope the gate, and giv'ft it entrance there. 

The fouleft ulcers’ putrid finks are drain'd 

By thec; by thee the tumour’s rage reftrain’d ; 

‘The gangrene, ringworm, f{curf, and leprofy, 

King's-evil, cancers, warts, are cur’d by thee : 

Of flaming gout thou doft fupprefs the rage; 

Of dropfy thou the deluge doft affuage. 

°’Twere endlefs all thy virtues to recite ; 

With all the hofts of poifons thou doft fight ; 

Aided by Rue and Nut ‘ei Africa to flight: 

Encounter’ the difeafes or the air, 

When baneful mifchiefs fecret ftars Prepare, 

Whence does this vegetative courage rife ? 

Even angry Jove himfelf thou dott defpife ; 

His lightoing’s furious fallies thou doft fee, 

‘That fparas hot his own confecrated Tree ; 

While he with temples does wild havoc make, 

‘While mountains rend, and Earth’s foundations 
quake, : 

Of thy undaunted Tree no leaf is feen' to fhake. 

Hail, Bacchus! hail, thou pow’rful god of Winc ! 

Hail, Bacchus: hail, here comes thy darling Vine ! 

Drunk with her own rich juice, the cannot ftand, 

But comes fupported by her hufband’s hand; 

The lutty Elm fapports her ftagg’ring Tree, 

My beft-lov'd Plant! how am I charm’d with thee! 

Bow down thy juicy clufters to my lip, 

‘Thy nectar-fweets 1 would not lightly fip, 

Bur drink thee deep, drink till my veins” were 
fwell’d, 

Drink till my foul with j joys and thee were fill’d, 

‘What god fo far a poet’s friend will be, 

Who from great Orpheus draws his pedigree ? 

(And tho’ his Mufe come thort of Orpheus’ fame 

Yet {eems infpir’d, and may the Ivy claim) 

‘To place him on Mount Ifmarus, or where 

“Campanian hills the {vweetett clufters bear, 

‘Where grapes,twice ripen’d,twice concocted. grow, 

‘With Phebus’ beamsabove, Vefuvius’ flames below: 

Or in the fortunate Canarian ifles, 

Or where Burgundia’s purple vintage {miles : 

’ Tis fit the poct thould beneath their shade 

‘Tranfported lie, or on their hills run mag, 

His veins, his foul, fwell’d with th’ infpiring god, 

‘Who worthily would celebrate che Vine, 

And with his grateful voice difcharge agen 

‘The deity which with his mouth he drank fo 
Jargely in. 

O vital Tree! what bleflings doft thou fend? 

Love, Wit, and Eloquence, on thee attend ; 

Mirth, phen green hopes, ripe joys, and martial 


“he various poifons which ill fortune breeds, 
(Not Pontus fo abounds with baneful weeds, 

Nor Africa fo many ferpents feeds) 

By thy rich antidote defeated are; 

trae they'll rally, and renew the war, 

true, when thou, our cordial! art net by; 
They w atch their time, and take as when we'redry. 


Thefe are thy fruits, thy clufters thefe infpire. : 
















Like kidd Vefpatian, thou mankind mak’B. gh 
None from thy prefence e'er di fad! 
‘What more can be to Wifdom’s fchool sige, 
‘Than from prevailing mifts to purge the min 
From thee the bet philofophy docs. {pring 5 
‘Thou cant exalt the beggar to a king: : 
Th’ unletter’d peafant who can compafs thee, * 
As much as Cato‘knows, and is as great as he, 
Thy tranfports are but fhort, I do confefs, 
But foare the delights mankind poffefs ; 
Our life itfelf is fhort, and will not ftay, 
Then let us ufe thy bleffing while we 
And makeit in full ftreame of wine 
ly pafe away. . 
.The Vine retires, with loud and jae 
OF European geds.—-As the withdraws 
Fach in his hand a fwelling clufter pref'd, 
But Bacchus, much more Sportive than the ref, 
Fills up a bow! with juice from Grape-ftond 
And puts it in Orelichilus’ hgnd : [drain’d 
“ Take of this draught,” faid he, “if thou art wife 
« *Twill-parge thy Cannibal ftomach’s cruditics.’ 
He, unaccuftom’d to the acid juice, 
Storny'd, and with blows had aniwer’d the abok 
But fear'd t” engage the European gueft, 
Whofe ftrength and courage had fubdu’d the Ealy 
He therefore choofes a lefs dang’ ‘sous fray, £ 
And furamoris all his country’s Plants away ¢ >” 
Forthwith in decent order they appear, 
And various fruits on various branches wear 5 
Like Amazons they ftand in painted arms, 
Coca alone appear’d with little charms, 
Yet led the van; our fcofing Venus feorn’d* » 
The fhrub-like tree, and with no fruit adore 
“ The Indian Plants,” faidthe, “ are like to.speed 
“ In this difpute of the moft fertile bree@, | “0% 
“ Who choofea dwaif and eunuch fortheiti 
Our gods ldigh’d out aloud at what fhe faid.. 
Pachamana defends her darling Tree, 
And faid the wanton goddefs was tao frte : 
“ You only know the fruitfulnefs of Luft, 5 
* And therefore here your judgment is unjuft : 
“ Your kill in other offsprings we may truft, 
“ With thofe chafte tribes that no diftin@ion know 
“ Of fex, your province nothing has to do. 
“ Of all the plants that any foil does bear, i 
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“ This Tree in fruits the richcit does appears 
“ It bears the beft, and hears ‘em all the year. 
« Ev'n now with fruit ‘tis ftor’d---Why laugh yow 
Behold how thick with leaves itis befet [yet ? 
“ Each leaf is fruit, and fuch fubftantial fare, 
“ No fruit befide to rival it will dare. 
“€ Mov'd with his country’s coming fate (whole 
“ Muft for her treafures be expas’d to fpoil) [foil 
*€ Our Varicocha firft his Coca fent, 
« Endow’d with leaves of wond’rous nourifhment, 
* Whole juice fuck'd in, and to the ftomach ta’en, 
# Long hunger and long labour can fuftain ; 

Aa 


4 Caninius was Conful but feven heurs, dyigg the Game 4ay he 
was shofen, 


ite. 


* From which our faint and weary bodies find 
More fuccour, more they cheer the drooping 
ind. 


mind, 
_* Than can your Bacchus and your Ceres join'd. 


Three leaves fupply for fix days niarch afford; 

The Quitoita with this provifion ftor’d, 

* Can pafe the vait and cloudy Andes o’er, 

« The dreadful Andes’ plac'd ‘twixt Winter's ftore 

* Of winds, rains, fnow, and that more humble 
earth ; 


That gives the fmall but valiant Caca birth, 


2  Thischampion,that makeswarlikeVenusmirth. 
,/® Nor Coca only ufeful art at home, 
“** A famous merchandife thou art become; 


** A thoufand Paci and Nicugni groan 


* S-Yearly heneaththy loads, and for thy fake glone 


“Thefe fpacious world’s tons by commerce 
known.” 

Thus fpake the goddefs, (on her painted fkin 
‘Were figures wrought) and next calls Hovia in, 
‘That for its ftony fruit may be defpis’d, 

But for its virtue next to Coca priz’d. 

Her fhade by wondrous influence can compofe 
And lock the fenfes in fach fweet repofc, 

‘That oft’ the natives of a diftant foil 

Long journies take of voluntary toil, 

Only to fleep beneath her branches’ hade, 
‘Where in tranfporting dreams entranc’d they lic, 
And quite forget the Spaniard’s tyranny. 

The plant (at Brafil Bac8ya call’d) the name 
Of th’ Eaftern Plane Tree takes, but not the fame; 
Bears leaves fo large, one fingle leaf can fhade 
‘The fwain that is heneath her covert laid ; 

Under whofe yerdant Jeaves fair apples grow, 
Sometimes two hundred on a fingle bough : 
‘They're gather’d all the year, and all the year i 





‘They {pring, for like the hydra they appear ; 
‘To ev'ry one you take fuccceds a golden heir, 


. *Twere lofs of time to gather one by one, 
* 3es boughs are torn, and yet no harm is done : 


New-{prouting bragches {4 the lofs repair ; 
‘What would fo (pon'return jt were vain to fpare. 
* ‘The Indian Fig Tree next did much furprife, 
With her ftrange figure, all our deities ; 
Amongit whgm one too rathly did exclaim, 

(For gods to be decciv'd ‘tis woeful fhame) 
'Thia ig.a cheat, a work of art,”. faid he, 

And therefore ftretch'd his hand tqrouch the Tree: 
At which the Indian gods langh’d out aloud, 
And our’s, no lefe furpris’d, with wonder ftood : 
For, lo! the Plant, her trunk and boughs unclos’d, 
‘Wholly of fruit and leaves appear’d compos'd 5 
New leaves, and til] from them new leaves unfold, 
A fight ‘moogft prodigies to be inroll'd. 

The Tunj, to the Indian lig a-kin, 

(The glory of Plafcalla) next came in; 

But much more wonderful her fruit appears 
“Than tH! other’ leaves, for living fruit the hears. 
‘To her alone great Varicocha gave 

‘The privilege that the for fruit fhould have ; 
Live creatures, that with purple dye adorn 

‘Th’ imperial robe; the precious tin@ure’s worn 
With pride ev'n by the conqu’rors of the foil : 
But, ak! we had not grudg’d that purple fpoil ; 
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Our cochineal they freely might have gali’d,- 

If with no other blood they had been ftain’d, 
Guatimala prodye’d a fruit unknown 

To Europe, which with pride the call’d her own ; 

Her Cocoa Nut with double-ufe endow’d, S 

(Eer Chocolate at once-is drink and food) 

Does ftrength and vigour to the limbs impart, 

Makes freth the countenance and cheers the heart 5 

Jn Venus’ combat ftrangely does excite 

‘The fainting warrior to renew the fight : 

Not all Potofi’s filver groves can be 

Of equal value to this ufeful Tree, 

Nor could the wretched hungry owner dine, 

Rich Cartama! upon thy golden mine, 


“Of old the wifer Indians never made 


Their gold or filver the fupport of trade, 
Nor us'd for fife’s fupport what well they knew. 
Ufelefs to life at beft, and fometimes hurtful too, 
With guts inftead of coin they bought and fol; 
‘Their wealth by Cocoas, not by fums, they told 3 
One Tree, the growing treafure of the field, 
Both food and clothes did to its owner yield; 
Procur’d all ptenfils, and, wanting bread, 
The happy hoarder on his money fed. 
This wastrue wealth? thofe treafures we adore, 
By cuftom valu’d, in chemfelves are poor, 
‘And men may ftarve amidft their golden ftore. 
Too happy India! had this wealth alone, 
And not thy gold, been to the Spaniard known, 
The Aguacata no lefs is Venus’ friend ¢ 
(To th’ Indies Venus’ conqueft does extend) 
A fragrant leaf the Aguacata bears, 
Her fruit in fathion of an egg appears ; 
With fuch a white and fpermy juice it fwells, 
As reprefents moift Life’s firft principles, 
The Cocoa’s owner any thing may buy, 
But he that has the Metia may fupply 
Himfelf with almoft all things he can want, 
From Metla’s almoft all-fafficient Plant : 
Metla to pafs as money does defpife, 
Or traffic ferve, itfelf is merchandife. 
She bears no nuts for boys, nor lufcious fruit, =~ 
‘That many with nice effeminate palates {uit 5 
Her very ‘I’ree is fruit; her leaves, when young, 
Are wholefome food ; for garments ferve when 
Not only fo, but, to make up the clothq, [ftrong; 
They furnifh you with thread and needle both. 
What though her native foil withdroughtis curs'd? 
Cut but her bark, and you may flake your thirft; 
A fudden fpring will in the wound appear, [clears 
Which thro’ ftrait paffes ftrain’d comes forth more 
And though through long meanders of the veins 
*Tis carry’d, yet no vicious hue retains, ¢ 
Limpid and fweet the virgin-ftream remains, 
‘Thele gifts for nature might fafficient be, 
But, bounteous Metla! {eem’d too {mall for thee; $ 
‘Thou gratify’ cur very luxury. 
For liqu'rifh palates honey thoy doft bear, r 
For thofe whofe guft wants quick¢ning vinegar. 
But thefe are trifles; thou doft wine impart, 
That drives dull care and trouble from the heart. 


‘| The thorn growing at the end of each leaf; which, together with 
the stringy part lcined (aity is yet sus matings of a adhe anctareag, 
rulew withal, ier Rees am 
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“Wf any watch of poverty complains, 

‘Thou pour’ a golden tream into hjs veins. 

‘The pooreft Indian ftill is rich in thag, 

In fpite of Spanith conquetts Mill is free ; 

‘The Spaniard’s king is not fo blefs’d as he. 

Uf any doubts the liquor to be wine, 

Becaufe no cryftal water looks more fine, 

Let him but drink, he’ll find the weak nymph fied, 
And potent Bacchus enter'd in her Sead, 

To all thefe gifts of luxury and wealth, 

‘Thou giv’ft us fov’reign med’cines, too, for health ; 
Choice balm from thy concocted bark breaks forth: 
‘Thou fhedd'it no tear, but ‘tis of greater worth 
‘Than faireft gems; no lover can more prize 

‘The tears in his confenting miftrefs’ eyes, ; 
When in his arms the panting virgin lies : 

No antidote affords more prefent aid, {made. 
*Gainft doubly mortal wounds by pois’nous arrows 
Almoft all needs, thou, Meta! doft fupply, 

Yet muft not therefore bear thyfelf too high, 
While th’ all-fufficient Coccus Tree is by ; 

‘To Coccus thou muft yield the victory. 

While the preferves this Indian Palm alone, 
America can never be undone ; 

Embowell'd, and of all her gold bereft, 

Her liberty and Coccus only left; i 
She's richer. than the Spaniard with his theft. 
What fenfelefs mifer, by the gods abhorr’d, 
Would covet more than Coccus doth afford ? 
Houfe, garments, beds, and boards, ev’a while we 


ine 

Supplies both meat and difh, both cup and wine ; 

Oil, honey, milk, the ttomach to delight, 

And poignant fauce to whet the appetite. 

Nor is her fervice to the land confin'd, 

For fhips entire compos'd of her we find ; 

Saily, tackle, timber, cables, ribs, and matt, 

Wherewith the veffel fitted up, at laft 

With her own ware is freighted; all fhe bears 

Is Coccus’ growth, except her mariners; 

Nor need we ev’n her mariners exclude, 

“Who from the Cocoa Nut have all their food, 
“Lhe Indian gods, with wild and barb‘rous voice, 

And geftures rude, tumultuous, rejoice ; 

Our’s as altonifh'd, and with envious eyes, 

Each other view'd, if, as weak men furmife, 

Envy can touch immortal deities. 

My mode Mufe that cenfure does decline, 

Nor dares interpret ill of pow’rs divine. 

‘Nhe Indian pow’rs (though yct they had not’ 

thewn 

‘The hundredth part of plants to India known) 

Already did conclude the day their own ; 

Rath and impatient round the goddefs throng, 

And think her verdidt is deferr’d too loug. 
Pomona, feated high aboye the reft, 

‘Was cautioufly revolving in her breaft, 

(The cunfe depending was no trifling toy, 

‘\ hat did the patrons of both worlds employ) 

“V7 exprels herfelf at arge the did defign, 

“And handfomely the fentence to decline 3 

if T may gucls at what the goddefs meant) 

But, to !a flight and fudden accident 

P ats all the Court into a wild ferment + 
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For, during th’ trial, the moft tippling brace, 
Omelichilus of the Indian race, 

And our Lencus §, at whate’er was fpoke 

Or done that pleas’d him, a full bumper took, 
And drank to th’ other; him the Metla Tree 
Supply’d with juice; thy Vine, Lenzus! thee ; 
Each bow! they tonch'd they curn'd the bottom yp, 
And gave a brifk huzza at ev'ry cup; a 
Their heads at Jaft the rifling vapour gains, 

And proves too hard for their immortal brains: 


“With muteal repartees they jok’d at firft, 


‘Till growing more incens’d, they {wore'and curs’d 
Qmelichilus does no longer dread 
(With prefent Metla warm’'d) the Grecian god, , 
But throws a Cocoa Dow! at Bacchus’ head,. ; 
Which {poil’d his draught, but left his forehead, 
found, : “ 
And refts betwixt his horns without 2 wonnd.. 
Bacchus, enrag'd with wine and paflion to,’ , 
With all his might his mafly goblet'threw, © 
Diredtly levell’d at the rultic’s face, : 
‘That laid him bruis’d and {prawling on the placet > 
He in his native gibb’rith cries aloud, 
And with his noife alarms the favage crowd; 
Gnafhing their foamy teeth, like beafts of prey, * 
Promifcuoufly they bellow, roar, and bray; 
The frighted waves back to the deep rebound ; 
‘The very ifland trembles with the found. 
Next him Vitziliputli fac, in fmoke 
Of foul Tobacco almoff hid, that broke. 
In belches from his gormandizing maw, 
Where human fichh as yet lay crude and raw; 
Throwing in rage bis kindkd pipe afide, 
And faatching bow and darts, Arm! arm: he cry"& 
‘Tefcalipuca (of the fatvage band 
The next in fiercenefs) teok his fpear in hand, 
And all in arms the barb’rpus Iegion ftand. 
The gaddeffes difperde, and feulk behind 
The thickets; frighted Venue bore in mind 
Her former wound, th’ effe& of mortal rage, _ 
What muft the then expect where gods engage ? +» 
Pallas, who only courage had to ftay, 
In vain her peaceful Olive did difplay 5 
‘The gods, with manly weapons in their hand, 
Devoted to the dire encounter Sand : 
Moft woful fome had that day’s battle found, 
And Jong been maim’d with many a fmarting 
wound, 
{¥or to fuppofe th’ immortals can be flain, 
‘Though with immortals they engage, is vain) 
Had not Apallo, in the nick of time, 
Found ont a ftrat’gem to divert that crime, 
Which with his double title did agree, 
‘The god of wit, and healing deity. 
None better knew than he to ule the bow; 
But now refolv'd his nobler {kiil to fhew, 
Swect Mufic’s pow’, he takes his lyre in hand, 
And does forthwith fuch charming founds coms 
mand, 
As ftruck the ear of gods with new delight, 
Wheu Nature did this world’s great frame unite, 
When jarring elements their war did ceafe, 
And danc’d themfelves into harmonions peace, 
Aaj 
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Sach Rtainghad farely charm’d the Centaur’s rage ; 
Sach ftrains the raving billows could affuage ; 
‘Wild hurticanes had due obedience fhewn, 
And,to'attend bis founds, fupprefs'd their own. 

” “The wrangling guefts at onte appear bereft 
OF ev'ry fenfe, their hearing only left. 

. Vitziliputli, fidrcett of the crew, 
‘While to the head -his venom’d thaft he drew, 
Lets fall both dart and bow ; with lifted hands, 


Affonifh’d, and with mouth wide gaping ftands; 


So high to'raife his greedy éars he’s faid, 
Aa fore Chit feather’¢ di’dem from his head, 
Pomona’s altar, hew'd from folid rock, 
In both his hands hold Varicoca tak, 
Which, like a thunderbolt, he would have hurl’d ; 
(He is the Thand’rer in the Indian world) 
But at the fici fweet ftrain forgot his heat, 
Laid down the ftone,aud us’d it for a feat ; 
His ravith'd ears the peaceful founds devour, 
His hundred viétims never pleas’d him more. 
‘Their magic force, in fpite of his difgrace, 
And gore yet fireaming from his batter’d face, 
Omelichilus’ felf did reconcile : 
At firk, ‘tis trv) he'did but faintly fmile, 
“But langh’d anon as loud as any there ; 
For fuch the facred chatms’of meafures are, 
‘The ambient air, ftrtick with the healing founds 
Of Pho-bis’ lyre, clos’dup the bleeding wounds; 
Ev'n of theit own accord the breaches clofe, 
For pow'rful mufic all things can compofe, 
Pleas'd with his art’s fuccefs, Apollo fmil’d, 
‘To fee the aukward mirth and geftures wild 
Of his charm’d audience, Having thusfubdu'd 
‘Their rayifh’d fenfe, his conquelt he purfiv'd, 
And ftill to make the pleafing fpelt more ftrong, 
Hine to his lyre his tuneful voice and fong. 
ic fung How th’ infpit’d hero’s € mind beheld 
A world, that for long ages lay conceal’d. 
* Moft happy thon ! whofe fancy covld defery 
A world, feen ouly by my circling eye: 
‘Thou who alone igtoils haft equali’d me; 
. Great Alexander is éutdone by thee; 
F), By thee! whofe fkill could find, and courage gain 
“That other world for which we with’d in vain. 
Not my own Poet’s tales could thee deceive, 
No eredit to their fables thou didit give ; 
Me, wreaty’d with my day’s hard courfe they feign 
"Yo reach each night in the Helperizn main. 
Can Phoebus tire ? my great Columbus! thou 
Didft better judge, apd Phoebus better know; 
For! myfelf did'then thy thoughts incline, 
Infpir’d thy fkill, and urg’d thy bold defign. 
Herculean limits could not thee contain, 
Nor terror of an unexpericne’d main, i 
Nor Nature's awful darkneis could reftrain, 
‘Thy native world's dear fight for three months lof, 
For three long mouths onthe wide ocean tofs’d, 
New flats, new flocds, and monfters thou didft fpy, 
Unterrify'd thyfelf, naw gods ditt terrify ; 
‘Thou, only theu! undaunted didft appear, 
While thy faint! comrades half expird with fear: 
They urge thee to return, and threaten high, 
‘When, Guanahan ! thy watch-light they defery, 
Thy faming beacon from afar they {py ; 
9 Coleiabes, 
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Whofe happy light to their tranfportedieyes. 

Difclofes a new world ; with joyful cries 

They hail the fign that to a golden foil 

Unlock’d the gate. Forgetting now their toil, 

‘They hug their guide,at whora they late repin’d. 

From this {mall fire, and for fmali ule defign'd, 

How great a light was open'd to miarkind | 

How eafily did‘eonrage find the way, } 

By this approach, to feize the golden prey, ¢ 

‘That in a fecret world’s dark entrail lay ! 

For Courage what attempt can be too bold ? 

Or rather, what for thirft of pow’r and gold? 

While to the fhore the Spanifh navy drew, 

‘The Indian natives with amazement view 

‘Thofe floating palaces, which fondly they 

Miftook for living monfters of the fea; 

Wing’d whales—nor at the Spaniards lefs admire, 

A tace of men with beards, and ftrange attire, 

Whofe iron drefs their native fkin they deem’d ; 

‘The horfeman mounted on his courfer, feem’d 

‘To them a Centaur of prodigious kind ; 

A compound monfter, of two bodies join’d ; 

‘That could at once in fev’ral accents break, 

Neigh with one mouth, and with the other fpcak, 

But moft the roaring cannon they admire, Me 

Difcharging fulph’rous clouds of fmoke and fire ; 

Mock-thunder mow’ they Hear, amock- lightning 
view, ie 


With greater dread than e’er they Wid dhe true, 
Ev’n thou, the Phan’ ses ofthe taltea et i 
(Nor wilt thou, Varicocha! this deny) 





Ev’n thou thyfelf aftonifh’d didft appear, 
When mortals’ louder thunder thou didft hear. 
Strange figures, and th’ unwonted face of things, 
No lefs amazement to the Spaniards brings ; 
New forms of animals their fight furprife, 
New plants, new fruits, new men, and deities ; 
Entirely a new nature meets their eyet : 
Lut moft tranfported with the glitt’ring mould, 
And wealthy ftreams, whofe fands were fraught 
with gold, [behold. 
Thefe they too much admire, with too muthiove. 
For thefe forthwith againft their hofts engage ~ 
‘The treach’rous guetts, in impious war and rage ; 
From thefe inhuman flaughter.did enfue, 
Which now‘! grieve te tell, as then ¥ blufh’d ta 
view. 
By fudden force, like fome demolifh’d town, 
1 {aw the fndian*world at once o'erthrown. 
What can this Jand by this difpute intend ? 
About his fruits the does in vain contend, g 
‘Who knows not how her entrails to defend ! 
Thy flaughters paft do thou at length forget, 
For with no {mall revenge thy wrongs have met, 
And Heav’n will give thee greater comforts a 


Enjoy thy fate, whofe bitter part is o’er, 
And all the fweet for thee referv’d in ftore. 

Here Phebus his moft cheerful airs employs, 
And melts their favage hearts in promis’d joys; 
‘Vhey felt his mufic glide through ev'ry vein, 
Their brawny limbs from dancing farce refrain, 
But fear’d to interrupt his charming ftrain. i 

That gold which Europe ravith’d from your 

coaft, 
| O’es Europe now 2 tyrant’s power does boaft 
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Already fits tote mifchiefe brought on Spain, 
‘Than from infulting Spaniards you fuftain. 
<Where’er it comes, all laws are ftraight diffolv’d, 
In gen’ral ruin all things are involv’d : 
No land can breed a more deftrustive peft, 
Grieve not that of your bane you're difpoffets’d sf 
‘Call in more Spaniards to remove the reft : 
"The fatal Helen drive from your abodes, 
Th’ Erinnys that ’as fet both worlds at odds. 
Fire, fword, and flaughter, on her footiteps wait ; 
‘Whole empires the betrays to utmoft Fate. 
Mean-while thefe benefits of life you reap, 
Confider, and you'll find th’ exchange was cheap. 
‘Your former falvage cuftoms are remov'd, 
‘The manners of your men and gods improv’d; 
With human flefh no more they fhall be fed, 
Whcther dire famine firft that practice bred, 
Or more detefted luxury--- 
Not long halt thou, Vitzilipuil ' feed 
On bloody feafts, or fmoke thy Indian weed ; 
Ere long (like us) with pure ambrofial fare 
‘Thou fhalt be pleas’d, and tafte celeftial air. 
Yo live by wholefome laws, you now begin 
Buildings to raife, and fence your cities in: 
‘To plough the earth, to pleugh the very main, 
And traffic with the univerfe maintain : 
Defenfive arms, and ornaments of drefs, 
All implements of life, you now poffefs; 
‘Yo you the arts of war and peace are known, 
And whole Miierve ie become your own, 
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Our Mules, té your fires an unknown band, 
Already have, got footing in your land, 
‘And like the {oil----—- 

Incas already have hiftorians been, 

And inca poets fhall ere long be feen. 

Bat (if I fail not in my augury, 
‘And who can better judge events than T?)’ 
Long rolling years fhall Jate bring on the times 
‘When, with your gold debauch’d, and ripen’ 


crimes, 

Enrope (the world’s moft noble part) shall fall ; 
“Spon her banifh’d gods and virtue call 
In vain, while foreign and domeftic war 
At once fhall her diftracted bofom tear ; 
Forlorn, and to be pity’d even by you: 
Mean-while your rifing glery you thall views 
Wit, Learning, Virtue, Difcipline of War, 
Shall for protection to your world repair, 
And fix a Jong illuftrious empire there. 
Your native gold (1 would not have it fo, 
But fear th’ event) in time will follow too: 
©! thould that fatal prize return once more, 
Twill hurt your country, as it did before. 

Late Deftiny thal] high exalt your reign, ‘ 
Whefe pomp no crowds of flaves, a needlefs train, 
Nor gold (the rabble’s idol) fhail fupport, 
Like Motezum’s, or Guanapaci’s court ; 
But fuch true grandeur as old Rome maintain'd, 
Where Fortune was flave, and Virtue reign’d, 
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TRANSLATED BY MRS. A. BEHN. 


Sylva. 

Crase,.0 my Mule! the foft delights to fing 

Of Flow’sy Gardeng in their fragrant fpring, 

And trace the rougher paths of obfcure woods, 

All gloom aloft, beneath o’ergrown with thrubs, 

Where Phabus, once thy guide, can dart no ray 

T° infpire thy Aight, and make the fcene look gay.: 
Courage, my Huntrefs: let us range the glades, + 

And fearch the inmoft grottos of the.thades; 

Ev'n to the lone receffes let us pafs, 

‘Where the green goddefe refts on beds of mofs; 

Let loofe my faney, fwift of fact, to trace, 

With a fagacious fcent, the noble chafe, 

And with a joyful ery purfue the prey ; 

°Tis hidden Nature we mutt roufe to-day. 

Set all your gins, let ev’ry toil be plac’d, 

Thro’ all her traeks let flying Truth be chac’d, 

And feize her panging with her eager hafte. ; 

Nor yet difdam, my Mule ! in groves to range, 

Or humbler woods for nobler orchards change. 

Here deities of ofl have made abode, 

* And once fecur’d great Charles, our earthly god. 
The royal youth, born to outbrave his fate, 
‘Within a néighb’ring Oak maintain‘d his ftate : 
"The fairhful boughs in kind allegiance {pread 
‘Their fhelt’ring branches round his awfat head, 
Twin'd their rough arms, and thicken’d all the 

fhade. 

To thee, belov’d'nf Heav'n! to thee we fing 
Of facred groves, blooming perpetual {pring : 
May'ft thow be to my rural verfe and me 
A peefent and affifting deity : 

Difduin not in this leafy court to dwell, 

Who its lev'd Monarch did fecure fo welt. 

‘Th’ exernal oak, now confecrate to thee, 

No more thy refuge, but thy throne, fhall be. 

‘We'll place the conqu’ror, now, and crown thy 
brows 

With garlands made of its young gayeft bovgha, 

‘While from our oaten pipes the werld fhall know 

How much they to this facred ficker ewe. 


And you, the foft inhabitants of the groves? 
You Woodnymphs! Hamadryades, and Loves! 
Satyrs and Fauns! who in thefe arbours play, 
Permit my fong, and give my Mule her way : 
She telfs of ancient woods the wondrous things 3 





Of groves, long veil’d in facred darknefs, Gags, 
And a new light into your gloom fhe brings. 
Let it be lawful for me to unfold 
Divine decrees that never yet were told ; 
The harangues of the wood-gods to rehearfe, 
And fing of flew’ry fenates in my verfe : 
Voices unknown to man he new fhail hear, 
Who, always ignorant of what they were, 
Have pafs’d ’em by with 2 regardiefs car ; y 
‘Thought ’em the marm'rings of the ruffled trees, 
That mov’d and wanton’d with the fporting breeze, 
But Daphne knew the myfteries of the wood, 
And made difcov’ries to her am’rous god; 
Apollo nie inform’d, and did infpire 
My foul with his divine prophetic fire ; 
And I, the pfieft of Plants, their fenfe exponnd; 
Hear. O ye Worlds! and liften all around, 

*Twas now when Royal Charles, that Prince of 

Peace, 

(That pious offspring of the olive race} 
Sway'd England’s {ceptre with a godlike hand, 


. Scattering foft eafe and plenty o’er the land ; 


Happy "hove all the neighb’ring kings, while yet 
Unruied by the rudeft ftorms of Fate ; 

More fortanate the people, till their pride 
Difdain'd obedience to the for'reign guide, 
And tea bale plebeian Senate gave 

The arbitrary privlege to enflave ; 

Who througly a fea of nobleft blood did wade, 
To tear the diadem from the fared head. 
Now above envy, far above the clouds, 

The Martyr fits, triumphing with the gode, 
While Peace before did o’er the ocean fly, 

On our blefs’d fhore to find fecurity, 

In Britith groves fhe built her downy nek, 

No other climate could afford her reft ; 
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But wattidg winds o’et wretched Etirope range; 

Threat’ning deftru@ion, univerfal change : 

The raging terpeft tore the aged woods, 

Shook the vaft earth, and troubled all the floods. 

Nor did the fruitful goddefs brood in vain, 

But heré in fafety hatch'd her golden train : 

Jultice and Faith one cornutopia fill, 

‘Of ufeful med’cines known to many an fll. 
Such was the Golden Age in Saturn's {way $ 

Eafy and inno¢ent it pafs’d away 5 : 

But too much Jux'ry and good fortune cloys, 

And virtues fhe fhould cherifh the deftroys. 

‘What we moft with, what we mot toil to gain, 

Enjoyment palls, and turns the biifs to pain. 

Pofleffion makes us shift our happinefs 

From peaceful wives to noify miftreffes, 

‘The repetition makes the pleafure.duil; 

*Vis only Change that’s gay’ and beautiful. 

© notion falfe! O appetite deprav’d ! 

‘That has the nobler part of man enflav’d : 

‘Man! born to reafon, decs that fufety quit, 

‘To fplit upon the dang’rous rock of wit. 

Phylicians fay there's no fuch danger near 

As when, though no figns manifeit appear, 

Self-tie’d, and dull, man knows not what he ails, 

And, without toil, his (trength and vigour fails, 
Such was the ftate of England, fick with eafe, 

‘Too happy, if fhe kucw her happinefs. 

‘Their crime no igo’rance for excufe can plead, 

"Lhat wretched refuge for ingratitude, 

"Twas then that from the pitying gods there 

came 

‘A kind admonithing anger to reclaim, 

In dreadful prodigies {5 but, alas! in vain, 

So rapid thunderbolts, before the flame, 

¥ly the confuming vengeance to proclaim. 

4, then a boy, arriv’d to my tenth year, 

And {till thofe horrid images I bear; 

‘The mournful figns are prefent to my eyes? 

T faw o’er all the region of the fies 

¢ Lhe hiftory of our approaching wars, 

‘Writ in the heav’ns in wondrous characters : 

‘The vaulted firmament with lightning burns, 

And all the clouds were kindled into ftorms, 

And form'd an image of th’ infernal hell; 

({ thake with the portentous things f tell) 

Like fulph’rous waves the horrid flames did roll, 

Whole raging tides were hurl’d from pole to pole; 

‘Then fuddenly the burfting clouds divide, 

A fire like burning mounts on either fide, 

Dilcovering (to th’ aftonith’d world) within 

At once a dreadful and a beauteons feene : 

“Two mighty armics clad in battle-array, 

Ready by conibat to difpute the day ; 

‘Their waving plumes and glitt’ring armour fltone, 

‘Mov’d by the winds, and gilded by the fun: 

So well in order fecm’d each fearlefs rank, 

As they’d been marfhall’d by our hero Monk; 

Monk ! born for mighty thingsand great command, 

The glorious pillar of our falling land : 

Perbaps his Genius on the royal fide 

One of thole heav'nly figures did defcribe, 


‘GT This relaiton of prodigies Mr, Covley affitres to he true,“ Ve- 
fe 'patn effe da ine Cuciplu," in Re margin o: the original. 
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Here pointed cut to us his noble force, A 

And form’d him conqu’ror on a flaming horfe. 

We heard, or fancy’d that we heard, around, 

The fignal giv’n by drum and trumpet founds 

We faw the fire-wing’d horfes fiercely meet, 

And with their fatal fpeare each other greet : 

Here thining brandith’d pikes like lightning thook, 

While from ethereal guns tru thunder broke : 

With gloomy mitts they involv'd the plains of 
heav’n, 

And to the cloud-begotten men was given 

A memorable fate—— 

By the wire fplendour which their arms difplay’d, 

‘And dreadful lightning that from cannons play’d, 

We faw extended o’er the aérial plain 

The wounded bodies of the numerous flain, 

(Their faces fierce with anger underftood) 

‘Turning the fy red with their guthing bloods 

At laft that army we the juft efleem’d, 

And which adorn’d by nobleit figuresfeem’d 

Of arms and men, alas! was pyt to flight ; 

The reft was veil’d in the deep thades of night, i 

And fates to come fecur’d from human fight. 

But ftnpid England, touch'd with no remorfe, © 
Beholds thefe prodigies as things of courfe : 

(With many niore, which to the juft appcat’d 
As ominous prefages) then who fear'd 
The monfters of the Caledonian woods, 

Or the hid ferments of fchifmatic crowds ? 

Nor had the impious Cromwell then a name, 

For England’s ruin, and for England's fhame + 

Nar were the gods pleas’d only to exhort 

By figns the reftive City and the Court : 

Th’ impending fates o’er all the thickets reign’d, 

And ruin to the Englifh wood proclaim’d. 

We faw the flurdy Oaks of monftrous growth, 

Whoefe {preading roots, fix'd in their native earth, 

Where for a thoufand years in peace they grew, 

Torn from the foil, though none but Zeph’ny 
blew, 

But who fuch violent outrages could find 

To be th’ effects of the foft Weftern wind ? 

‘The Dryads faw the right-hand of the gods 

O’etturn the nobleft thelters of the woods; 

Others their arms with baneful leaves were clad, 

That new unufual forms and colours had, 

Whence how no aromatic moifture flows, 

Or noble Miffeltoe enrich the boughs ; 

But, bow’d with galis, within thofe boding hulls 

Lurk’d flies, diviners of enfuing ills, 

Whole fatal buzz did future flaughters threat, 

And confus’d murmurs full of dread repeat. 

When no rude winds difturb’d the ambient air, 

The Trees, as weary of repofe, made war ; 

With horrid noife grappling their knotty arms, 

Like meeting tides they rofile into-ftorms : 

But when the winds to rattling tempefts rife, 

Inftead of warring ‘frees, we heard the cries 

Of warring men, whofe dying groans areund 

‘The woods and mournful echoes did refound. 

‘The difma! fhade with birds obfcene were fill’d, 
Which, {pite of Phoebus, he himfelf beheld. : 
On the wild Afhes’ tops, the bats and owis, 

With all night ominous and baneful fowls, 
Aa iiij 
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Sat brooding, while the ferceches of thefe droves 
Profan’d and violated all the groves. 
If ought that poets do relate be trie, 
The ftrange Spincurnix (1) led the feather’d crew : 
Of ail the monfters of the earth and air, 
Spinturnix bears the cruelleft chara@er. 
‘The barbarous bird, to mortal eyes unknown, 
Js feen but by the goddeffes alone: 
And then they tremble; for the always bodes 
Some fatal difcord ev’n among the gods, 
But that which gave more wonder than the reft, 
‘Within an Ah a ferpent built her neft (2), 
Ayid laid her eggs, when once to come beneath 
"The very fhadow of an Ath was death; 
Rather, if chance hould force, he through the fire, 
From its fali’n leaves, fo baneful, would retire, 
But none of all the fylvan prodigics 
Did more furprife the rural deities, 
‘Than when the lightning did the Laurel blait ; 
The lightning their lov’d Laurels ali defac'd: 
‘, The Laurel! which by Jove's divine decree, 
* Binge ahcient tine from injuring tempetts free, 
No angry threats from the celettial powers 
Cquld make her fear che ruin of her bowers; 
But always the enjoy’d a certain fate, 
‘Which the could ne’er fecure the victor yet. 
Yo vain thefe figns and monfters were not fent 
2 From angry Heav'n; the wife knew what they 
: meant : 
‘Their coming by conjectures underfood, 
As did the Dryads of the Britith wood. 
There is an ancient foreft (3) known to Fanie, 
On this fide fep’rate from the Cambrian plain 
Ry wand’ring Wye, whofe winding current ylides, 
And murm’ring leaves behind its How’ ry fides ; 
On that 'tis wafh'd by nobler Severn’s ftreams, 
Whole beantics fearce will yield to famous Thames: 
“Of yore “twas Arden call’d, but that great name, 
As like herfeJf, diminifh’d into Dean : 
‘The curfed weapons of deftructive war 
In all their cruelties have made her Share 3 
‘The iron has its nobfet thades deftroy’d, 
‘Then to meit iron is its wood employ’d; 
And io, unhappy ’tis, as it prefents 
Of its own death the fatal inftruments ; 
With induftry its ruin to improve, 
Bears minerals below, and trees above. 
@h, Poverty : thou happinefs cxtreme, 
(When no afflicting want can intervene} 
And, oh! thou fabile treafure of the earth, 
Fron. whence all rapes and mifchiefstaketheir birth. 
And you, triumphing Woods’ fecur'd from fpoil, 
By, the fafe blefling of your barren foil, 
Here, unconfum’d, how fmail a part remains 
‘Of that eich tore that once adorn’d the plains! 
‘Yet that fmail part that has efcap'd the ire 
Of lawlefs flecl, and avaricious fire, 
By many nymphs and deities poffef.’d, 
Of all the Britifi thades continues till the het. 
Here the long reverend Dryas (who had been 
Of all thofe thady verdant regions queen, 


(1) What this bird truly was is not known, but it wat much 
dvcaded by the Anu(pices. ' WMin, Servius, Se. 

(2, For the truth hereof take Play's Wusds 16, 175 
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To which by conquett fhe had fore’d the fea f 
His conftant tributary waves to pay) 
Proclaim’d a gen’ral council through her court, 
‘To which the fylvan-nymphs fhould all refort. 

All the w. fies do ftraight appear, 
At leat who could che Britifh climate bear, 
And cn a foft afcent of rifing ground, z 
‘Their queen, their charming Dryas! they furrounds 
Who, all adorn’d, was in the middle plac’d, 
And by a thoufand awful beauties grac’d. 

‘Thefe goddefles alike were drefs’d in green, 
‘The ornaments and liv’ries of their queen, 
Had travellers at any diftance view’d 
The beguteous order of this ftately crowd, 
They would not guefs they ‘ad been divinities, 
But groves all facred to the deities, 
Such was the image of this leafy fcene, 
On one fide water’d by a ccoling ftream, 
Upon whofe brink the Poplar took her place, 
‘The Poplar! whom Alcides once did grace, 
Whofe double celour’d fhadew’d leaves exprefy 
‘The labours of our Hero Hercules, 
Whofe upper fides are black, the under white, 
To reprefent his toil and his delight. 

‘The Phaetonian Alder next took place, 
Still {enGble of the burnt youth’s difgrace ; 
She loves the purling ftreams, and often laves 
Beneath the floods, and wantons with the waves, 
Clofe by her fide the penfive Willows joju’d, 
Chafee fifters all, tp lovers moft unkind, 
Olcficarpians * call’d, in youth fevere, 
Before the winter-age had {now’d their hair; 
In rivere take delight, whofe chilling ftreams 
Mix’d with the native coldnefs of their veins, ° 
Like falamanders can all heat remove, 
And quite extinguith the quick fire of love + 
Firm lafting bonds they yield to all befide, 
But take delight the lovers to divide, 

‘Ihe Elders next, who, though they waters love, 
The fame from hunran bodies yet remove, 
And quite difperfe the humid moifture thence, 
And parley with the dropfy in this fenfe : .. 
“ Why de you linger here, O lazy Flood ! 
* This foil belongs to rivulets of blood. 2 
“ Why do you men torment, when many a thade, 
“And hone Trees and Plarts do want your aid? 
* Begone, from human bodies quick begone, 
“ And back into your native channels run ¢ 
“ By every pore, by all the ways you can.” 
The moifture, frighten’d, fies at the command, 
And awful terror of her pow’rful wand, 

The hofpituble Birch does ncxt appear, 
Joyful ang gay in hot or frigid air; 
Flowing her hair, her garments fuft and whitey 
And yet in crueky fhe takes delight; 
No wild inhabitant vo’ ch’ woods can be 
So quick in wrath, and in revenge, as the g 
In hgufes great authori:y aflumes, 
Anis the fole punither of petty crimes; 
But moft of all her malice the employs 
In Schools, to cerrify and awe young boys : 
If fhe chattife, ‘tis for the patient's good, 
‘Though oft’ the bluthes with her tender blood, 
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Nox fo the gen’rous Maples; they prefent 
‘Whate’er the city lux’ry can invent, 

Who with induftrious management and pains 
Divide the labyrinth of their curious grains, 
And many neceffary things produce, 

That ferve at once for ornament and ufe. 

But thou, O Pteleas! (1) to the fwain allows 
Shades to his cattle, timber for his ploughs; 
Emnobled thou above the leafy race, 

Th that an amorous god (2) does thee embrace, 
Next thee the Oxias, (3) of herfelf a grove, 
Whoefe wide-fpread thade the flocks and fhepherds 
‘Whether thy murmiurs do to fleep invite, [love ; 

Or thy foft noife infpire the rural pipe, 

Alike thau’rt grateful, and canft always charm, 
In fummer cooling, and in winter warm : 
‘Vityrus, of yore, the nymph with garlands hung, 
And all his love-lays in her fhadow fung. 
‘When firft the infant-world her reign began, 
E’er pride and Jux’ry had coreapeed saat 
Before for gold the carth they did invade, 

‘The ufcful houfchold-ftuff of Beech was made ; 
No other plate the humble fideboard drefs’d, 
No other bowls adorn’d the wholefome feaft, 
Which'no voluptuous cookery could boatt, 

‘The homebred kid or lamb was all the coft; 
"The mirth, the innocence, and little care, 
Surpafe'd the loaded boards of high-priz’d fare; 
There came no gueft for int’reft or defign, 

For guilty love, fine eating, or rich wine : 

"the Beechen bowl] without debauch went round, 
And was with harmlefs mirth and rofes crown’d : 
In thefe—the Ancients in their happy ftate 
‘Their feafts and banquets us'd to celebrate z 
Fill'd to the brim with uncorrupted wine, 
‘They made libations to the powers divine, 

To keep ’em ftill benign ; no facrifice 

"They need perform the angry gods t’ appeafe ; 
‘They knew no crimes the deities t’ offend, 

But all their care was {till to keep *em kind : 
No poifon ever did thofe bowls infeft, 

“Sccurley here the fhepherd quench’d his thirf ; 
"Twas not that any virtue in the wood 

Againft the haneful liquor was thought good, 
But poverty and innocence were here 

‘The antidotes againg all ills and fear, 

Such was the Afh, the nymph was Melids nam’d, 
For peaceful ufe and lib’ral virtues fam’d 5 
But when Achilles’ fpcar was of her wood 
Fatally form’d, and drank of Hector’s blood, 

O wretched glory! O unhappy power! 

She loves the rain and neighb’ring floods no more ; 
No morc the falling fhowers delight her now; 
She only thirfts to drink of bloody dew. 

Philyra, (4) not inferior to her race, 

For her bel-taille, good mien, and handfome grace, 
For pious ufe and nobleft ftudies fit, 

Minerva here might exercife her wit, 

And on the lating vellum which fhe brings, 

May in fmal! volumes write feraphic things 3 
*Mongft all the nyniphs and hymarades, 

None arc fo fair and fo adorn’d as this: 








1) The B'm, 


(3) Bacebus; or, the Viae. 
'2; The beech, 


44} The pins Tree, 
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All foft her bodg, innocent, and white, 
In her green flowing hair fhe takes delight 5 
Proud of her perfum’d bloffoms, far the fpready © 
Her lovely, charming, odorifcrous, fhades ; 
Her native beauties even excelling art, 
Her virtues many med’cines ftil! impart; 
The dowry of each Plant in her does reft, 
And the deferv’dly triumphs o’er the belt. 
Next her Orcimelis and Achras [5] ftood, 


|. Whofe offspring is a fharp and rigid brood 5 


A fruit no feafon e’er could work upon, - 
Not to be mellow’d by th’ all-ripening fun. 

Hither the fair amphibious nymphs refort, 
Who both in woods and gardens keep their court 3. 
The Ouas, [6] but of no ignoble fame, 

Although fhe bears a bafe and fervile name; 
Sharp Oxyacantha [7] next the Mulberry ftood, _ 
‘The Mulberry dy'd in haplefs lovers’ (8]blood. 

Craneia [9], nymph too Jean to be admig’d, 
But hard-gain’d Carya [1] is by all defir’d;. 

‘The pretty Corylus, [2] fo neat and trim, 

And Caftanis, with rough and grateful fkin, 

Thefe nymphs, of all’ their race, live rich and 

They tafte the city golden luxury, iat 

And woods their country villas do fupply. 

Nor was the Hawthorn abfent from this place, 

All foils are native to her harden’d race ; 

Through her the fields and gardens do reje&, 

She with a thorny hedge does both proteét + . 

Helvetia [3], rough with cold and ftones, firt bre@ 

‘The nymph, who theace to other climates figd, 

Of her a warlike fturdy race was born, : 

Whole drefs, nor court, nor city, can adorn, 

But with a faithful hand they beth defend, 

While they upon no garrifon depend ; 

No fhew, or noify grandeur, they affed, 

But to their truft they’re conftant and exact : 

Should you behold ’em rang’d in battle-array, 

All mufter'd in due order, you would fy *" $ 

That no Militia were fo fine and gay. 

Let the Ancients rafhly then geproach, 

Who cut from hence thy hymeneal torch, {beafts, 

Since they fach fafeguard were ’gainft thieves and 

Which with an equal force their charge molefts 5 

And twas commanded they fhould always bear 

‘Their watchful twigs before the married pair. 
With the Helvetian nymph a pretty train, 

All her compauions to the circle came; 

‘Vhe fruisful Ballace firft, whofe offspring are; 

Though harfh and tharp, yet moderately fair. 

The prickly Bramble, neat and lovely Rafe, 
So nice and coy, they never will difpofe 
‘Their valu’d favours, but fome wounds they give, 
To thofe who will their guarded joys receive. 

No Ics a troop of thofe gay nymphs were feem 
Who nobly flourifh in eternal green ;. 
Untubj&ed to the laws o” th’ changing year,, ~ 
‘They want no aids of kindly beams or air 3 
But happy in their own peculiar {pring, {fing. 
While the pole weeps in fhowers, they laugh ar 
The generous Pyxias [4], who a congueft gaing 
O’er armed Winter, with her hofts of rains, 
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All ages fhe fubdues, devouring Time 


_In-yain endeavours to deftroy her prime; 


Still in her youth and beauty the furvives; 

‘When all the {pring is dead, the {miles and lives ; 
‘Yet though he’s obftinate to time and ftorms, 
She’s kindly pliable to all curious forms : 


. To artful mafters the obedience lends, 


And to th’ ingenioushand, with cafe, fhe bends ; 

Into a thoufand truclove’s knots he twines, 

snd with a verdant wall the flowers confines, 

Still looking up with gay and youthful love 

‘To th’ triumphing flow'ss that reign above : 

Or, if you pleafe, fhe will advance on high, 

And with the lofty-Trees her ftature vie; 

And cheerfully will any figure take, 

Whethet man, lion, or a bird you make ; 

Or on her trunk like a green parrot fhew; 

Or fometimes like a Hercules fhe’ll grow : 

And hence Praxiteles fair ftatues forms, 

‘When with green gods the gardens he adorns 5 

Nor yet, being dead, does of jefs ufe appear 

‘To the induftrious artificer : 

From her the nobleft figures do arife, 

Attd almoft are immortal deities; 

Of ber the Berecynthian pipe is made, 

‘That charms its native mountain and its fhade; 

‘That in fuch tuneful harmonies exprefs 

‘The praifes of their goddefs Cybeles. 

With this the lovely females drefs their hair, 

That not leaft pow’rful beauty of the fair, 

‘Their nobleft ornament, and th’ lover’s fnare. 

‘This into form the beautcous nets ftill lay, 

"That the poor hegdlefs gazer does betray. 

Agrias fi content with cafier {poils, 

Only for filly birds the pitches toils ¢ 

‘The wanton bird the ftops upon the wing, 

And can forbid the infolence of men : 

With a defence the garden the fupplies, 

And does perpetually delight the eyes; 

Her fhining leaves a lovely green produce, 

And ferve at once Sor ornament and ufe. 

Deform’d December, by her pofy-boughs 

All deck'd and drefs'd, like jofful April thews = 

Cold-winter days fhe both adorns and cheers, 

‘While fhe her conftant {pringing livery wears. 
Camaris (2) who in winter give their birth, 

Not humbly creeping on the fervile earth, 

But rear aloft their nobler fruitful heads, 

‘Whofe fylvan food unhappy Janus feeds ; 

His hungry appetite he here deftroys, 

And both his rav’nous mouths at once deftroys. 
Phillyrea (3) here, and Pyracantha, rife, 

‘Whofe Teauty only gratifies the eyes 

Qf gods and men ; no banquets they afford 

‘But to the welcome, though unbidden, bird; 

Here, gratefully in winter they repay [gay- 

For all the fummer-fongs that made their groves fo 
Next came the melancholy Yew, who mourns 

“With filent languor at the warrior’s urns. 

See, where the comes! all in black fhadow veil'd; 

Ah! too unhappy nymph, on every fide affail’d! 


{3} The Holly. Herepf birdlime i made 
(2) strawberry "Tree 2 
43) Everegrees Privat, and Prickly Coral Trety 
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Whom the Greek poets and hiftorians blame, 
(Deceiv’d by eafy Faith and common Fame) 
‘Thee as a guilty poifoner they prefent ; 
Ob! falfe afperfers of the innecent ! 
If poets may find credit when they fpeak, 
(At leaft all thofe who are not of the Greek) 
No baneful poifon, no malignant dew, 
Lurks in, or hangs about, the harmlefs Yew ; 
No fecret mifchief dares the nymph invade, 
And thofe are fafe that fleep beneath her thades 
Nor thou, Arceuthis {} art an enemy 
To the foft notes of charming harmony : 
Falfely the chief of poets would perfuade 
That evil’s lodg’d in thy eternal fhade ; 
Thy aromatic thade, whofe verdant arms ; 
Ev’n thy own ufeful fruits fecures from harms ! 
Many. falfe crimes to thee they attribute ; é 
Would no falfe virtues, too, they would to thee 
impute. 
But thou, Sabina}! my impartial Mufe 
Cannot with any honefty excufe; 
By thee the firft new fparks of life, not yet 
Struck up to fhining flame, to mature heat, 
Sprinkled by thy moift poifon fade and die ; 
Fatal Sabina! nymph of infamy. 
For this the Cyprefs thee companion calls, 
Who pioufly attends at funerals; 
But thou, more barbatoas, doft thy pow’r employ, 
And even the unborn innocent deftroy. 
Like Fate deftructive thou, without remorfe, 
While fhe the death of.ew'n that ag’d deplores, 
Such Cypariffus was, that bafhful boy, 
Who was belov’d by the bright god of day ; 
Of fuch a tender mind, fo foft a breaft, 
With fo compaffionate a grief opprefs’d, 
For wounding his lov’d dear, that down he lay 
And wept, and pin’d his fighing foul away ; 
Apollo pitying it renew'd his fate, 
And to the Cyprefs did the boy tranflate, 
And gave his haplefs life a longer date: 
Then thus decreed the god—* And thou, oh Tree!, © 
“ Chief mourner at all funerals thalt be; 
“ And fince fo {mall caufe fuch grief could give, 
“Be it ftill thy talent (pitying youth!) to grieve + 
“ Sacred be thon in Pluto’s dark abodes, 
“ For ever facred to th’ infernal gods !” 
This faid, well fkill’d in truth, he did bequeath 
Eternal life to the dire ‘Tree of death, 
A fubftance that no worm can e’er fubdue, . 
Whofe never-dying leaves each day renew, 
Whofe figures, like afpiring flames, ftill rife, 
And with a noble pride falute the fies. 
Next the fair nymph that Phebus does adore, 
But yet as nice and cold as heretofore ; 
She hates all fires, and with averfion fill 
She chides and crackles, if the flame the feel: 
Yet though fhe’s chafte, the barning god mo lef 
Adores, and makes his love his prophetels ; 
And ewn the mermurs of her fcorn do now 
For joyful founds and kappy omens go: 
Nor does the humble, though the facred Tree, 
Fear wounds from any earthly enemy ; 
For fhe beholds, when laudeft ftorms sbound, 
The flying thunder of the gods around ; 
Juniper tree, B Savin, 


Bock te 
Lee all che flaming heav’ns threat as they will, 
Unmov'd th’ undaunted nymph outbraves it ill. 
Qh, thou! 
Of all the woody nations happieft made, 
Thou greateft princefs of the fragrant fhade ; 
But thould the goddefs Dryas rot allow 
That royal title to thy virtue duc, 
At leaft her juftice muft this truth confeft, 
If not a princefs, thou'rt a prophetefs; 
And all the glories of immortal fame, 
Which conqu’ring monarchs fo nauch ftrive to gain, 
¥s but at bef from thy triumphing boughs, 
To reach a garland to adorn their brows ; 
And after monarchs poets claim a thare, 
As the next worthy, thy priz’d wreaths to wear: 
Among that number do not me difdain, 
Me, the moft humble of that glorious trait: 
1 by a double right thy bounties claint 4, 
Both from my fex, and in Apotlo’s name : 
Let me with Sappho and Orinda be, 
Oh! ever facred Nymph! adorn’d by thee, 
And give my verfes immortality. 
‘The tall Elate next; and Peuce ftood, 
‘The ftatclieft fifter-nymphs of all the wood ; 
The flying winds fport with their flowing hair, 
While to.the dewy clouds their lofty heads they 
So ftood the giants that befieg’d the fies, 
‘The terror of the gods! they having thrown 
Huge Offa on the leafy Pelion, {ftands, 
‘Yhe Fir, with the proud Pine, thus threat’ning 
Lifting to Heav’n two hundred warring hands; 
In this vat profpect they with eafe furvey 
‘The various figur’d land and boundlefs fea ; 
‘With joy behold the thips their timber builds, 
How they've with cities ftor’d once fpacious fields. 
This grove of Englifh nymphs, this noble train, 
In a lirge circlo compafs in their queen, 
‘The feeptre-bearing Dryas——— 
Her throne a rifing hillock, where the fat 
With all the charms of majefty and ftate, 
With awful grace the numbers the furvey'd, 
Dealing around the favours of her fhade, 
If f the voice of the loud winds could take, 
Which the re-echoing Oaks do agitate, 
’T would not fuffice to celebrate thy name, 
Oh! facred Dryas! of immortal fame. 
If we a faith can give Antiquity, 
‘That fings of many miracles, from thee, 
In the world’s infant age, mankind broke forth, 
From thee the noble race recciv’d their birth; 
‘Thou then in a green tender bark waft clad, 
But in Deucalion's age a rougher covert had, 
More hard and warm, with crufted white all o’er, 
As noble authors fung in times of yore ; 
Approv'd by fome, condemn’d and argu’d down 
By the vain troop of fophifts and the gown, 
The feofling academy, and the fchock 
‘Ot Pyrzho, who traditions overrule 3 


YT The trantiztrsts in ber own perfcn ‘peaks. 


rear, 
As mighty hills above the vallics fhew, 
And Jook with fora on the defcent below, 
So do thele view the mountainswhere theygrow, 
So much above their humbler tops they rife: 
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But let em doubt, yet they mult grant thistrati 

Thofe brawny men that then the earth brought 
forth 


Did on thy acorns feed, and feaft and thrive, 
And with this wholefome nourifhment forvive,. 
In health and ftrength an equal age with thee, - 
Secur’d from all the banes of luxury. 

Oh! happy Age! oh! nymph divinely good! 

That mak’ft thy fhade man’s houfe, thy fruit his 
‘When only apples of the wood di pafs —_{foad. 
For noble banquets, fpread on beds of grafs, 
Tables not yet by any art debauch'd, 

And fruit that ne’er the grudger’s hand reproach’d, 
Thy bounties, Ceres! were of little ufe, 

And thy fweet food ill manners did produce 3 
Untuckily they did thy virtues find a 
With that of the wild boar and hunted hind; - 
With all wild beafts on which their lux’ry prey’, 
While new defires their appetitesinvade; ~  * 
The natures they partake of what they eat, 

And falvage they become, as was their meat. 

Hence the republic of the world did ceafe; 
Hence they might date the forfeit of their peact + 
The common good was now peculiar made 
A generous int’reft now became a trade, rade 
And men began their neighhonrs’ rights t’ in- 
For now they meafur'd out their common ground, 
And outrages commit t” enlarge their bound : 
Their own feem’d defpicable, poor, and fmatl ; - 
Each wants more room, and would be lord of all's 
The ploughman with difdain his field furveys, 
Forfakes the land, and ploughs the faithlefs feas = 
The fool in thefe deep furrowsvecks his gain, 
Defpifing dangers, and enduring pain + 
The facred Oak her peaceful manfion leaves, 
Tranfplanted to the mountains of the waves. 

Oh! Dryas! patron to the induftrious kind, 

If man were wife, and would hisfafety find, 
What perfect blifs thy happy fhade woukt give, 
And houfes that their mafters would outlive 2 
All neceffaries thou afford’ft lone 

For harmlefs innocence to live upon 3 

Strong yokes for oxen, handies for the plough ; 
What hufbandry requires thou doft allow 5 

But if the maduefs of defiring gain, 

Or wild ambition agitate the brain, 

Straight to a wanda’ring fhip they thee tranefer,. 
And nope more fitly ferves the mariner : : 
Thou cute’ft the air, doft on the waves rebound, 
Wild death and fury raging all around; 
Difdaining to behold the manag’d wood, 
Outbrave the ftorms, and baffle the rade flood. 

To fwine, O richeft Oak! thy acorns leave, 
And fearch for man whate’er the earth can give, 
All that the fpacious univerfe brings forth, : 
What land and fea conceals of any worth; 

Bring aromatics from the diftant Eaft, 
And gold, fo dangerous, from the rifled Welt; i 
Whate’er the boundlefs appetite can feaft. 

With thee the armoft bounds of earth w’ invades 
By thee the untock’d orb is common made t 
By thee 
‘Phe great republic of the world revives, 

And o’er the earth luxurious traffic thrives : 


abo 
If Argow’ fhip wate valued at that rate 

Which ancjent poets fo much celebrate, 

From neighb'ring Colchos only bringing home 
The Golden Fleece from feas whofe trads were 


known; 
If of the dangers they fo auch have fpoke 
(More worthy fmiles) of the Cyanean rock, 
‘What oceans then of fame fhall thee fuffice ? 
‘What waves of eloquence can fing chy praife ? 
-O facred Oak! that great Columbus bore, 
Jo! thou heurer of a happier ore 
Than celebrated Argo did before. . 
+: And Drake’s brave Oak that pafs'd the world’s 
. unknown, 
Whofe toils, O Phebus! were fo like thy own. 
‘Who round the earth's vait globe triumphant rode, 
Deferves the celebration of a god. 
0 let the Pogafean fhip no more 
‘Be worfhip’d on the too unworthy fhore ; 
After her wat’ry life, let her become 
A fix’d ftar thining equal with the Ram : 
Long fince the duty of a far fhe’s done, 
And round the earth with guiding light has fhone. 
"Oh! how has Nature Nek the Britifh land, 
‘Who both the valu’d Indics can command ! 
What‘though thy banks the Cedars do not grace, 
‘Thofe tofty beauties of fam'd Libanus, 
‘The Pine, or Palm of Idumean plains, 
Arab’s rich wood, or its {wect-{melling greens, 
-Or lovely Plantain, whofe large leafy boughs 
A pleafant and a noble fhade allows ? 
She has thy warlike groves and mountains blefs’d 
‘With fturdy Oaks, o'er all the world the beft ; 
And for the happy Ifland’s {ure defence, 
Has wall’d it with a moat of feas immenfe; 
‘While to declare her fafety and thy pride, 
‘With Oaken hips that fea is fortify’d. 
Nor was that adoration vainly made, 
Which to the Oak the ancient Druids paid, 
Who reafonably believ'd a god within, 
‘Where fuch vait wonders were produc’d and feen: 
Nor was it the dull piety alone, 
And fuperftition of our Albion, 
Nor ignorance of the future age, that paid 
Honours divine to thy furprifing shade ; 
But they forefaw the empire of the fea [Thee. 
Great Charles fhould hold from the triumphant 
No wonder, then, that age fhould thee adore, 
Who gav’ft our facred oracles heretofore ; 
‘The hidden pleafure of the gods was then 
In a hoarfe voice deliver’d out to men, 
So vapours, from Cyrrhean caverns broke, 
Infpir'd Apoilo’s prieiefs when the {poke, 
Whilft, ravith'd, the fair enthuftaftic flood 
Upon her tripos, raging with the god ; 
So pricft infpir’d with fucred fury thook, 
‘When the winds ruffled the Dodonean Oak, 
And tofs’d their branches, till a dreadful found 
Of awful horror they. proclaim around, 
Like frantic Bacchanals, and while they move, 
Poffefs with trembling all the facred grove : 
‘Their rifled leaves the tempefts bore away, 
And their torn boughs featter'd on all fides lay ; 
‘The tortur'd thicket knew not that there came 
A god triumphant ip the hurris 
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‘Till the wing’d wind, with an amaging cry, 

Deliver’d down the prefling deity, 

Whofe thund’ring voice ftrange fecrets did unfold, 

And wondrous things of worlds ta come he told ; 

But truths fo veil’d # obfcure eloquence, 

They’ amufe the adoring crowd with double fenfe. 
But by divine decree the Oak no more 

Declares fecurity, as heretofore, 

With words or voice ; yet to the lift’ning wood 


| Her differing murmurs fill are underftood ; 


For facred divinations, while they found, - 
Informs all but humanity around : 
Nor e’er did Dryas murmur awful trath 
More clear and plain from the prophetic mouth, 
Than when the {poke to the Chaoniani wood, 
While ali the groves with cager filence ftood, 
And with ereéted leaves thénfelves difpofe 
To liften to the language of her boughs. 
* You fee, O my Companions! that the gods 
Threaten a dire deftrution to the woods, 
And toall humankind. The black portents 
Are feen of many finifter events; 
But left their quick approach too much fhould prefs 
(O my aftonith’d Nymphs !) your tendernefs, 
The gods command me to foretel your doom, 
And prcpoffefs ye with the fate to come, 
With hecdfut rev'rence, then, their will obferve, 
And in your bark’s deep chinks my words preferve. 
Believe me, Nymphs! nor is your faith in vain, 
This Oaken trunk, in which conceal’d { am, 
From a long honour’d ancient lineage came, 
Who in the fam’d Dodonean grove firft fpoke, 
When with aftonifh’d awe the facred valley fhook. 
Know theif that Brutus, by unlucky fate 
Murd'ring his fire, bore an immortal hate 
To his own kingdom, whofe ungrateful thore 
He leaves with vows ne’cr to revifit more 5 
Then to Epirus a fad exile came, 
(Unhappy fon, who haft a father flain, 
But happy father of the Britifh name.) 
There, by viCtorious arms, he did reftore 
Thefe fceptres, once the race of Priam bore ; 
In their paternal thrones his kindred plac’d, 
And by that picty his fatal crime defuc’d. 
There Jupiter difdain'd not to relate 
‘Thorough an Oaken mouth his future fate 5 
Who for his grandfire's (great Hneas) fake, 
Upon the royal youth will pity take ; 
Whole toils to his fhall this refemblance bear, 
A long and tedious wand’ring to endure. 
'Tis faid the deity-retaining Oak, 
Burfting her bark, thus to the hero {poke. 
Whofe voice the nymphs furpris’d with awful 
Who in Chaonian groves inhabited : [dread, 
‘Oh! noble Trojan! of great Sylvia’s blood, 
* Hafte from the covert of this threat‘ning wood; 
«A manfion here the fates will not permit, 
* Vat toils and dangers thou’rt to conquer yet, 
‘ E’er for a murder’d father thou cant be 
* Abjolv'd, though insoccntly lain by thee, 
© But much muft bear by land, and much by fea. 
* Then arm thy folid mind, thy virtues raife, 
* And thro’ thy rough adventures cut new ways. 
* Whof end fhall ccown ree cae of 
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© Though Hercules fo great a fams achiew’d, 
* His conquefts but toth’ weftern Cales arriy’ds 
* There finifh’d all his glories and his toils, 
U Hg wiin'd no more, nor fought more diftant 
fpoils: 
© But the great labours which thou haft begun, 
* Mutt, fearlefs of the ocean’s threats go on : 
* And this remember, st thy launching forth, 
“To fet thy full-fpread fails againft the North: 
© In Charles’s Wain thy fates are born above, 
* Bright flars, defcended from thy grandfire Jove, 
* Of motion certain, though they flowly move. 
© The Bear, tooy fhatl afte thee in thy courfe 
* With all her conftellations glittering force ; 
* And as thou goeft, thy right-hand fhall deftroy 
© Twice fix Gom’ritifh tyrants in thy way. 
© Though exil’d from the world, difdain all fear ; 
* The gods another world for thee prepare, 
* Which in the bofom of the deep conceal’d 
* From ages paft, fhall be to thee reveal’d ; 
* Referv'd, O Brutus! to renown thy fame, 
* And fhall be blefs'd ftill with thy race and name. 
* All-that the air furrounds the Fates decree 
* To Broxus’ and Aineas’ progeny, 
© Aineas all the land, and Brutus all the fea.” 
‘This faid, the god from the prophetic Oak, 
‘Who, ftretching out her branches, farther {poke : 
* Here, fill thy hands with acorns from my ‘Tree, 
* Which in thy tedious toils of ufe thall be, 
“ And witneffes of all I promife thee ; 
* And when thy painful wand’ring fhall be o’er, 
« And thou arriv’d on happy Britain’s fhore, 
* Then in her fruitful foil thefe acorns fow, 
* Which to vaft woods of mighty ufe fhall grow : 
* Not their Chaonian mother’s facred name 
* Shall o’er the world be fung with greater fame, 
* Then holy Druids thou fhalt confecrate, 
* My honour and my rites to celebrate : 
© Teutates in the facred Oak thal! grow, 
* To give blefs’d omens to the Miffeltoe.’ 
thus {puke the Ozk with rev’rend awe 
“And in no one prediction was deceiv’d. {heliev'd, 
My Lineage from Chaonian acorns came, 

1 two defcents from that firft parent am, 
And now oraculous truths to you proclaim, 

iy grandame Oak her blooming beauties wore, 
When firft the Danih fleet furpris’d ovr fhore ; 
When ‘Thor and ‘Tuifco, and the Saxon gods, 
‘Were angry with their once-below’d abodes, 
Her age two hundred ycars, a {mall account 
‘To what our lorgliv’d numbers do amount : 
Such prodigics then fhe faw as we behold, 
And fuch our ruins as their figns foretold, 
Now from the Caledonian mountains came 
New-rifen clouds that cover’d all the plain; 
‘The quiet Tweed regards her bounds ne more, 
But, driv’n by populay winds, ufurps the thore ; 
In her wild coorfe a horrid murmur yields, 
And frightens with her found the Englifh fields, 
Nor did they hear in vain, or vainly fear 
‘Thofe raging prologues to approaching war ; 
But filver thow’rs did foon the foe fubdue, 
ons the noble Englifh never knew : 
people, who for peace fo lavifh were, 
ter buy the nrerchandiz more dear. 
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Curs’d Civil war ev’n Peace betray'd to 
And made her blush with the fir blood-was ipl, 
O cruel omens of thofe future woes, 
Which now fat brooding in the Senate-houle 
That dén of mifchicf, haste obfcur’d the hies, 
And hides her purple face from human eysiy 
‘The working furiea there lay unreveal’dy 
Beneath the privilege of the houfe conceal’d ; - 
There, by the malice of the great and proud, 
And unjuft clamotrs of the frantic crowd, 
The great, the learned, Strafford met his fate ; 
O facred Innocence ! what can expiate 
For guiltlefs blood but blood ? and:much muft Jove 
Both from the guilty and the faultlefs too, 
O Worcefter! condemn'd by Fate to be 
The mournful witnefs of our mifery,, 
And to bewail our firft inteftine wars 5 
By thy foft Severn’s murmurs and her. teares . 
Wars that more formidable did appear. 
Ev’n at their end than their beginnings were, 
Me to Kintonian hills ¢ fome god convey, 
‘That I the horrid valley may furvey, 
Which like a river feem'd of human blood, 
Swell’d with the num’rous bodies of the dead. 
What flaughtersmakesfierceRupert round the field, 
Whofe conquefts pious Charles with fighs beheld ? 
And had not Fate the courfe of things forbade, 
‘This day an end of all our woes had made. 
But our fuccefs the angry gods controul, 
And ftopp'd our race of glory near the 
Where’er the Britith empire did extend, 
‘The tyrant War with barb’rous rigour reign’d. 
From the remoteft parts it rifled Peace, © 7 
From the Belerian Horn h ev’n to the Orcades, 
‘The fick’s opprefs’d, no joyful harvefts bear, 
War ruin’d all the produé of the year ; 
Unhappy Albion! by what fury flung? 
What ferpent of Eumenides has flung 
His poifon through thy veins? thou bleed’ all o’er, © 
Art all one wound, one univerfal gore. 
Unhappy Newberry! (I thy fatal field, 
Cover'd with n:ighty flaughters, thrice beheld,) 
In horrors you Philigpi’s ficlds outvy’d, 
Which twice the civil gore of Romans dy’d. 
Long mutual lofs, and the alternate weight 
Of equal flaughters, peis'd each others’ fate 
Uncertain ruin waver'd to and fro, 
And knew not where to fix the deadiy blow 5 
At lat in northern fields like Sghtning broke, » 
And Nafeby doubled ev’ry fatal ftroke. 
But, O ye Gods! permit me not to tell | 
The woes that after this the land befel ; . 
O keep ’em to yourfelves, Icft they fhould make 
Humanity your rites and fhrines forfake : 
To future ages let "em not be known, 
For wretched England's credit and your own, 
And take from me, ye Gods! futurity, 
And let my oracles all filent fie, 
Rather than by my veice they Should declare - 
The dire events of England's Civil war. 
And yet my fight a confus'd profpcct fills, 
‘A chaos all deform’d, a heap of ills, 
Such as né mortal cyes could ¢’cr behold, 
Such as no bumas language can unfold, 
Gicide, 1 











ght 
But now 
‘The couqu’ring evil Genius of the wars, 

‘The impious vittor, all before him bears ; 
And Oh,—behold the facred vanquith’d fies, 
And though in a Plebeian’s mean difguife, 

I know his godlike face ; the monarch, fure, 
Did ne’er diffemble till this fatal hour. 

But, ©! he flies! diftrefs’d, forlorn, he flics ! 
‘fund Seeks his fafety mong his enemies : 

His kingdoms all he finds hoftile to be, ~ 

No place to the vanquith’d proves a fandu’ry. 

‘, ‘Thue’ Royal Charles 
‘» SBxetn iis own people could no fafety gain ; 

Alas! the King (their gueit) implores in vain. 
‘The pilot thus the burning veffel leaves, 

And trofts what moft he fears, the threat’ning 
But, O! the cruel flood, with rade difdain, [waves ; 
‘Throws him all ftruggling to the flames again. 
So did the Scots; alas! what fhould they do? 
‘That prize of war (the foldiers’ int’reft now) 
By pray'ra and threat’ninge back they ftrive to 

bring, 

But the wife Scot will yield to no fuch thing, 
And England, to retrieve him, buys her King. 
©, fhame to future worlds! who did command, 
“As pow’rful lord of all the fea and land, 

Ys now a captive flave expos'd to fale, 

And Villainy o’er Virtue muft prevail. 

"The fervant his bought mafter bears away, 

©, thameful purchase of fo glorious prey * 

But yet, O Scotland ! far it be from me 

"Yo charge thee wholly with this infamy ; 

‘Thy nation’s virtues hall reverfe that fate, 
(And for the criminal few fhall expiate; 

Yet for thefe few the inn’cent reft mut feck 
‘The dirc effeéts of the avenging ftcel. 

But now, by laws to God and man unknown, 
Their fov’reign, God's anointed, they dethrone, 
‘Who to the Ifle of Wight is pris’ner fent : 

‘What tongue, what cruel hearts, do not lament ? 
‘That thec, O Scotlend! with juft anger moves, 
And Kent, who vatued liberty fo loves; 
And thee, O Wales! of ftill as noble fame, 
“As were the ancient Britons whence ye came. 

%: But why fhould I diftingtly here relate 
‘All Tpehold, the many battles fought 
‘Under the condué ftill of angry ftars, {fcars; 
‘Their new-made wounds, and old ones turn’d to 
‘The blood that did the trembling Ribba dye, 
Stopping its frighted fream, that ftrove to fly ? 
Or thou,O Medway! fwell’d with flaughters, borne 
Above the flow’ry banks that did thee once adorn = 
Ov why, O Colchefter! fhould ¥ rehearfe 
‘Thy brave united courage and thy force, 
Or deaths of thofe illuftrious men relate, 
Who did, with thee, deferve a kinder fate? 
Or why the miferable murders tell 
Of captives who, by cooler malice, fell? 
Nor to your griefs will the addition bring 
‘The fad ideas of a martyr'’d King ; 
A King who all the wounds of Fortune bore, 
Nor will his mournful funerals deplore, 
Left that celeftial piety (of fame ‘ 
er all the world) thould my fad accents blame : 
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Since death he fill efteem’d, howe’er ‘twas giv’n, 
The greateft good and nobleft gift of Heav'n. 
But I deplore man’s wretched wickednefs, 
(© horrid te be heard, or to oxprefs) 
Whom even Hell can ne’er enough torment 
With her eternal pains and punifhment. 

But, oh! what do {ce? alas! they bring 
Their facred mafter forth, their godlike King; 
There on a fcaffold, rais’d in folemn ftate, 
And plac’d before the royal palace gate, 
*Midit of his empire the black deed was done, 
While day, and all the world were looking on, 
By common hangman’s hands.”—Here ftopp’d the 

Oak, 
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When from the bottom of its root there broke 

A thoufand fighs, which to the iky the lifts, 

Burfting her folid bark into a thoufand clefts 5 

Each branch her tributary forrow gives, 

And tears run trickling from her mournful leaves; 

Such numbers after rainy nights they fhed, 

When fhow’ring clouds, that did furround her head, 

Ase, by the rifing goddefs of the morn, 

Blown off, and fly before th’ approaching fun; 

At which the troop of the green nymphs’around, 

Echoing her fighs, in wailing accents groan'd, 

Whofe piercing founds from far were underftood, 

And'the loud tempeft fhook the wond’ring wood ; 

And then a difmal filence did fucceed, 

Asin the gloomy manfions of the dead : 

Bor after a long awful interval 

Dryas aflum’d her fad prophetic tale. - 

“ Now Britanny, o’erwhelm'd with many a wound, 

Her head lopt off, in her own blood ties drown’d 5 

A horrid carcafs, without mind or foul : 

A trunk not to be known, deform'd and foul. 

And now who would have hop’d their fhould have 

Alter fo much of death, a quiet fcene? {been 

Or rather, with their monacch’s funeral, 

Eternal fleep fhould not have feiz’d ther all? 

But nothing lefs; fur in the room of one, 

Who govern’d jufily on his peaceful throne, 

A thoufand heads fprang up, deform’d and bafe, 

With a tamultuous and ignoble race, 

‘The vile, the vulgar offspring of the earth; 

Infeéts of pois’nous kinds, of monflrous birth, 

And rav’nous ferpents, now the land inteit, 

And Cromwell! viler yet than all the reft. 

"That ferpent ev'n upon the marrow pr¢ys, 

Devouring kingdoms with infatiate jaws. 

Now right and wrong (mere words) confounded 

Rage {ets no bounds to her impiety 5 [lies 

And having once tranfgrefs'd the rules of fhanic, 

Honcur or juftice counts an empty name. 

In ew'ry ftreet, as paftime for the crowd, 

Ereéted {caffolds reek’d with noble blood ; 

Prifons were now th’ apartments .of the brave, 

Whom ‘Tyranny commits, and only deaths rev 
trieve $ 

Whofe paths were crowded ere the morning-dawny 

Some to the dungeon, fome to gibbets drawn. 

But tired out Cruelty paufes for a while, 

Yo take new breath amidit her barbarous toil, 

So does not avarice, fhe unwearied fill, 

Ne’er Mops her grecdy hand from doing ilk, 
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‘The warrior may awhile bis {pear forfake, 

But fequeftrators will na refpice take. 

What a long race of kings laid wp with care, 

The sifet happy Peace, and fpoils of War ; 

‘Whatever Iib’ral Piety did prefent, 

Or the religion (all magnificent) 

Of our forefathers to the church had giv’n, 

And confecrated to the pow’rs of heav'n, 

Altars, or whatfoe’er could guilty be 

‘Of tempting wealth, or fatal loyalty, 

‘Was not enough to fatisfy the rage 

Of a few earth-begotten tyrants of the age : 

‘The impious rout thought ita trivial thing 

To rob the houfes of their God and King; 

‘Their facrilege, admitting of no bound, 

Rejoic’d to fee ’em level’d with the ground; 

Ass if the nation (wicked and unjuft) 

Had ev’n in ruin found a certain luft, 

On ev'ry fide the lab’ring hammers found, 

And ftrokes from mighty hatchets do rebound; 

On ev'ry fide the groaning earth fuftains 

The pond’rous weight of ftones and wond’rous 

beams; : 

Fiercely they ply their work, with fuch a noife, 

As if fome mighty ftrudture they would raife 

For the proud tyrant: no, this clam’rous din 

Is not for building, but demolifhing, [fee, 

—When (my Companions) thefe fad things you 

And each beholds the dead beams of her parent 

Tree, 

Long fince repos'd in palaces of kings, 

Torn down by furious hands, as ufelets things, 

‘Then know your fate is come; thofe hands that 

“could 

From houfes tear dead beams, and long-hewn 

“Thofe cruel hands, by unrefifted force, [wood, 

‘Wilk for your living trunks find no remorfe, 
Religion, which was great of old, commands 

No wood fhould be profun’d by impious hands ; 

‘Thofe noble feminarics for the flect, 

Plantations that make towns and citics. great ; 

‘Thofe hopes of war and ornaments of peace, 

Should live fecure from any ontrages, 

Which now the barb'rous conq’ror would invade, 

‘Tear up your roots, and rifle all your thade ; 

For gain they'll fell you to the cov’tous buy'r, 

A facrifice to ev'ry common fire 5 

‘They'll fpare no race of trees of any age, 

But murder infant branches in their rage ; 

Elms, Beeches, tender Athes, fhall be fell’d, 

And cv'n the grey and rev’send bark mutt yield : 

‘The foft, the murm’ring, troop fhall be no more, 

No more with mufic charm, as heretofore ; 

No more each little bird thall build her houfe, 

And fing on her hereditary boughs, 

But only Philome! fhali celebrate, 

Tn mourn‘ul notes, a new unhappy fate + 

‘The banifh’d Hamadryades muft be zone, 

And take theit flight with fad, but fileat moan; 

For a celeftial being ne'er complains, 

Whatever be her gricf, in noify ftrains: 

‘The wood-gods fly, and whither fhall they go? 

Not all the Britith orb can fcarce allow 3 

& trunk fecure from them to reft in now, 
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But yet thefe wild Saturnals fhall not Inf 

fing Vengeance follows on too faft 5 
She thakes her brandith'd fteel, and ftill denies 
Length to immoderate rage and cruclties. 
Do not defpond, my Nymphs! that wicked birth 
‘Th’ avenging powers will chafe from off the 

earth; 

Let *em hew down the wood, deftrey and burn, 
And all the lofty groves to afhes turn, 7 
Yet fill there will net want a Tree to yield 
Timber enough old Tyburn to rebuild, 
Where they may hang at laft; and thie kind one 
Shall then revenge the woods of all their wrong. 
In the mean time (for Fate not always thews 
A fwift compliance to owr with and vows) -, 
‘The offspring of great Charles, forlorn and poot, 
And exil’d from their cruel native hore, : 
Wander in foreign kingdoms, where in vain 
‘They {eek thofe aids, alas! they cannot gain ; 
For {till their prefling Fate purfues ’em hard, 
And fearce a place pf refuge will afford. 
O pious fon of fuch 2 holy fire! 
Who can enough thy fortitude admire ? 
How often tofs'd, by ftorms of Jands and fea, ? 


Yet unconcern’d, thy fate thou didft furvey, 

And her fatigues ftill underwent with joy ? 

O royal Youth! purfuc thy juft difdain, 

Let Fortune and her furies frown in vain, 

‘Till, tir’d with her injuftice, the give out, 

And leaves her giddy wheel for thee to tucn abont, 
‘Then that great {ceptre, which no human hand 

From the tenacious tyrant can command, 

Scorning the hold ufurper to adorn, 

Shall, ripe and falling, to thy hand be borne. 

But, O! he reufes now before his time ! 

Muftrious Youth! whofe bravery is a crime, 

Alas! what wilt thou do? Ah! why fo fa? 

The dice of Fate, alas! not yet are caft, 

While thou, all fire, fearlefs of future harms, 

And prodigal of life, affum’d’ft thy arms, 

And even provoking Pame, he cuts his way 

Through hoftile fleets, anda rude winter’s fea + 

But neither fhall his daring courfe oppofe 3 

Ev’n to thofe fhorcs, fo very late his foes, 

And ftill to be fufpecied; but, mean while, 

The Oliverian demons of the ifle, 

With all Hell's deities, with fury burn, 

To fee great Charles preparing to return; 

They cull up all their winds of dreadful force, - 

In vain, to ftop his facred veffel’s courfe ; 

In vain their ftorms a‘ruiu do prepare . 

For what Fate means to take peculiar care, 

And, trembling, find great Czfar fafe at land, 

By Heav'n conducted, not by Fortune's hand. 
But, Scotland! you your king recal in vain, 

While you your unchang’d principles retain; 

But yet the time fhall come when fome fmall share 

Of glory that great honour fhall confer ; 

When you a cong’ring hero forth thal] guide, 

While Heav’n and all the ftars are on his fide, 

Who fhall the exil’d King in peace recall, 

And England’s Genius be efteem’d by all : 

But this, not yet, my Nymphs'—But now’s the 

Wher the illuftrious heir of Fergus’ line, frime 
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From full a. hundred kings thall moont the 
throne, - 

‘Who now the temple enters, and at Scone, 

After the ancient manner,he receives the crown ; 

But, oh ! with no aufpicious omens done ; 

The left-hand of the kingdom put it on. 

Bat now th’ infulting conqueror draws nigh, 
Difurbing the auguft folemnity ; 

‘When with revenge and indignation fir’d, 

And by a father’s murder well infpir’d, 

‘The brave, the royal youth for war prepares ; 

@ heir moft worthy of thy hundred-fceptred an- 
teftors, 

‘With thoughts all glorious now he fallies forth, 

Nor will he traft his fortune in the North, 

‘That corner of his realms, nor will his hatte 

Lazily wait till coming winter’s paft ; 

He {corns that aid, nor will he hope t’ oppofe 

High mountains ‘gainft the fury of his foes, 

Nor their furrounding force will here engage, 

Or ftay the preffures of a fhameful fiege ; 

But boldly farther on refolves t’ advance, 

And give a gen’rous loofe to Fortune's chance, 

And thut from diftant Tay, he does effay 

‘To Thames, ev'n with his death, to force his way ; 

Behind he leaves his trembling enemies 

Amaz’d at his ftupenduous enterprife.” 

And now the with’d-for happy day appears, 
Sought for fo long by Britain’s pray’rs and tears; 
‘The King returns, and, with a mighty hand, 
Avow'd revenger of his native land, 

And through a thoufand dangers and extremes, 

‘Marches a conq'ror to Sabrina’s reams ; 

(Ah! would to Heav’n Sabrina had been 
Thames.) 

So with’d the King, but the perfuafive force 

OF kind miftaken councils Ropp'd his courfe. 

Now, warlike England! roufe at thefe alarms, 
Provide your horfes, and affume your arms, 
And fall on the Ufurper ; now for fhame, 

If picty be not pretence and name, 

Advance the work Heav’n has fo well begun ; 
Revenge the father, and reftore the fon ; 

No more let that old cant deftruive be, 
Religion, Liberty, and Property ; 

* No longer Jct that dear bought cheat delude, 
(O you too credulous fenfelefs multitude !) 
‘Words only form'd more e¢as’ly to cnflave, 

By every popular and pretending knave + 

But now your bleeding land cxpects you fhould 

Be wile at the expence of fo much blood : 
then ! and with awaken’d fonfe prepare 

‘To reap the glory of this holy war, 

Ju which your King and Heav'a have aa | 

fhare ; 

Tis t divine let evry voice proclaim, 

And a jaft ardour every foul inflame; 

But Engtand’s cvil Genius, watchful fill 

‘To ruin Virtue, and encourage ill, 

Induftrious, even as Cromwell, to fubvert 

Honovr and loyalty in every heart, 

A banefal drug of fourfold poifon makes, 

Aud an infernal fleepy afp he takes 
















a 
a 


OF PLANTS 





Bet PY. 


OF cold and fearful nature, adds to this 

Opium, that binds the nerves with lazinefs, 
Mix’d with the venom of vile avarice ; 

Which all the fpirits benumb’d, as when” approach, 
The chilling wonderful torpedo’s touch :, 

Next drops from Lethe’s ftream he ddes infufe, 
And ev'ry breaft befprinkles with the juice, 

Till deep lechargy o’er all Britain came, 

Who now forget their fafety and their fame, 


-| Yet ftill great Charles’s valour ftaod the teft, 


By Fortune though forfaken and opprets'd, 
‘Witnefa the purple-dy'd Sabrina’s ftream, 
And the Red not fo call’d now in vain ; 
And, Worc’fter! thou, who didft the mifery bear, 
And faw’ft the end of a long fatal war. 

The King, though vanquifh'd, fill his fate oute 

braves, 

And was the laft the captiv’d city leaves; 
Which from the neighb’ring hills he docs furvey, 
Where round about his bleeding numbers lay + 
He faw "em rifled by th’ infulting foe, 
And fighs for thofe he cannot refeue now 3 
Bat yet his troops will rally once again, 
Thofe few efcap'd, all fcatter’d o'er the plain ; 
Difdain and Anger now refulves to try } 





How to repair this day’s fatality. 
‘The King has fworn to conquer or to die. 
Darby and Wilmot, chiefs of mighty fame, 
With that bold lovely youth, great Buckingham ! 
Fiercer than lightning, to his monarch dear, 
That brave Achates, worth Eneas' care, 
Applaud his great refolve! thers’s no delay, 
But toward the foe in hafte they take their way, 
Not by vain hopes of a new vid’ry fir'd, 
But by a kind defpair alone infpir'd : 
This was the King’s refolve, and thofe great few 
Whor glory taught to dic, as well as to fubdue ; 
Who knew that death and the repofing grave 
No foes were to the wretched or the brave. 
But oh! this noble courage did not reft 
Tn each ungen’rous unconfiderin,; breaft ; 
They fearfully forfake their general, 
Who now in vain the flying cowards call ; 
Deaf to his voice, will no obedience yield, 
But in their hafty flight feour o’er the dreadful 
field. 
O vainly gallant Youth ! what pitying ged 
Shall free thee from this foul-oppreffing load 
Of grief and fhame ? abandon’d and betray’d 
By perjur’d flaves, whom thou hoft fed. and paid ; 
Prefs’d with more woes than’ mortal force could 
And Fortune ftill refolv’d to be fevere : [bear 
But yet that God--- 
‘To whom no wonders are impoffible, 
Will, to preferve thee, work a miracle, 
Acd for the facred father’s martyrdom 
Will, with a crown, reward the injur’d fon; 
While thou, great Charles! with a prevailing pray’r 
Toft to the gods commend the fafety of thy heir, 
And the celeftial court of pow’rs divine, 
With one confent, do in the chorus join. 
But why, O why, muft I reveal the doom 
<O a:y Companions‘) of the years to come ? 
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And why divulge the myfteries that lie 
Enroll'd Jong fince in Heavyp’s vaft treafury, 

+ In chara@era which no dreamer can unfold, 

Nor evéxyet prophctic rapture told ; 

Nor the firiall fibres of the victim’d beaft, 

Or birds which facred aug'ries have exprefs’d; 

No ftars, or any divination fhews, 

Made myttic by the murmurs of the boughs ? 

Yet | mutt on, with a divine prefege, 

And tell the wonders cf the coming ages 

In that far part where the rich Salop gains 

An araple view o’er all the weftern plains, 

‘A grove zppears, which Bofcobel they name, 

Not known to maps, a grave of feanty fameg 

Scarce any human thing does there intrude, 

Bur it enjoys itfelf in its own folitude ; 

And yct henceforth no cclebrated fhade, 

OF all the Britith groves, fhall be more glorious 
made, 

Near this obfcure and deftin’d happy wood, 
A facred houfe of hicky omen ftvod, 
White-Lady call’d ; and old records relate 
"Twas once=— : 

Yo men of holy orders confecrate 5 

But to a king a refuge now is made, 

‘The firtt that gives a wearied monarch bread ; 
O, prefent of a wondrous excellence! 

"That can relieve the hunger of a prince + 
Fortune fhall here a better face put on, 

And here the King hall firft the king lay down; 

* Here he difmiiles all his mourning friends, 
Whom to their kinder ftars he recommends; 
With eyes all drown’d in tears their fate to fec, 
But unconcern’d at his own deftiny : 

Here he puts off thofe ornaments ke wore 
‘Through all the fpleadour of his hife before 5 
£v'n his Blue Garter now he wili difeharge, 
Nor keep the warlike figure of St. George 5 
‘That holy champion now is vanquilh’d quite 5 
Alas! the Dragon has fubdu’d the Knight; 

+ His crown, that toilfome weight of glory, now 
Diveits awhile from his more cafy brow; 
And all thofe charming curls that did adorn 
His royal head——thofe jetty curls, are fhorn t 
Himileif be clothes in’a courfe ruffet weed 5 
Nor was the poor man fvigii’d, but fo indeed. 
And now the greateft king the world c’er {aw 
Is fubject to the houfe’s ancicnt law 5 
(A canvent once, which poverty did profefs, 
Here he puts off all worldly pomp and drefs) 
And, like « Monk, a fad adieu he takes 
Of all bis friends, and the fulfe world forfakes > 
But yet, ’er long, cven this humble fate, 
Alas! fhall be deny’d him by his face; 

She drives him forth even from this mean et 





Who wanders now a hermit in the wood, 

Huryry and tir’d, to reft and feck his food. 

"Phe care and lunely fhade conceals the King, 

Who feeds on flow'rs, and drinks the murm’ring 
Spring 5 

More happy here than on a reftlefs throne 

Could he but call thofe fhades and fprings his own + 

No longer Fate will that repofe allow, 

‘Who, even of earth itfelf, deprives him now 3 
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A Tree will hardly here 2 feat afford, : 
Amidft her boughs, to her abandon’d lord. 
Then, (O my Nymphs!) you who your moe 
narch love, 
‘To fave your darling haften to that grove; 
(Nor think [ vain prophetics do exprefs) 
In filence let each nymph her trunk poffefs; 
O’er all the woods and plains let not a Tree 
Be uninhabited by a deity, 
While | the largeft foreft Oak infpire, 
And with you to this leafy court retire > 
‘There keep a faithful watch each night and day, 
And with erected heads the fields {urvey, 
Lett any inipious foldicr pafs shat way, 
And fhould profanely touch that pledge of Heav’m > 
Which to our guarding ihdde in charge was giv’a. > 
Here then, my Nymphs! your King you hall re> ‘ 
ceive, F a 
And fafcty in your darkeft coverts give., 
But, ha! what ruftic fwain is that I fee 
Sleeping beneath the thade of yonder Tree, 
Upon whofe knotty root he leans his head, 
And on the mofly ground has made his bed ? 
‘And why alone ? alas! fome fpy, I fear, 
For only fuch a wretch would wander here 
Who ev’n the winds and fhow’rs of rain defies; 
Outdaring all the anger of the ikies. 
Obferve his face, fec his diforder’d hair. 7 
Is rufiied by the tempeft-beaten air ; ee 
Yet look what tracks of grief have ag’d his face, 
Where hardly twenty years have run their race, 
Worn out with num’rous toils; and even in fleep 
Sighs feem to heave his breaft, his.eyes to weep. 
Nor is that colour of his face his own, 
‘That footy veil, for fome difguife put on, 
‘To kecp the nobler part from being known ; 
For, ’midtt of all ~-fomething of facred light 
Beams forth, and does inform my wond’ring (+ 
fight, : s 
And now---arifes to my view more bright. 
Ha!---can my, eyes decvive me, or am I 
At laft no true prefaying deity ? 
Yet, if fam, that wretched ruftic thing, 
O Heay’ns, and all your Pow’rs! mut be the King 
=--Yes, ’tis the King! his image-all divine i 
Breaks through that cloud of darknefs, and a fhine 
Gilds all the footy vifur !---but, alas! 
Who is it approaches him with fuch a pace? 
O---’t is no traitor ; the juft gods, I find, - 
Have till a pitying care of humankind. 
‘This is the gallant, loyal Carelefs! thrown 
(By the fame wreck by which the King’s ane 
donc} bg 
Beneath our fhades; he comes in pious care, 


(O happy Man! than Cromwell happier far 

On whom ill fate this honour does confer) 

He tells the King the woods are overfpread 

With dilains arm’d, to fearch that prize, his head, 

Now poorly fet to fale.--'The foe is nigh, 

‘What fhall they do? ah! whither fhall they fly? 

‘They fram the danger hafty counfel took, 

And, by fome god infpir'd, afvend my Oak 

My Ozk, the largett in the faithful wood, 

Whom to receive L my eo bow’d, 
Bb 
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And for the King 2 throné prepar’d, and {pread 
My thickeit leaves a canopy o’er his head; 

The Miffeitoe commanded to afgend, 

Around his facred peffon to attehd, 

(Oh, tiappy omen !) ftraight it did obey, 

‘The facred Mifféltoe attends with joy : 

Here withous fear their pfoftrate heads they bow, 
‘The King is fafe heneath my fhelter now ; 

And you, my Nymphs! with awful filence may 
Your adorations to your fovercign pay, 

And cry, All hail! thou moft belov’d of Heav’n, 


_ To whanh its chiefeft attributes are giv'n ; 


But, above all, that godlike fortitude 

That has the maljce of thy Fate fubdu’d. 

All hail! 

‘Thou greatcft now of kings indeed, while yet 
With alt the miferies of life belet, . 

‘Thy mighty mind could death nor danger fear, 
Nor yet even then of fafety could despair. 

his ts the virtue of a monarch’s fout, __[troul. 
‘Who above Fortune's reach can all her turns con- 
‘Thus, if Fate rab you of your ‘empire's fway, 


, You by this fortitude take her's away ; 


O brave reprifal ! which the gods prefer, 
‘Phat makes you triumph o’er the conqueror 
‘The gods, who onc day will this juftice do, 
Both make you victor asd triumpher too! 
‘That day'# at hand, O let that day come on, 


» Wherein that wondrous miracle fhall be fhewn ; 


May its gay morn be more than ufual bright, 
And rife upon the world with new: created light ; 
Or let that ftar, whofe dazzling beams were hurl'd 
‘Upon his birthday, now inform the world ; 
‘That brave bold conttellation, which in fight 


~ AOf mid-day’s*fun durft lift its lamp of light : 


low, happy Star ! again at mid-day rife, 
And with new prodigies adorn the thics 5 
Great Charles again is born; Monk’s valiant hand 
At Taft delivers the long lab’ring land. [forth, 
‘This is the month, great Priuce! mult bring you 
May pays her Iragraite tributes at your birth ; 
‘This is the month that’s due to you by Fate ; 
O month moft glorious! morth moft fortunate ! 
hea you between your rvyal brothers rode, 
Amidt yoor thining train, attended like fone god, 
One would believe that all the world were met 
‘Yo pay their homage at your facred feet ; 
‘The wand’ring gazers numberlefs as thele, 
Or as the leaves on the vatt foreft ‘I'rees ; 
He comes! he comes! they cry, while the loud din 
Refounds to heav’n ; and then, Long live the King. 
And furc the fhouts of their re-echo'd joy: 
Reach’d to tlie utmoft bounds of diftant feas, 
Borne by the Aying winds through yielding air, 
And ftrike the foreign fhores with awful fear, 
O ’tis a wondrous pleafure to be mad; 
Such frantic turns our nation oft” has had: 
Permit it now, ye Scoies! ne’er till now * 
‘The frenzy you more juftly might allow, 
Since "tis a joyful fit that ends the fears, 
And wretelted fury of fo inany years, 
Nor will the Night her' fable wings difplay 
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The whole iffe feem’d to burn with joyful flames, 
Whofe rays gilt all thisface of neighb'ring ‘Thames, 

But how fhali I exprefs the velgar’s joys. * 

‘Their fongs, their feafts, their laughter,/4nd their 
cries ? j 

How fountains run with the Vine’s precious juice, 

And fuch the flowing rivers fhould produce ! 

‘Their ftreams the richett ne@tar should afford ; 

‘The Golden Age feemé now again reftor’d. 

See~imiling Peace docs her bright face difplay, 

Down through the air fetene fhe ents her way, g 

Expels the clouds, and rifes on the day : 

Long exil’d from our fhores, new joy fhe brings, 

Emiseacing Albion with her {nowy wings; 

Nor comes fhe unattended, but a throng 

Of noble Britifh matrons brings along ; 

Plenty, fair Fame, and charming Modetty, 

Religion, long fince.fled with Loyalty, : 

And in a decent garb the lovely Piety 3 

Juttice, from Fraud and Perj’ry fore'd to fly, 

learning, fine Arts, and gen’rous Liberty + 

Blefs’d Liberty ' thou faire in the train, 

And moft eftcem’d in a juft prince’s reign. 

With thefe, as lov'd, great’ Mary, too, rettirn’d, 
In her own country who long exile mourn'd, 
You, royal Mother ! you, whofe only crime 
Was loving Charies, and fharing woes with him ; 
Now Heav’n repays, tho” flow, yct juit and true, 
For him revenge, and juft rewards for you. i 

Hail, mighty Queen ! form’d by the powers diy 

vine, © ss 
‘The fhame of our weak fex, and pride of thine ; 
How well have you in either fortune fhewn ? 
In either, fill your mind was all your own: 
The giddy world roll’d round you long in vain, 
Who fix’d in virtue’s centre ftill remain, 
And now, juft Printe! thou thy great mind 
fhale bring 
To the true weighty office of a king, 
The gaping wounds of War thy hand fhall cure, 
Thy royal hand, gentle alike, and fure! * 
And by infenfible degrees efface 
Of foregone ills the very {cars and trace s 
Force to the injur’d law thou fhalt reftore, 
And ajl that majefty in Majefty it own'd before, 
Thou long-corrupted manners fhalt reclaim, 
And faith and honour of the Englifh name, 
‘Thus long-negleéted gardens entertain 
Vheir banifh’d mafter when return’d again 
All overryn with weeds he finds, but foon 
Luxuriant branches carefully will prune ; 
Vhe weaken’d arnys of the fick Vine he'll raife, 
And with kind bands fuftain the loofen'd fprays. 
Much does he plant, and much extirpate too, ~ 
And with his ar¢ and {kill niake all things new ; 
A work immente, yet fweet, and which in fu- 
ture days, 
When the fair Trees their blooming glories raife, 
The happy gard’ner’s ldbour overpays, 
Cities and towns, great Prince! thy gardens, be 
With labour cultivated worthy thee, 
In decent order thou doft all difpofe ; 
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As young colonies of Trees thou doft replace. 
2 th’ empty realms of our arBoreal race, 
5 our reign extend to future days, 
‘And blefs"4 Pofterity, fupinely laid, 
Shall feaft and revel underneath thy, fhade, 
Coo! fummer arbours then thy gift fhall be, 
And their bright winter-fires theyll owe to thee: 
To thee thofe beams their palaces fuftain, 
And all their fleating cafties on the main. 
Who knows, great Prince! but thou this hap- 
py day 
For towns and navies may’ft foundations lay, 
After a thoufand years are roll’d away? 
Reap thou thofe mighty triumphs, then, which 
for thee prow, 
And mighty triumphs for fucceeding ages fow = 
‘Thou Glory’s craggy top halt firft eflay, 
Divide the clouds, and mark the fhining way ; 
‘To Fame’s bright temples fhalt thy fubjects guide, 
‘Thy Britons bold, almoft of night deny’d : 
‘The foaming ‘waves thy dread commands fhall ftay, 
“Vhy dread commands the foaming waves obey: 
‘The wat’ry world no Neytune owns but thee, 
And thy three kingdoms fhall chy trident be. 

What madneféyO Batavians! you poffefs’d, 
‘That the fea’s fceptre you'd from Britain wreft, 
Which Nature gave, whom fhe with floods has 

crown'd, 
And fruitful Amphitrite embraces round ¢ 
‘The reft 0° th’ world’s juft kifs'd by Amphitrite ; 
Albion fhe’ embreces, all her dear delight. 
You fcarce th’ inftiting ocean can reftrain, 
Nor bear th’ affaults ofthe befieging main, 
Your grafts, and mounds, and trenches, all in 
vain 3 
And yet what fond ambition fpurs you on? 
You dare attempt to make the feas your own ; 
A’er the vat ocean, which no limit knows, 
‘The narrow laws of ponds aud fens impofe : 
But Charles his lively valour this defies, 
And this the fturdy Britifh Oalc denies, 
Over empty {eas the fierce Batavian flect 
Sings triumphs, while there was no foe to meet. 
But fear not, Belgian! he'll not tarry long, 
He'll foon be here, and interrupt thy fong s 
‘Yoo late thou'lt of thy hafty joys complain, 
And to thy native-fliores look back in vain. 
Great James, as loon the firft whifper came, 
Prodigal of his life, and greedy but of fame, 
With cager hafte returns, as fatt as they, 
After the dreadful fight, will run away, 

And now the joyful Englifh from afar, 
Approaching {aw the floating Belgian war. 
Fark, what a fhout they give ! like thofe who come 
From long Eaft-India voyage rich iaden home, 
‘When firit they make the happy Britith land, 
"The dear white rocks, and Albion’s chalky ftrand. 

“Vhe way to all the reft brave Rupert fhew'd, 
And through sheir fleet cuts out his flaming road ; 
Rupert! who now had ftubborn Fate inclin’d, 
Heav'n on his fide engaging, and the wind, 
Famous by land and fea, whofe valour foon 
Blunts both the Horns and the Batavian Moon. 
"Next comes iiluftrious James, and}wherc he gocs, 
‘Eo cowzrds leaves the crowd of vulgar fees; 
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Tw th’ Royal Sovereign’s deck he feems to grow, 

Shakes his broad fwerd, and feeks.an equal {i 

Nor did bold Opdgam’s mighty thind refufe 

Lhe dreadful hofour which ’t was death to chooks 

Both Admirals with hafte for fight prepare, ' 

‘The ref might ftand and gaze, themfelvesa war, 
O whither, whithér, Opdam ! doft thon fly? 

Can this rath valour pleafc the Pow’rs on noe 

It can*t, it wom't—or wouldtt thou proudly die 

By fuch a mighty hand? No, Opdam !.n0: 

Thy fate’s to perith by a nobler foe. 

Heav’n only, Opdam! fhall thy conqu’ror be, 

A labour worth its while to conquer thee: 

Heav’n fhall be there to guard its beft Jov’d houfe, 

And joft revenge inflict on all your broken vows. 

The mighty thip a hundred cannons bore," ~ 

A hundred cannons which like thunder sar’; 

Six times as many men in fhiverd tort“ °- 

Ever one broadfide or fingle fhot it had borne, ©: 

Is with a horrid crack blown up to the tky 

In fmoke and dames o'er all the ocean nigh 

Torn half-buratlimbs of fhips, andicamen, {cat- 

ter’d lie. 

Whether a real bolt from Heav'n was thrown 

Among the guilty wretches is not known, 

‘Yhough likely ’t is; Amboyna’s wickeduefs, 

And broken peace and oaths, deferv’d no lefs 5 

Or whether fatal gunpowder it were, 

By fome unlucky {park enkindled there 5 

Ev n Chance, by Heav’n directed, isthe rod; 

‘The ficry fhaft of an avenging God. 

“Phe flaming wreck the hilling deep floats o’er, 

Far, far away, almoft to either fhore, 

Which ev’n from pious foes would pity draw, 

A trembling pity mix’¢ with dreadful awe ; 

But pity yet fearce any room can find 5 

What noile, what horror, {till remains behind? 

On cither fide does wild confufion reign, 

Ship grapples thip, and fink into the main. 

The Orange, carelefs of loft Opdam’s fate, 

Worthy to perih at the felfsame rate, « 

Will next t’ attack viQorious James prepares 

But Englith guns fufficient thunder bear; 

By Englith guns, and human fire o’erpow'r’d, 

"fis quickly in the hifling waves devour’d. 

Three thips befides are burnt, if fame fays et 





None of whofe bafer names the goddefs knew, 
Asmany more the Dolphin did fubdue. 
Their decks in fhow’rs of kindled fulphur fteep, 
And fend ’em flaming to th’ affrighted deep, 
So burns a city, ftorm'd and fir’d by night, 
The fhades are picre’d with fuch a dreadful lights 
Such duficy globes of fame around *em broke, 
Through the dark fhadow of the guns and fmoke. 

Can fire in water then fuch licence claim? 
July the water hides itfeif for thames 
‘Lhe dreadful wreck outftretching far awayy. 
Vat ruins o’er its trembling bofom lay : 
Here mafts and rudders from their veilels torn, 
Their fails end flags acrofs the waves are borne s 
A thowand floating bodies there appear, 
As many half-dead men lie groaning here, 
If any where the fea itfelf is reveal’d, 
With horrid purple tracks the azure waves cope 

ceal'd. 
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All funk of took, "t were tedious to relate, * 
And all the fad variety of Fate 

One day produces With what art and fkill 
Ev'n Chance, ingenious, feems to fage or kill, i 
To fpare or to torment, whoe’er fhe will! 

‘The vulgar deaths, below the Mufe to heed, 
Not only faith, but number too, exceed. 

‘Three noble youths, by the fame fudden death, 

A brave example to the world bequeath; ° 
Fam'd for high birth, but merits yet more high ; 
All at one fatal moment’s warning die, 

‘Torn by one thot; almoft one body they, 

‘Three brothers in one death confounded lay. 
‘Who would not Fortune harfh and barb’rous call ? 
Yet Fortune was benign and kind witha! ; 

For next to thefe--I tremble {till with fear, 

My joy’s difturb’d while {uch a danger’s near ; 
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Fearlefs, unhurt, the Royal Adm'ral ftood, 


Stunn’d with the blow, and fprinkled wit i 
blood. 
Fiercer he preffes on, while they reti 


He preffes on, with grief and anger fir'd. 
Nor longer can the Belgian force engage 
The Englifh valour, warm’d with double rage ; 
Breaks with their Joffes and a caule fo ill ; 


| Their fhatter'd flect all the wide ocean fill, 


‘Till trembling Rhine opens his harbours wide, 
Seeing the wretches frou our thunder fly ; 

From our hot chace their fhatter’d fleet he'd hide, 
And bends his conquer’d horns as we go by.” 

In facred rage the Dryad this reveal’d, 

Yet many future wond’rous things conceal’d : 
But this to grace fome future bard will ferve, 

For better poets this the gods referve. 
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The Contents, 


THE propofition. The invocation, ‘The entrance into the hiftory, from a new agreement between 
Saul and David, A defcription of Hell, The Devil’s fpeech. Envy's reply to him.” Her appears 
ing to Saul in the thape of Benjamin. Her fpeech, and Saul’s to himfelf, after fhe was vanithed. | 
A defcription of Heaven. God's fpeech. He fends an-angel to David. ‘The angel’s meffage to 
him, David fent for to play before Saul. A digreffion concerning mufic. David's Pfaim, Saul 
Attempts to kill him. His efcape to his own houfe, from whence, being puriued ‘by the king’s 
guard, by the artifice of his wife Michel, he efcapes, and flies to Naioh, the Prophet’s Cellege ‘at 
Ramah. Saul’s {peech and rage at his efcape, A long digreffion, deferibing the Prophet’s Col- 
lege, and their manner of life there, and the ordinary fubjects of their poetry. Saul’s guards purfue 
David thither, and prophefy. Saul among the prophets, He is compared to Balaam, whofe fong.- 
concludes the Book, 4 : 


I sino the Man who Judah's fceptre hore Thou who didft David’s royal tem adorn, 

In that right hand which held the crook before; | And gav’it him birth from whom thyfelf waft 
Who from beft poet, beft of kings did grow, born? : 
‘The two chief gifts Heav’n could ov man beftow, | Who didft in triumph at Death's court appear, 
Much. danger firft, much toil, he did fuftain, And flew’ft him with thy nails, thy crofs, and {peat _ 
‘Whilft Saul and Hell crofy’d his ftrang fate in} Whilft Hell’s black tyrant trembled to behold 


vain ; ‘The glorious light he forfeited of old; —_[pride, 
Nor did his crown lefs painful work afford, Who, Heav'n’s glad burden now, and juiteft 
Lefs exercife his patience or his fword ; Sit’ high enthron’d next thy great Father's fide, 
So long her conq’ror Fortune’s fpite purfu’d, _ | (Where hallowed flames help to adorn that head, 
“Till with nnwearied virtue he fubdu’d Which once the blufhing thorns environed, a 
All homebred malice and all foreign boafts; ‘Till crimfon drops of precious blood hung downy 


‘Their strength was armies, his the Lord of Hofts.; Like rubies, to enrich thine humble: crown) 
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Ev’n thou my breaft with fuch bic rage infpire, 

As mov’d the tuneful ftrings of David's lyre : 

Guide my bold fteps with thine old trav’Hing 
flame, 

In thefe untrodden. paths to facred fame ; 

Lo! with pure hands thy heav’nly fires to take, 

My well-chang’d Mute I chafte Veftal make ! 

From earth's vain joys, and love’s foft witchcraft 

Iconfecrate my Magdalene to thee! {free 

Lo! this great work, a temple to thy praife, 

On polift’d pillars of ftrong veric I raife ! 

A temple, where, if thou vouchfyfe to dwell, 

At Solomon’s and Flerod’s thall @tccl, 

'Too long the Mufes’ land hath Heathen been; 

‘Fheir gods too long were devils, and virtucs 

fin; 

But thou, Etcraal Word, haft call’d forth me, 

Th’ apoflle to convert that world to thee ; 

"Y? unbind the charms that in flight fables Jie, 

And teach that truth is trueft pocty. 

The malice now of jealous Saul grew lefs, 

O’ercome by conftant virtue and fuccefs ; 

He grew at laf more weary to command 

New dangers, than young David to withfand, 

Or conquer them ; he fear’d his mal’ring fate, 

And envy’d him a king’s unpow’rful hate. 

‘Well did he.know haw palms by’ oppreilion fpeed, 

itorious, and the victor’s facred meed ; 

‘he burden lifts them higher : well did he know 
How a tame ftream cocs wild and dangercus grow 
By unjuft force : he now with wanton play 
Kiffes the fmiling bawks and glides awzy ; 

But his known channel ftopp’d, begins to roar, 
And fwell with rage, and buffet the dull fhore : 
His mutinous waters hurry to the war, 
And troops of waves come rolling from afar: 
‘Then fcorns he fuch weak fteps to his free fource, 
And overruns the néighb’ring jicids with violent 
courfe, Z 

"This knew the tyrant, and this ufefnl tought 
His wounded mind to health and temper brought + 
Hie old kind vows to David did renew, 

. Swore conftancy, and meant his oath for truc. 
General joy at this glad pews appear’d, 
or David all men lov’d, and Saul they fear’d. 
Angels and men did peace and avid love, 

“But Hell did ‘neither him nor that approve : 
‘From man's agreement fierce alarms they take, 
And.quict here-does there mew bufinefs make. 

Beneath the flent chambers of the earth, 

» Where the fun’s fruitful beams give metals birth, 
Where he the growth of fatal geld docs fee, 

* Gold, which above more influence has than he; 
Beneath the dens where unfletcht tempels lic, 

~ And infant winds their tender voices try 3 
Beneath the mighty ocean’s wealthy caves, 

« Beneath th’ cternal fountain of all waves, 

“Where their. vaft court the mother-waters keep, 
And, undifturb’d by moons, in filence flcep ; 
"There is a place deep, wonderous. deep, below 
Which genuine night and horror docs o'crflow ? 
No bound controls th’ unwearied fpace, but Heil, 
Endlefs as thofe dire pains that in it dwell. 

Were no dear vlimofe of the fun’s lovely face 
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No dawning morn does her kind reds difplay ; 

One flight weak beam would here be thought the 
day ; 

No gentle ftars, with their fair gems of. 

Offend the ty’rannaus and unqueftion"d Wight 5 

Here Lucifer the mighty captive reigus, 

Proud ’midft his wocs, und tyrant in His chains; 

Once general of a gilded hoft of {prights, 

Like Hefper, leading forth the fpangled Nights; 

Bot down like light’ning, which him ftruck, he 

Androar'd at hisfirft plunge into the flame : [came, 

Myriads of {p'rits fcll wounded round him there ; 

With dropping lights thick fhene the finged air; 

Since when the difmal folace of their wo 

Has only been weak mankind to undo ; 

‘Vhemfelves at firft againft themfelves they’ excite, 

(Their dearett conqueft, and moft proud delight) 

And if thofe mincs of fecret treafon fail, * 

With open force man's virtue they aflail ; 

Unalle to cortupt, feek to deftroy, 

And where their poitons mifs, the fword employ. 

"Vhus fought the tyrant fond young David’s fall, 

And ’gainit him arm’d the pow'rful rage of Saul: 

He faw the beauties of his fhape and facc,. 

His female fveernefs, and his manly grace, 

He faw the nobler wonders of hismind, [fign’d; 





-Great gilts, which for great works he knew de- 


He faw (t'afkantc the ftrength of man and hell, 
How by his young hands their Gathite cham 
He faw the reverend prophet boldly fhed 
‘The royal drops round his edlarged head, 

Axd well he knew what legacy did place 
‘The facred fceptre in blefs’d Judah’s race, 
From which-th’ Eternal Shilo was to ipring, 
A knowledge which new hells to Hell did bring; 
And though no }efs he knew himfelf too weak 
‘Phe {malleft link of ftrong-wrought fate to break, 
Yet would he rage and ftruggle with the chain, 
L.ov'd to rebel, though fure that "twas in vain, 
And now it bruke his ferm’d defign, to find 

‘The gentle change of Saul’s recov'’ring mind : 
He trafted much in Saul, and rug’d and griev 
(The great decciver) to be himfelf deceiv'd. 
"Thrice did be knock his iron teeth, thrice howl, 
And into frowns his wrathful forchead roll : 

His eyes dart forth red flames which feare the 
night, ; 
And with worfe fircs the trembling ghofts affr 

‘A troop of ghaftly fiends compafs bim round, 
‘And grecdily catéh at his lips fear’d found. 

« Are-we fuch nothings, then?” faid he; * ou> 

© will 

“ Crofs'd by a thepherd’s boy? and you yet fill 
“ Play with your idle ferpents here ? Dares none 
Attempt what becomes furies? are ye grown 
“ Benum’d with fear, or virtue's {prightlefs cold, 
You who were once (mi fare) fo brave and bold? 
“Oh my ill chang'd condition! oh, my fate ! 
© Did #lofe heav’p for this?” 
With that, with his long tail helash’d his brea, 
And horribly. fpoke out in'looks the reft. 
‘The quaking pow'rs of Night flood in amaze, 
Anil at cagh other firft could only gaze : 
A dreadful fileuce fiil’d the hollow place. 
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Rivers of flanting brimftone; which before 
So loudly rag’d, crept fgftly by the fhore ; 
No hifs.of fakes, no clahk of chains, was known, 


Mee (ouls amidit their tortures durft not groan. 
Env\at lait crawls forth from chat dire throng, 
Of all theNdirefull’&; her black locks hung long, 


Attir’d with curling ferpents; her pale fkin 

‘Was almoft dropp'd from the thacp bones within ; 

And at her breaft ftuck vipers, which did prey 

Upon her panting heart both night and day, 

Sucking black blood from thence, which, to repait, 

Both night and.day they Icft frefh poifons there. 

Her garments were deep ftain’d in human gore, 

And torn by her own hands, in which fhe bore 

A knotted whip and bowl, that to the brim 

Did with green gall and juice of wormwood fwim; 

‘With which when fhe was drunk, fhe furious grew, 

And lath’d herfelf, ‘Thus from the accurfed crew 

Envy, the worft of fiends, herfelf prefents, 

Envy ! good only when fhe herfclf torments, 

“Spend not, great King! thy precious rage,” 
faid fhe, 

Upon fo poor Ja caufe; fhall mighty we 

« The glory of our wrath to him afford? 

“ Are we not furics ti}l? and you our lord? 

* At thy dread anger the fix'd world fhail-thake, 
“ And frighted Nature her own laws forfake, 

“ Do thou but threat, loud ftorms fhall make reply, 

" And thunder echo it to the trembling fy ; 

“ Whilft raging {cas fwell to fo bold an height, 

“ As hall the fire's proud clement affright. 

“ ‘Th’ old drudging Sun, from his long-beaten way, 
“ Shall at thy voice ftart, and mifguide the day 5 

The jocund orbs fhall break their meafur'd pace, 

“ And ftubborn poles change their allotted place ; 
“ Heavins gilded troops fhall flutter here and there, 
* Leaving their boafting fongs tun’d to a {phere , 
“ Nay, their God, tao,---for fear he did, when we 

“ Look noble arms againft his tyranny, 
+" So noble arms, and in a.caufe fo great, 

“ That triumphs thcy deferve for their defeat: 

“There was a day! oh, might [fee 't again, 

“ Though he had fiercer ames to thruft us in! 

“And can fuch pow’rs be by a child withitvod? 

* Will flings, alas! or pebbles, do him good ? 

“ What th’ untam’d lion, whet with hunger too, 

“And giants, could not, that my word fhall do : 

“ Til {oon diffolve this peace; were Saul’s new love 

“ (ButSaul we know) great as my hate fhall prove, 

* Before their fun twice more be. gone about, 

“Land my faithful {nakes. would drive it out. 

“ By me Cain offer'd up his brother's gore, 

“A fecrifice far worfe than that befoce ; 

“ [few him fling the ftone, asif he nieant 

“ At ance his murder and his menumcnt, 

© And Jaugh to fee (for "t was a goodly thew} 

“ Lhe carth by her firft tiller fatten’d fo. 

“| drove proud Pharaoh to the partcd fea; 

«He and hishoft drank up cold death by me : 

“ By me rebellious atms fierce Corali‘took, 

* And Mofes (curfe upon that name !) forfook : 
« Hither (ye know) almoit alive he came. 7 
« Thro’ the cleft earth 3 our’s was his {fun’ral flame, 
« Py me--But [lof timegmethinks, and fhould 
“* Perlorm uew ada, whilit [relate the old 5 
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« David's the next.our fury muft enjoys 
« * Fis not thy God himfelf thall fave thee, Boy! 
No; if he do, may the-whole world have peace: 
« May all ill adtions, all ill fortune, ceafe, 
« And banith’d from this potent court below, 
« May [a ragged, contemn’d Virtue grow.” 
She fpoke; ail ftar’d at.firft, and made a paufe 3 
But ftraight the general muravur of applaufe 
Ran through Death's courts; the frown’d il, and. 
‘To envy at the praife herfelf had won. [begun 
Great Belzebub ftarts from his burning throne 
‘To’ embrace the ficnd; but the, nuw furions 
grown 
To act her part, thrice bow'd, and thence he fled 
The fnakes all bifs’d, the fiends all myrmyred. 
Tt was the time when filynt Night bezan 
To’ enchain sith fleep the buly fp’rits of mans 
And Sau} himfelf, though in his traubled breait 
‘The weight of empire lay, took gentle reft ¢ 
So did not Envy, but with hatte arofe, 7 
And as through I{rael’s ftately towns the goes, [ihe, 
he frowns and fhakes her head ; “ Shine on,” fays 
“Ruins e’er Jong fhall your fole monments be.” 
The filver moon with terror paler grew, 
And neigh’bring Hermon fweated flow’ry dews 
Swift Jordan ftarted, and ftraight backward fied, 
Hiding among thick reeds his aged head : 
Lo ! at ber entrance Saul’s ftroag palace fhook, 
And nimbly there the rev'rend Shape fhe took 
Of Father Benjamin: fo long her beard, 
So large het limbs, fo grave her looks appear’d 3 
Juft like his ftatue which beftrid Saul’s gate, : 
‘And feen’d to guard the race it did. create, i 
in this known form fhe’. approach'd the tyrant’s’ 
And thus her words the-facred.form bely’d. [fide 
 Arife, loft King of Ifrael ; can’ft thou lie 
“ Dead in this flecp, and.yet thy laft fo nigh? 
“If King thaw be’ft, if Jeffe’s race as yet 
« Sit not on Hrael’s throne, and thall he fits 
“ Did ye.for this from fruitful Egypt fly ? 
“ From the miid brickhill’s pobler flavery ? 
« For this did {eas sour pogy’rful rod obgy ? 
« Did wonders guide and feed you on your way.? 
“Could ye not there great Pharach’s bondage | 
beur, ‘ 
“ You who can ferve a boy and minftrel here ? 
« Forbid it God, if thou be’ft juft ; this fhame 
« Catt not on Saul’s, on mite, and Ifracl’s name. 
« Why was [ elfe from Canaan’s famine Jed? 
« Happy, thrice happy, had I there been dead, 
« Ere my full loins difcharg’d this num’rows races 
“This lucklefs tribe, ev’n crown’d to their dit 
grace! 
Ah, Saul! thy fervant’s vaffal muft thou dive ? 
“ Place to hisharp mutt thy dread feeptre give ® 
« What wants he now but that ? Canik thou forget" 
 (ifthon be'ft man thou canft not) haw they_met 
“The youth with fongs? Alas: poor Monarch $ 
« Your thoufand only, he ten thoufand, flew. [you 
“ YTim Ufraclloves, him neighb’ring countries fear 
* You but the name and empty title bear + 
And yer the traitor lives, lives in thy court, 
« The court that muft be his, where he fhall fport 
| © Himfelf with all thy concubines, thy gold, 
1 « ‘Thy coftly robes, thy crown, Wert thou net told 
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*« This by proud Samuel, when at Gilgal he 

* With bold falfe threats from God affronted thee? 
“ The dotard ly’d; God faid it not, I know: 

“ Not Baal or Moloch would have us'd thee fo. 

** Was not the choice his own? did not thy worth 
™ Exact the royal Jot, and call it forth? 

“ Haft thou not fince (my beft and greateft Son} 


is © Po him, and to his perifhing nation, done 


“ Such Infting benefits as may juftly claim 

« A {ceptre ae eternal as thy fame ? {invade! 

“ Poor Prince whom madmen, priefts, and boys, 

“ By thine own ficth, thy ungrateful fon, betray'd ! 

“ Unnatural fool! whe can thus cheated be 

“ By Friendthip’s name againft a crown and thee! 

“ Betray not, too, thyfelf: take courage, call 

« Thy enchanted virtues forth, and be whole Saul. 

“ Lo! this great caufe makes thy dead fathers rife, 

“ Breaks the firm feals of their cles'd tombs and 

“ Nor can their jealous afhcs, whilft this boy [eyes = 

“ Survives, the privlege of their graves énjoy. 

“ Rife quickly, Saul! and take that rcbel’s breath 

“ Which troubles thus thy life, and ev’n onr death. 

* Kill him, and thow’rt fecure ; "tis only he 

«That has beldty interpos'd twixt God and thee. 

“ As earth's low globe robs the high moon of 
light, 

“ When this eclipfe,is paft thy fate’s all bright. 

“. Yruft me, dear Son! and credit what I tell ; 

“ Pave feen thy royal ftars, and know them y-ell. 

“ Hence fears.’and dull delays, Is not thy breait 

“© (Yes, Saul! it is) with noble thoughts pofiels'd ? 

“ May they beget like acts.” With that the takes 

One of her worft, her heft beloved tnakes ; 

“ Softly, dear Worm! foft and unfeen,” faid the, 

“ Tnto his bofam fteal, and in it be 

“ My viceroy.” At that word fhe tock her flight, 


* And her lovfe fhape ditfolv'd into the night. 


‘Th’ infeéted king Jeap’d from his bed amaz’d, 
Scarce knew himfelf at firft, but round him gaz’d, 
And ftarted back at piec’d-up fhapes, which fear 
And his diftracted fancy painted there. 

‘Terror froze up his hair, and on his face 
Show’rs of cold fweat roll’d trembling down apace; 


"Then knocking with his angry hands his breaft, 


Earth with his feet, he cries, “ Oh !’t is confets'ds 

“I "have been a pious fool, a woman-king ; 

“ Wrong’d bya lecr, a boy, every thing. 

* Eight bundred years of death is not f deep, 

“So unconcern’d, as my lethargic Jeep; 

« My patience ev'n a facrileye becomes, 

“ Ditturbs the dead, and opes their facred tombs. 

«Ah! Benjamin! kind Father! who for me 

This curted world endur'ft again to fee! 

“ All thou haft faid, great Vifion! is fo true, 

“ That all which thou command’ft, and more 
Vil do, 

« Killhim yes, mighty Ghoft! the wretch thall die 

“© Though ev'ry far in heav'n fhould it deny, 

“ Nor mock th affunlt of our juft wrath again, 

** Had he ten times his fam’d teu thoufand flain. 

“ Should that bold popular madman, whofe defign 

** Ts to revenge his own difgrace by mine, 

* Should my ungrateful fon oppofe th’ intent, 

© Should mine own heart grow fcrup’lous and re- 
Jent ; : 
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“ Curfe me, juft Heav’n! (hy which this truth € 
“ IE T that feer, my fon, or felf, do pare. [fwear) 


“ No, gentle Ghoft ! return to thy ftill hom 

« Thither this day mine and thy foe fhall 

“ Tf that curs’dobjet longer vex my an 
“ Ie muft have learn’d to appear as the’ to-night.” 


Whilt thus his wrathwith threats the tyrant fed, 
The threat’ned youth flept fearlef: on his bed, 
Sleep on, reft quict as thy confcience take, 

For though thou fleep’ft thyfelf, thy God’s awake. 

Above the fubrle foldings of the fky, 

Above the well fet orb’s fuft harmony,’ 

Above thofe petty lamps that gild the night, 

There is a place o’erflown with hallow'd light, 

Where heav’n, as if it left itfelf behind, 

Is tretch'd ont fur, nor its own bounds can finds. 

Here peaceful fumes fwell up the facred place, 

Nor.can the glory’ contain itfelf in th’endlefs fpace: 

For there no rwilight of the fun’s dull ray 

Gliuumers upon the pure and native day ; 

No paie-fac'd moon docs in ftoll’n beams appear, 

Or with dim taper featters darknefs there : 

On no fmooth fphere the reftlefs feafons flide, 

No circling motion doth fwift time divide + 

Nothing is there to come, and nothing pait, 

But an ecernal Now does always laf : 

There fits the Almighty, Firft of all, and End, 

Whom norhing but himielf can comprehend ¢ 

Who with his word ccmmanded all to be, 

And all obey’d him, for that Word was he. 

Only he Speke, and every thing that is 

From out the womb of fertile Nothing rife. 

Oh: who fhalt tell, who fhall deferibe thy throne, 

‘Thou Great ‘Vhree-One ? 

‘There thou thyfelf doit in full prefence thew, 

Not abfent from thefemeancr worlds below : {ceafe 

No; if thou wert, the clements’ league would. 

And all thy ercature’s break thy Nature’s peace : 

‘Che fen would ftop his courfe, or gallop back, 

The Mars drop out, the poles themfelves woutd 
erack 5 

Earth’s ftrong foundation would be torn in.twain, « 

And thie vaft work ali ravel out again 

Fo its firft nothirg; for his fpirit contains 

The well-knit mafs: from him cach creature gains 

Being and motion, which he ftill beftows ; 

From him th’ effeét of our weak ation flows : 

Round hin: vaft armies of fwift angels ftand, 

Which feven triumphant generals command 3 

‘They fing loud anthems of his endlefs praite, 

And with fix’d eyes drink in immortal rays, 

Of thefe he call’d out one ; all heaven did thake, 

And filence kept, whilit its Creator fpake, 

Are we forgottsn then fo foon can he 
Look on his crown, and nct remember me 
That gave it ? can he think we did not hear 
(¥ond Man‘) his threats? and have we mrade the 
To be accounted deaf? No, Saul! we heard, “ear 
And it wiil coft thee dear : the ills thow’itfear'd, 
Pradtis'd, or thought on, Pilall double fend : 
Have we not fpoke it? and dares man contend ? 
Alas! poor Duit ! didft thou but know the day 
When thou muit Jie in blood at Gilboa, 

Theu and thy fons, thou wouldft not threaten ftit, 
‘Thy trembling tongue would itop againgt thy will, 
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‘Then fhall thine head fix’d in curs’d temples be, 
And all their foolith gods thall laugh at thee, 
‘That hand which thou on David’s life would prey, 
Shall thes turn juft, and its own mafter flay. 
He whom .hou hat'ft, on thy lov’d throne fhall fit, 
And expiate t.¢ dilgrace thou deft to it, 
Hafle, then, teli David whawhis King has fworn, 
Tell him whofe blood mut paint this rifing morn; 
Yet bid him go fecurely when he fends ; 
Tis Saul that is his foe, and we his friends, 
‘The mar. who has his Ged no aid can lack, 
And we who bid him go will bring him back. 
He {poke ; the heavens feem’d decently to bow, 
With all their bright inhabitants ; and now 
‘The jocund {pheres began again to play, 
Again each fpirit fang Halleluia ; 
Only that angel was flraight gone. Even fo 
(But not fo twift) the morning glories flow 
At orice from the bright fun, and firike the ground ; 
So winged lightning the foft air does wound : 
Slow Time admires, and knows not what to call 
‘The motion, having no account fo fimall. 
So flew this angel, tll to David’s hed 
He came, and thus his fared meffage faid. [fivorn : 
“ Awake, young Man! hear what thy King has 
“ He fwore thy blood fhould paint this mfing morn; 
“Yet to him go fecurely when he fends + 
«Tis Saul that is your foe, and God your friends, 
“ The man who has his God no aid can Jack, 
“* And he who bids thee go will bring thee back.” 
Up leap’d Jeflides, and did round him ftare, 
But could fee nought, for nought was left but air. 
Whilft this great vifion labours in his thought, 
Lo! the thort prophefy t’ effect is brought. 
In treach'rous hafte he’s fent for to the King 
And with him bid his charmful lyre to bring. 
‘rhe King, they fay, lies in a raging fit, 
Which does no cure but facred tunes admit : 
. And true it was, foft mufic did appeafe 
‘Ti’ obfcure fantaftic rage of Saul’s diteafe 
Teil me, oh, Mufe! (for thou or none canft tell 
‘che myftic pow’rs that in bleft numbers dwell ; 
‘t'hou their great nature know’ft, nor is it fit 
‘This noblef gem of thine own crown t’ omit) 
‘Pell me from whence thele heavenly charms arife ; 
‘Yeach the dull world U admire what they defpife. 
As firft a various unform’d bint we find 
Rife in fome godlike poct's fertile mind, 
‘Til all the parts and words their places tuke, 
And with jufl marches verfe and mufic make : 
Such was God's poem, this world’s new eflay, 
Se wild and rude in its firft draught it lay ; 
‘rh’ ungovern'd parts no correfpoudence knew, 
An artlels war from thwarting motions grew, 
“Pil they to number and fix'd rules were brought 
By the Eternal Mind’s poctic thought. 
Water and air he for the tenor chote, 
Earth made the bafs, the treble flame arofe; 
‘To th’ adtive moon a quick brilk Mioke he gave. 
‘To Saturn's fring a touch more foft and grave. 
‘Lhe motions ftraight, and round, and {wift, and 
flow, 
And hort, and long, were mixt and woven fo, 
Did in fuch artful Felice Smoothly fall, 
As agads this decent-mealur’d dance of all, 
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And this is mufic ; founds that charms our cars 
Are but one dreffing that rich Science wears; 
‘Though no maz hear it, though no man it rehcarfe, 
Yet will there ftill he moufic in my verfe. 
In this great world fo much of it we fee, 
The leffer, man, is all o’er harmony : 
Storchoufe of all proportions! fingle quire! 
Which firft God’s breath did tunefully infpire : 
From hence blefs'd mutic’s heavenly charms arifey 
From fympathy which them and man allies : 
Thus they our fouls, thus they our bodies, win, 
Not by their force, but party that’s within : 
‘Thus the ftrange cure on our fpilt blood apply’d, 
Sympathy to the diftant weund does guide : 
‘Thus when two brethren ftrings are fet alike, 
‘Yo move them both, but one of them we ftrikes 
Uhns David's lyre did Saul’s wild rage control, 
And tun’d the harth diforders of his foul. 
« When lfracl was from bondage led 
“ Led by the Almighty’s hand 
“ From out a foreign land, 
“ The great fea beheld and fled 
“ As men purfu’d, when that fear paft they find,’ 
“ Stop on fome higher ground to look behind, 
“ So whilft through wondrous ways 
“ The facred army went, 
“ The waves afur ftood up to gaze, 
“ And their own rocks did reprefent, 
“ Solid as waters are above the firmament. 
“ Old Jordan’s waters to their {pring 
“ Start back with fudden fright, 
“ The {pring amaz’d at fight, 
“ Afks what news from fea they bring ? 
“ The mountei.s fhouk ; and tothe mountains’ fide 
“ The little hit's leap’d round, themfelves to hide; 
“ As young affrighted lambs, 
“ When they ought dreadful fpy, 
* Run trembling to their helplefs dams, 
“ The mighty fea and river by 
“ Were glad, for their excufe, to fee the hills too 
“ What aii'd the mighty fea to flee? (Sy. 
“ Or Why did Jordan's tide 
« Back to his fountain glide ? 
“ Jordan's tide, what aifed thee ? 
“ Why leup’d the hills? why did the mountains 
« fhake ? 
“ What ail’d them their fix'd natures to forfake ? 
“ Fly where thou wilt, O fea! 
“ And Jordan's current cuales 
“¢ Jordan there is nu need of thee, 
“ Kor at God’s word whene’er he pleafe, 
“ The rocks fhall weep new waters forth inftead 
“ of thefe.” 
Thus fung the great Mufician to his lyre, 
And Saul’s black rage grew foftly to retire; 
But cuvy’s ferpent {till with hira remain’d, 
And the wife charmer’s healthful voice difdain’d 
h’ unthaokful King, cur’d traly of his fit, 
ns to lie drown'd ard bury’d flill in it ; 
From his paft madnefs draws this wicked ufe, 
To Gin di'guis'd, and murder with excufe : 
For whillt the fearlefs youth his cure purfues, 
And the {ft med’cire with kind art renews, 
‘Tic barbrous patient cafts at him his fpear 
(The ufgal Reptre that rough hand did bear) 
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Cafts fe-with wPlent frength ; but into the room 
An arm more ftrong and fure than his was come ;_ 
An angel, whofe unfeen and eafy ‘might, 
Put by the weapon, and mifled it right. 
How vain man’s pow’r is! unlefs God command, 
The weapon difobeys his mafter’s hand ! * 
Happy was now the error of the blow ; 
At Gilboa it will not ferve him fo. 
One would have thought, Saul’s fudden rage to 
*ave {een, 
He had himlelf-by David wounded been ; 
He feorn'd to teave what he did ill begin, 
And ‘thought his honour now engag’d i’ th’ fin. 
A bloody troop of his own guards he fends 
(Slavesto his will, and fafely cail’d bis Friends) 
"To mend his error by a fnrer blow ; 
So Saul ordain’d, bat God ordain'd not fo. 
Home flies the prince, and to his trembling wife 
Relates the new-paft hazard of his life : 
Which fhe with decent paffton hears him tell. 
For not her own fair eyes fhe lov’d fo well. 
‘Upon their palace top, beneath a row 
* Of Lemon ‘Trees, which there did proudly grow, 
‘And with bright ftores of golden fruit repay 
"Phe light they drank from the fun’s neighb’ring 
(A fmnalt but artful paradife) they walk’d, {ray, 
And hand in hand fad gentle things they talk'd, 
Here Michel firft an armed troop elpies 
(So faithfuleand fo quick are loving eyes) 
Which march’d, andoften gliter’dthrough a wood, 
"That on right hand of her fair palace flood ; 
She faw them, and cry’d out, “ ‘They're come to 
kill 
«My deareft lord ! Saul’s {pear purfucs thee fill : 
* Behold his wicked guards : hafte, quickly Ly 5 
4 For Heav'n’s fake hafte; my dear lord! do not 
« die. 
« Ah, cruct Father !- whofe illnatur’d rage 
“ Neither thy worth nor marriage can afluage ! 
« Will he part thofe he join’d fo late before ? 
+ Were the two hundred forefkins worth no more ? 
He hall not part us; (then fhe wept between) 
At yonder window thou'may’ft "feape unfcen 5 
«This hand fhall let thee down; flay not, but 
“ hatte; 
«Tis not my ufe to fend thee hence fo faft.” 
 Beft of ull-women.” he replies—and this 
Scarce {poke, she ftops his anfwer with a kils, 
« Throw not away,” faid the “ thy precious breath; 
® Thou ftay’{t too long within the reach af death.” 
‘Timely he’ obeys her wife advice, and ftraight 
"Fo wnjuft force fhe” oppofes juft deccit. 
She meets the murd’rers with a virtuous lic 
And good-diffembling tears, “ May he not dic 
*© In quiet then ?”’ faid fhe : “ will they not give 
« "That freedom -who fo fear left he thould live? 
«.Ev’n Fate docs with your cruclty conspire, 
«& And {pares your guilt, yet does what you defire. 
© Matt he not live? for that ye need not fin; 
My tmuch-wrong’d hufband {peechlefs lies with- 
« And has too little left of vital breath {in, 
« ‘To know his murderers, of to feel his death ¢ 
© One hour will do your work.” 
Here her well-govern’d tears drop'd down apace : 
Beauty and forrow, mingled in one face, 
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Has fuch refiftlefs charms, that they believe, 
And an nnwilling aptnefs find to grieve 
Atewhat they came for, A-pale dtatue’s head, 
In linen wrapp’d, appear’d on David's bed 5 
‘T'wo fervants mournful ftand, and fiJ-nt, by, 
And on the table mied'cinal -relics uc 3 
In-the clofe-room a-welleplac’d taper’s light 
Adds a becoming horror to the fight . 
And for the impreflion God prepar'’d their fenfe 5 
‘They faw, believ'd all this, and parted thence. 
How vain attempts Saul’s unbleis’d anger tries, 
“By his own hands deceiv’d, and fervants’ eyes! 
Tt cannot be,” faid he: “ no, cam it ?-fhalt 
© Qur great ten thoufand Mayer idly fall ? 
* The filly rout-thinks God protects him fill ¢ 
* But God, alas! guards not the bad from ill. 
& Qh may he guard him !-may his members be 
* In as full ttrength and well-fet harmony, 
As the frefh-body of the fir made man, 
« Per fin, or fin's jut mecd, difeate began ¢ 
“ He will be clfe too fmall for our vaft bate, 
“ And we mutt frase in our revenge with Fate, 
“No; let us have him whole; .we elfe may feent 
“ To ’ave fnatch’d away but. fome few days from 
“him, 
« And cut that thread which would bave dropp’d 
“in twos 
« Will our great ahger learn to ftoop fo low? 
« | know it cannot, will not : him. we prize 
“ Of our juft wrath the folemn facrificc, 
«That mutt not blemifh’d be ; let him remain 
“ Sccurc, and grow. up to our ftroke again + 
« “yill be fome pleafure then to take his breath, 
« When he ihall ftrive and wreftle with bis death. 
« Go, let him liveand yet---fhall I then ftay 
© So long ? Good and great aétions hate delay. 
« Some foolith piety-perhaps, or he 
« ‘That has been ftill mine honour’s enemys 
« Samuel may change or crofs my juft intent, 
“ And I this formal pity foon repent. 
“ Befidcs, Fate gives him me, and whifpers this, 
« That he can fly no more, if we fhould mifs. 
«© Mifs! can we mifs again? go bring him ftraight, 
« Though gafping out his foul ; if the with'd date 
OF his accurfed life be almoft paft, 
“ Some joy *t will be to fee hon breath his laft.” 
The troop return’d, of their fhort virtue afham’d§ 
Saul's courage prais’d, and their own weaknefs 
blam’d + 
But when the pious fraud they underftood, 
Scarce the refpe@ duc to Gaul’s facred blood, 
Due to the facred beauty init reign'd, 
From Michel’s murder their-wild rage reftrain’d. 
She alleg’d the holieft chains that bind a wife, 
Duty and love; fhe alleg’d that her own hie, 
Had fhe refus’d that fafety to-her lord, 
vould have incurr’d jut danger from his fword. 
Now was Saul's wrath full grown ; he takes no reft 5 
A violent flame rolis in his troubled breaft, 
‘And in fierce lightning from his eye docs break 
Not his own fav'rites and beft friends dare fpeak, 
Or look on him; but mute and trembling all, 
Fear where this cloud will burft, and thunder fall. 
So when the pride and terror of the wood, 
A lion, prick’d with rage and want of food, 
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Efpies out from afar fome well-fed beaft, And with her fpurious brood loads now the pref, 
And briftles up, preparing for bis feaft ; Laborious effe&s of idlenefs! 


Hthat by {wiftnels ’feape his gaping jaws, 

Hi Bloody eyes he hurls round, his tharp paws 
‘Tear up the.ground ; then runs he wild about, 
Lathing hi y tail, and roaring éut; 

Beafts creep patina dehs, and tremble there ; 








Trees, though noSyind be ftirring, thake with fear; 
Silence aid horror fill the place around, 
Echo itfelf dares fearce repeat the found. 
*Mid'ft a Jarge wood that joins fair Rama’s town 
(The neighbourhood fair Rama’s chief renown) + 
A College ftands, where at great Prophets’ feet 
The prophets’ fons with filent diligence meet, 
By Sannucl built and mod’rately endow'd, 
Yet more to*his lib’ral tongue than’ hands they 
ow'd: 
‘There himfelf taught, and his blefs’d voice to hear, 
‘Teachers themfelves lay proud beneath him there. 
“rhe houfe was a large fquare, but: plain and low ; 
Wife Nature’s ufe Art &rove not to cutgo, 
An inward fquare by well-rang’d trees was made, 
And, midit the friendly cover of their fhade, 
A pure, well-tafted, wholefome fountain refe, 
Which no vain cbft of marble did inclofe, 
Nor throngh carv’d fhapes did thcforc’d waters pals, 
Shapes gazing on themlelves i’ the liquid: glafs : 
Yer the chafte flream, that ’mong loofe pebbles fell, 
For cleanness, thirft, religion, ferv’d as well, 
“Lhe fchok.rs, doétors, and companions, here, 
Lodg’d all apart in ncat {malt chambers were; 
‘Well-furnifh'd chambers, for in cach their ftood 
A narrow couch, table, and chair of waod; 
More is but clog, where ufe does bound delight, 
And thofe are rich whofe wealth’s proportion’d 
right 
To their life’s form: more ‘goods would but be- 
come 
A burden to them, and eontraét their room. 
A fecond. court more facred ftood behind, 
Built'fairer, and to nobler ufe defign’d 
“Che hull and {chools one fide of it poffefs’d, 
‘The tibrary and fynagogue the reft : 
“Lables of plain-cut fit adorn’d the hall, 
And with beafts’ fins the beds were cover’d-all. 
‘The rev'rend doctors take their feats on high, 
‘Lh’ elect companions in their bofoms lie ; 
‘The fcholars far below upon the ground, 
On freth -frew'd ruthes, place themfelves around + 
With more refpedt the wife and ancient lay, 
But ate not choicer herbs or bread than they, 
* Nor purer waters drank, their conftant feait, 
But by great days and facrifice increas’d. 
‘Phe Schools built round and higher, at the end 
‘With their fair circle did this fide extend ; 
‘Lo which their fynagogue on th’ other fide, 
And to the hail their library reply’d. 
‘Lhe midit tow’rds their large gardens open lay, 
‘Yo! admit the joys of {pring and easly day, 
V the library a few choice atithora ftood ; 
&Vet’twaé well ftor’d, for that fimail ftorewas good: 
Writing, rsan's fpiritual phyfic, was not then 
now, grown a difeafe of men. 
ing ‘young virgin) but few fi 
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knew; 





Here all the various forms one might beheld 

How letters fay’d themfelves from death-of old s 
Some painfully engrav'd in thin wrought -phites, 
zome cut in wood, fome lightlier trac’d on Mates s, 
Some drawn on fair palm-leaves, with ‘fhoreliv’d 
Had not their friend the cedar lent his oil; . froil, 
Some wrought in filks, fome writ in tender barks; 


;. Some the fharp ftyle in waxen tables marks ; 


Some in beafts’ fins, and fome in Biblos.reed, 

Both new rade arts, whith‘age and -growth did 
need, 

The fchools were painted: well with ufefal tkill; 

Stars, maps, and ftories, the leard’d wall did ll = 

Wife wholefome proverbs mix'd' arownd-the svsemy ‘ 

Some writ, and in Egyptian-figuresfomie, : 

Here all the nobleft wits of men infpir’d, * 

From carth’s flight joys and worthlefe toils retir'’al,., 

Whom Samuels fame'and boantySthither Hed, 

Each day by turns their folid knowledge read. , 

‘The courle and pow’r of ftars great Nathan eaaght,. 

And home to'man thofe'diftabt wonders broughy 5, 

How tow’rd both poles-the fun’s fix’d journey 
bends, 

And how the year‘his crooked walk attends; 

By what juft fteps the wand’ring lights advancty, 

And what eternal meafures guide their dance $ 

Himfelf a prophet ; but his lc@ures dhew’d. 

How little of that art to them he ow"d. 

Mahol th’ inferior world’s fantaftic face, 

Thro’ al} the turn’s of Matter’s mazedid trate. 

Great Nature’s well-fet clock in pieces took, 

On all the fprings and fmallet wheels did-dowk. 

Of life and motion; and with equal-art 

Made up again the whole of ev'ry. part. 

The prophet Gad in learned duit-defigne 

‘Yh’ immortal folid rules of fancy’d lines; ' 

Of numbers, too, th’ innumber'd wealth bethews,. 

And with thenr far their endléfe journey: goes: 

Numbers, which ftill increafe more high and wid= 

From one, the root of their turn’d pyramid, 

Of men, and ages paft, Scraiah read, 

Embalin’d in long-liv’d Hiftury the dead; 

Shew'd the fteep falls, and flow afcent, of Rates; 

What wiidom and what follies made their faten 

Samuel himfelf did God’s rich law difplay, 

‘Taught doubting men with jedgment to obey 5 

And oft his ravith’d foul with fudden flight 

Sosr'd above prefent times ard human fight. 

Thefe arts but weleome ftrangers might appear, 

Mofic and verfe feem’d born and bred up here; 

Scarce the blefs’d heav'n, that rings with ange?’s 
voice, 

Dees with more conftant harmony-rejoice. 

The facred Mufe docs here each breaft infpire ; 

Heman and fweet-mouth’d Afaphrule their quire 3 

Both charming poets, and all itrains they pkay’d, 

By artful breath or nimble-fingers made. 

‘The fynagoguc was dreft with care and coft, 

(The only place where that they efteem’d not 
loft} 

The glitt’ring reof with gold did daze-the view, 

‘fhe fides refreth'd with filk’: 
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Thrice pray’rs from willing Heav’n a bleffiing 

draw 5 i 
_ Thrice in glad hymns fwell’d with the great One's 

praife, : 

"The pliant voice on her fev’n fteps they raile, 

‘Whilft all th’ enliven’d inftruments around 

To the juft feet with various concord found, 

Such things were Mufes then, contenin’d low earth, 

Decently proud, and mindful of their birth 

*T was God himfelf that here tun’d every tongue, 

And gratefully of him alone they fung : 

They fung how God {poke out the world’s vatt ball 

From nothing, and from no where call’d forth all; 

No nature yet, or place for it to poffefs, 

But an unbottom’d gulfof emptinefs. 

+ Full of him(elf-th’ Almighty fat, his own 

Palace, and without folitude, alone. 

But he was goodnefs whele, and all things will'd, 

Which e’er they were his active Word falfill’d, 

And their aftorfifh’d heads o' the fudden rear’d 5 

An unfhap'd kind of fomething firft appear’d, 

Confefling its new being, and undrefs'd, 

Asif it ftep'd in hafte before the ref: 

Yet buried in this matter’s darkfome womb, 

Lay the rich feeds of ev’ry thing to come. 

From hence the cheerful fiame teap’d up fo high, 

Clofe at its heels the nimble air did fly ; 

Dull earth with its own weight did downwards 

‘Yo the fix’d navel of the univerfe, [pierce 

And was quite loft in waters; till God faid 

To the proud fea, Shrink in your ins'lent head ; 

See how the gaping earth has made you place! 

That durft not murmur, but fhrunk in apace. 

Since when his bounds are fet, at which in vain 

He foams, and rages, and turus back again. 

‘With richer fluff he bade heav’n’s fabric thine ; 

And from him a quick fpring of light divine 

Swell'd up the fun, from whence his cherifhing 
flame 

Fillsthe whole world, like him from whom it came. 

He fmooth'd thg rough-caft moon's imperfect 
mould, 

And comb'd her beamy locks with facred gold : 

“Be thou,” faid he, “ queen of the mournful 
Night ;” 

And as he fpoke, fhe’ arofe, clad o’er in light, 

‘With thoufand ftars attending on her train: 

‘With her they rife, with her they fet again. 

"Then herbs peep'd forth, new trees admiring ftood, 

And fmelling fiow’rs painted the infant wood 

"Then flocks of birds through the glad air did flec, 

Joyful ana fufe before man’s luxury, 

Teaching their Maker in thcir untaught lays ¢ 

Nay, the mute fith witnefs no lefs his praife 5 

From thofe he made, and cloth’d with filver feales, 

From minoes to thofe living iflands, whales, 

Beafts too, were his command; what could he 
more! 

‘Yes, man he could, the bound of all before ; 

In him he all things with ftrange order hurl’d ; 

In him, thar full abridgment of the world, [told ; 

‘This, and much more, of God's great works they 

His mercies, and fome judgments, too, of old : 

How when all earth was deeply ftain’d in tin, [in : 

; With an impetuotis noife the waves came rufhing 
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Where birds e’erwhile dwelt, and fecurely fung, 
There fish (an unknown net) entangled hung : 
The face of shipwreck’d Nature naked lay ; 
The fun peep’d forth, and beheld nought bit Tea. 
This men forgot, and burnt in luft agai 
Till thow’rs, ftrange as their fin, offfiery rain, 
And {cal ting brimftone, dropp’d of Sodom’s head ; 
Alive they tele thofe fiames theyffry in dead. , 
No better end rath Pharach’s 
When wind and fea wag’d war for Ifracl : 
In his gilt chariots amaz'd fifhes fat, 
And grew with corpfe of wretched princes fat. 
“Lhe waves and rocks halfseaten bodies ftain ; 
Nor was it fince call’d the Red Sea in vain. 
Much, too, they told of faithful Abram’s fame, 
To whofe biefs'd paffage they owe ftifl their mame ¢ 
Of Mofes much, and the great feed of Nun, 
What wondersthey perform’d, what lands they won; 
How many kings they flew, or captive brought ; 
They held the fwords, but God and angels fought. 
"Thus gain’d they the wife {pending of their days, 
And theirjwhole life was their dear Maker’s praife + 
No minute's reft, no fwiftcft thought, they fold 
To that beloved plague of mankind, gold; 
Gold! for which all mankind with greater pains 
Labour tow’rds Hell, than thofe who dig its veins, 
Their wealth was the contempt of it, which more 
They valu’d than rich fools the shining ore, . 
The filkworm’s preciousdeath they feorn’dto wear, 
And Tyrian dye appear'd but fordid there. 2 
Honour, which fince the price of fouls became, 
Seem’d to thefe great ones a low idle name. 
Inftead of down, hard beds they chofe to have, 
Such as might bid them not forget their grave. 
Their board difpcopled no full clement ; 
Free Nature’s bouaty thriftily they fpent, 
And'fpar’d the ftock ; nor could their bodies fay, 
We owe this crudenefs t’ excefs yefterday. 
Thus fouls live cleanly, and no foiling fear, 
But entertain their welcome Maker there : 
The Senfes perform nimbly what they’re bid, 
And bonettly, nor are by Reafon chid ; 
And when the down of fleep does foftly fall, 
Their dreams are heav’nly then, and myftical + 
With hafty wings time prefent they outfly, 
And tread the doubtful maze of Deftiny + 
‘There walk and fport among the years to come, 
And with quick eye pierce ev'ry canfe’s womb. 
Thus thefe wife faints enjoy'd their little all, 
Free from the fpite of much-miftaken Saul: 
For if man’s life we in juft balance weigh, 
David deferw’d his envy lef than they. 
Of this retreat the hunted prince makes choice, 
Adds to their quire his nobler lyre and voice 3 
But long unknown ev'n here he cauld not lie, 
So bright his luftre, fo quick Envy’s eye ! 
ih’ offended troop, whom he efcap'd before, 
Purfue him here, and fear miftakes no more 3 
Belov'd revenge freh rage to them affords + 
Some part of him all promife to their fwords. 
They came, but anew {p’rit their hearts poflefs'd, 
Satt’ring a facred calm through aad breaft : 
The farrows of their brow, fo c#ugh ¢’erwhile, 
Sink down into the dimples of a imile : r 
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‘Their cooler veins fwell with a peaceful tide, 

And the chafte fireams with even current glide : 

A fudden day breaks gently through their eyes, 

And mrorniag-bluthes in their cheeks arife : 

‘The thoughts of war, of blood, and murder, ceafe ; 

In peaceful tui.g3 they adore the God of Peace 

Now meffengers gwice more the tyrant fent 5 

And was twice more mock’d with the fame event. 

His heighten'd rage no longer brooks delay 5 

It fends him there hinfetf ; but on the way 

His foolith anger a wile fury grew, 

And blcilings from his mouth unbidden flew : 

His kingly robes he laid at Naioh down, 

Began to underftand and feorn his crown ; 

Employ’d his mounting thoughts on nobler things, 

And felt more folid joys than empire brings ; 

Embrac'd his wond’ring fon, and:on his head 

‘The balm of all paft wounds, kind tears, he fhed. 
So cov’tous Balaam, with a fond intent 

Of curfing the blefe'd feed,to Moab went ; 
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But as he went, his fatal tongue to fell, 

His afs taught him to {peak, God to fpeak well : 

“ How comely are thy tents, oh Ifrael !” 

Thus he began, “ what conquefts they foretel! 

“ Lefs fair are orchards in their autumn pride, 

« Adorn’d with trees on fome fair river’s fide ; 

“ Lefs fair are vallies, their green mantles fpread, 
“ Or mountains with tall cedars on their head! 


| « *TwasGod himfelf (thy God who mutt not fear?) 


“ Brought thee from bondage to be mafter here: 

“ Slaughter fhall wear out thefe, new weapons” 
et, : 

“ And Death in triumph on thy darts fhall fit. 

“ When Judah’s Lion ftarts up to his prey, 

« The beafts fhall hang their ears, and creep away ¢ 

« When he lies down, the woods fhall filence keep, 

And dreadful tigers tremble at his fleep. 

« Thy curfers, Jacob, fhall twice curfed a 

“ And he fhall blefs himfelf that bleffes thee.” 
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‘Fur friendfhip betwixt Jonathan and David ; and, upon that occafion, a digreffion concerning the na~ 
ture of love. A difcourfe between Jonathan and David, upon which the latter abfents himfelf frony 
court, and the former goes thither to inform himfelf of Saul’s refolution. The feaft of the News 
moon; the manner of the celebration of it; and thercin a digreffion of the Hiftory of Abraham, 
Saul’s fpecch upon David's abfence from the feaft, and his anger againft Jonathan. David's refolu- 
tion to fly away. He parts with Jonathan, and falls afleep under a tree, A defcription of Fancy. 
An angel makes up a vifion in David’s head, ‘The vifion itfelf; which is a prophefy of all the fuc- 
ceffion of his race, till Chrift’s time, with their moft remarkable actions. At his awaking, Gabriel 
affumes a human fhape, and confirms to him thg truth of his vifion. 


Bor now the easly birds began to call 

‘The morning forth ; up rofe the fun and Saul : 
Both, as men thought, rofe freth from fweet repofe; 
But both, alas! from refliefs labours rofe : 

For in Saul’s breaftEnvy, the toilfome fin, 

Had all that night a@ive and tyrannous been + 
She’ expell’d all forms of kindnefs, virtuc, grace, 
Of the paft day no footftep left, or trace; 

The new-blown fparks of his old rage appear, 
Nor could his love dwell longer with his fear. 

So near a ftorm wife David would not ftay, 

Nor truft the glitt'ring of a faithlefs day : 

He faw the fun call in his beams apace, 

And angry clouds march up into their place: 
‘The fea itfelf fmooths his rough brow awhile, 
Flatt'ring the greedy merchant with a {mile ; 
But he whole ihipwreck’d bark it drank before, 
Sees the deccit, and knows it would have more. 
Such is the fea, and fuch was Saul ; 

But Jonathan his fon, arid only good, 

Was gentle as fair Jordan’s ufeful floods 

‘Whofe innocent ftream, as it in filence goes, 
Freth honours and a fudden fpring beftows 

On bath his banks, to ev'ry flow’r and tree ; 
‘The manner how lies hid, th’ effect we fec : 
Betmore than all, more than himfelf, he lov’d 
The mat whofe worth his father’s hatred mow'd; 
Fer when the noble youth at Dammin ftood, 
Adorn’d with fweat, and painted gay with blood, 





Jonathan pierc’d him thro’ with greedy eye, 
And underftood the future majefty 
‘Then deftin'd in the glories of his look : 
He faw, and ftraight was with amazement ftrook, 
To fee the ftrength, the feature, and the grace, 
Of his young limbs; he faw his comely face, s 
Where love and rev'rence fo well-mingled were, 
And bead, already crown'd with golden hair : 
He faw what mildnefs his bold {p’rit did tame, 
Gentler than light, yet pow’rful as a fame: 
He faw his valour by their fafety prov'd; 
He faw all this, and as he faw, he lov'd. 

What art thou, Lave! thou great myfterions 

thing ? i [{pring ? 
From what hid ftock does thy ftrange nature 
"Tis thou that mov’ it'the!world through ev’ry part, 
And hold’ft the vaft frame clofe, that nothing ftart 
From the due place and office firft ordain’d: 
By thee were all things made, and are fuftain’d. 
Sometimes we fee thee fully, and can fay 
From hence thou took’ft thy rife, and went’ 
that way; 

But oft’ner the fhort beams of Reafon’s eye 
See only there thou art, not how, nor why. 
How is the leadftone, Nature’s fubtle pride, 
By the rude iron woo'd, and made,a bride? 
How was the weapon wounded ? fyhat hid flame 
The ftrong and conq’ring metal overcame ? 
Love {this world’s grace) exalts his natural flate ; 
He feelsthec, Love! and feels no more his weights 
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Yc learned Heads! whem ivy garlands grace, 
‘Why does that twining plant the oak embrace ? 
‘fhe oak, for courthhip moft of all unfit, 

And rough as are the winds that fight with it. 
How does theubfent pole the needle move ? 
How does his yld and ice beget hot love ? 
Which are the wings of lightnefs to afcend ; 


Or why does weight to’ the centre downwards | 
é .| Asfwift as love and danger could perfuade ; 


bend ? 
Thus creatures void of life obey thy laws, 
And feidom we, they never, know the caufe. 
In thy large itate, lite gives the next degree, 
‘Where fenfe and good apparent places thee ; 
But thy chief palace is man’s heart alone ; 
Here are thy triumph: and full glories fhewn : 
Handfome defires, and reth, about thee flee, 
Union, inheritance, zeal, and extaly, 
With choutand joys, clafter around thine head, 


O’er which a gall-lufs dove her wings does fpread: 


A gentle lamb, purer and whiter far 

‘Than confeiences of thine own martyrs are, 
Lies at thy feet; and thy right hand does hold 
‘Ihe myttic fceptee of » crols of gold. 

‘Thus dof thou fit (like men, e’er fin had fram'd 
A guilty bluth) naked, but not afham'd. 

What caufe, then, did the fab’lous Ancients find, 
When fieft their fuperftition made thee blind ? 
Twas they, alas! t was they who could not fee, 
Whow they miftook that montter, Luit, for thee, 
‘Thou arc i bright, Lut not confuming, flame 3 
Such in th’ amiz’d buth to Moles came, 


‘When that, fecure, its new-crown'd head did rear, 


And afid the trembling branches’ needlefs fear. 


‘Thy darts are healthful gold, and downwards fall, 


Soft as the feathers that they ’re fletch’d withal, 
Such, and no other, were thofe feerct darts 


Which fweetly touch'd this nobleft pair of hearts : 


Still to one end they both fo juftly drew, 

Ais courteous doves together yok’d would do: 
No weight of birth did on one fide prevail 
‘Lovo twins lefy even lic in Nature’s feale : 
‘They mingled fates, and both in each did thare 5 
‘They both were fervants, they both princes were, 
Vf any joy to one of them was fent, 

it was mott his to whom it leat was meant ; 
And Fortune’s malice betwixe both was crofs’d, 
For ftriking one, it wounded th’ other moft. 
Never did marriage fuch true union find, 

Or men’s defires with fo glad violence bind ; 
For there is Rill fome tindture left of fin, 

And {till the fex will needs be ftealing in. 
‘Thole joys are full of drofs, and thicker far; 
‘hele, without matter, clear and liquid are. 
Such facred love does heav'n’s bright fpirits fill, 
Where Jove is but to underftand, and will, 
With fwitt, and unfeen motions fuch as we 
Somewhat exprefs in heighten’d charity. 

O ye blef,’'d One! whole iove on earth became 
So pure, that fill in heav’n ’t is but the fame! 








There now ye fit, and with mix’d fouls embrace, 


Gazing upon great Love's myterious face, 

And pity this bafe; world, where friendfhip’s made 
A bait for fin, or eife at belt a trade. 

Ah! 
When a crown Mlatter’d, aud Saul threaten’d thee! 


2 
3 
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Who held’& him dear whofe Qars thy birth did 
crofs, ‘ 
And bonght’f him nobly at a kingdom’s lefs! 
Hrael’s bright fceptre far lefs glory brings, 
There have been fewer friends on casth than kings. 
To this ftrong pitch their bigh affections flew, 
Till Nature’s felf fearce look’d on them as two. 
Hither fies Dawid for advice and aid, 


As fate in Jonathan’s trait his thoughts remain, 
4s when himfeif but dreams them o’er again. 
“* My deareft Lord! farewell,” faid he, “ Fares 
“well; 
“ Heav'n blefs the King; may no misfortune tell 
“T'ly injuftice of his hate when I am dead: 
© coming now; perhaps my guilthefa 








“ Here, in your fight, muf then a-bleeding lie, 

“And fcarce your own ftand fafe for being nigh. 

“ Think me not fear'd with death, howe’er ’t ape 
pears 

“1 know thou canft not think fo : it is a fear 

“From «which thy love and Dammin {peaks me 
free; : 

“ T've met him face to face, and ne’er could fee 

“ One terror in his looks to make me fly 

“ When virtue bids me itand ; but I would die 

* So as becomes my life, fo as may prove 

“ Saul’s malice, and at leaft excufe your love,” 

He ftopp'd, and {poke fome paffion with hiseyea, 

“ Excellent Friend !” the gallant prince replies; - 

“Thou hai fo prov'd thy virtues, that they're 
known 

“To ull good men, more than to each his own. 

“ Who lives in Mfrael that can doubtful be 

“ Of thy great actions? for he lives by thee, 

“* Such is thy valour, and thy vatt fuccefe, 

“ That all things but thy loyalty are lefs; 

“« And fhould my father at thy ruin aim, ' 

“ “Twould wound as much his fafety as his fame. 

“ Think them not coming, then, to flay thee here 

“ But doubt mifhaps as little as you fear; 

“ For, by thy loving God, whoe'er defign 

“ Againtt chy life, muft ftrike at it through mine, 

“ But I my royal father muit acquit 

* From fuch bafe guilt, or the low thought of it. 

“ Think on his foftnefs, when from death he freed. 

“ The faithiefs king of Am’lee’s curfed feed; 

“ Can he ta friend, t’ a fon, fo bloody grow, 

“ He who ev'n finn’d but now to {pare a foe ? 

“* Admit he could; but with what ftrength or art 

“ Could he fo long clofe and feal up his heart i, 

“ Such counfels jealous of themfelves become, 

“And dare not fix without confent of fome; 

“« Few men fo boldly ill, great fins to do, 

“ Till ticens'd and approv'd by others too. 

“ Nomore (believe it) could he hide this from me, 


| ‘¢ Than I, had he difcover’d it, from thee,” 


Here they embraces join, and almoft tears, 


| Til geutle David thus new-prov’d his fears, 
| “ The praife you pleas’d, great Prince! on me to 


{pend, 


| © Was all outfpoken, when you ftyl'd me Friend: 


“That name alone does dang’rous glories bring, 
“And gives excuie to th’ envy of a king, 


oo 


« ‘What did his fpear, force, and dark plots, impart, 

« But fome eternal rancour ip his heart? 

* Still does he glance the fortune of that day 

# When, drown'd in his own blood, Goliath lay, 

« And cover’d half the plain ; {till hears the found 

“ How that vaft nfoniter fell, and ftrook the 
« ground : 

« "The dance, and, David his ten thoufand flew, 

+ Still wound his fickly foul, and ftill are new. 

« Great acts t ambitious princes treafon grow, 

* So much they hate that fafety which they owe. 

© "Pyrants dread all whom they raife high in place; 

&« From the good danger, from the bad difgrace. 

They doubt the lords. miftruft the people's hate, 

# Till blood become a principle of ftate. 

© Secur'd not by their guards nor by their right, 

« But till they fear ev'n more than they affright. 

« Pardon me, Sir, your father’s rough and fern 5 

« His will too ftrong to hend, too proud to learn, 

* Remember, Sir, the honey’s deadly fting ! 

« "Think on that favage juftice of the King, 

When the fame day that faw you do before 

Things above man, fhould fee you man mo morc. 

« “Djs true, th’ accurfed Agag mov'd his rath; 

« He pity’d his tall limbs and comely youth ; 

« Had feen, alas! the proof of Heav’n’s fierce hate, 

« And fear'd no mifchief from his pow'rlefs fate. 

« Remember how th’ old feer came raging down, 

« And taught him boldly to fulpedt his crown. 

* Since then his pride quakes at th’ Almighty’s rod, 

Noy dares he love the man belov'd by Gad. 

« Hence his deep rage and trembling envy Springs; 

« Nothing fo wild as jcalouly of kings. : 

« Whom fhould he counfel afk, with whom advife, 

& Who reafon and God's counfel does detpife ? 

& Whole headftrong will no law or confcience 
“ daunt, 

© Dares he not findoyou think without your grant? 

“ Yes, if the truth of our fix'd love he knew, 

# He would not goubt, believe it,to kill ev’n you.” 

‘The Prince ismov’d,and ttraight prepares to find 

‘The deep refolves of his griev'd father’s mind, 

"The danger now appears, love can foon fhew it, 

‘And force his ftubborn piety to know it. 

They’ agree that David fhould conceal'd abide, 

‘Till hie great friend had the Court’s temper try’di 

‘Till he had Saul’s moft facred purpofe found, 

And fearch’d the depth and rancour of his wound. 

Twas the year’s feventh-born moon; the fo- 

iemn feaft, 

"That with mot neife its facred mirth exprefs'd. 

From op’ning morn, till night thuts in the day, 

On trumpets and shrill horns the Levites play: 

Whether by this in myftic type we fee 

"The new-year's day of great eternity, {make, 

‘When the chang'd moon fhall no more changes 

And fcatter’d death's by trumpets’ found awake ; 

Or that the law be kept in mem’ry {till, 

Giv's with like noife on Sinai’s thining hill; 

Or that (as fome men teach) it did artic 

From faithful Abram’s righteous facrifice, 

Who, whilft the Ram on Haae’s fire did fry, 

His horn with joyful tunes ftood founding by ; 
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| At the third hour Saul to the hallow’d tent, 
*Midf a large train of pricits and courtiers, went ; 
‘The facred herd march’d proud and foftly by, 
i Too fat and gay to think their deaths fo nigh. 
! Hard fate of beafts more innoceat +n we! 
Prey to our lux’ry and our piety 1 
Whole guiltlefs blood on boards and altars fpilt, 
Serves both to make and expia.e, too, our guilt + 
Three bullocks of free neck, two gilded rams, 
Two well-wath'’d goats,and fourteen {potleflambs, 
With the three vital fruits, wine, oil, and bread, - 
(Small fees to Heav'n of all by which we're fed) 
Ave offer’d up : the hallowed flames arife, 
And faithful pray’rs mount with them to the skies. 
From thence the King to th’ utmoft court isbrought, 
Where heav'nly things an infpir'd prophet taught, 
And from the facred tent to his palace gates, 
With glad kind shouts th’ affembly en him waits 5 
"The cheerful horns before him loudly play, 
And freth-ftrew’d flow’rspaint histrizmphant way. 
Thus in flow pace to th’ pulace hall they go, 
Rich dre(s’d for folemn luxury and fhew : 
‘Ten pieces of bright tap’ftry hung the room, 
The nobleft work e’er ftretch’d on Syrian loom, 
For wealthy Adriel in proud Sidon wrought, 
And givn to Saul when Saul’s beft gift he fought, 
The bright-ey’d Merab ; for that mindful day 
No ornament fo proper {eem’d as they. 2 
"Vhere all old Abram’s ftory you might fee, 
And ftill fome angel bore him company. 
His painful but well-guided travels fhew 
"The fate of all his fons, the church below, 
Here beauteous Sarah to great Pharaoh catite 
He bluth’d with fudden pation, fhe with fhame = 
Troubled fhe feem’d, and lab’ring in the ftrife, 
"'wixt her own honour and her hufband’s life. 
Here on a conqu’ring hoft, that carelefs Jay, 
Drown’d in the joys of their new-gotten prey, 
‘The patriarch falls; well-mingled might you fee 
The confus’d marks of death and luxury. 
In the next piece blefs'd Salem's myftic King» 
Does facred prefents to the victor bring 5 . 
Like him whofe type he bears, his rights receives, 
Strieily requires his due, yet freely gives : 
Ev'n in his port, his habit, and his face, 
“The mild and great,the pricft and prince, hadplace. 
Here all their ftarry hoft the heav’ns difplay 5 
And, lo! an heav'nly youth! more fair than they, 
Leads Abram forth; points upwards; “ Such,” 
faid he, . 
« So bright and numberlefs thy feed fhall be.” 
Here he with God a new alliance makes, 
‘And in his fichh the marks of homage takes ¢ 
Here he the three myiterious perfons feafts, 
Well paid with joyful tidings by his guefts = 
Here for the wicked town he prays, and near, 
Scarce did the wicked town through flames appear: 
And.all his fate, and ail his deeds, were wrought, 
Since he from Ur to Ephron’s cave was brought. 
But none’mongft all the forms drew then their eyes. 
Like faithful Abram’s righteous facrifice : 
‘The fad old man mounts flowly to the place, 
yw'r triumphant in his face 
ti ta titte oF all. 
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‘The innocent boy his cruel burden bore 

With fmiling looks, and fometimes walk’d before, 
And fometimes turn’d to talk : above was made 
‘The altar’s fatal pile, and on it laid 

‘The hope of rankind : patiently he lay, 

And did his fie, as he his God, obcy. 

‘The mournful Sge lifts np at loft the knife, 

And on one mon: gnt’s ftring depends his life, 

Jn whofe young loins fach brooding wonders Lie. 
A thoufand {p'rits pcep’d from th? affrighted fky, - 
Amaz’d at this ftrange feene, and almoft fear’d, 
For all thofe joyful prophefies they'd heard s 

‘Till one leap'd nimbly forth, by God’s command, 
Like lightning from a cloud, and ftopp'd his hand, 
‘The gentle fp’rit {mil'd kindiy as ie fpoke; 

New beams of joy through Abram’s wonder broke. 
‘Phe angel points to a tuft of bufhes near, 

Where an entangled Ram docs half appear, 

And ftruggles vainly with that fatal net, 

Which ,though but flightly wrought, was firmly fet: 
For, lo! anon, to this fad glory doom’d, 

‘The ufeful beat on Iaac’s pile confum'd ; 

‘Whilft on his horns the ranfom'd couple play'd, 
And the glad boy danc'd to the tunes he made, 

Near this hall’s end a Shittim table ftood, 

Yet well-wrought plate {troveto conceal the wood; 
For from the foot a galden vine did {prour, 

And caft his fruitful riches all about. 

‘Well might that beauteous ore the grape exprefs, 
Which does weak man intoxicate no lefs. 

Of the fame wood the gilded beds were made, 
And on them large embroider'd carpets laid, 
From Igypt, the rich thop of follies, brought ; 

But arts of pride all nations foon are taught. 
Behold fev’n comely blooming youths appear, 
And in their hands fev'n filver wathpots bear, 
Cuit"d, and gay clad; the choiceft fons that be 

Of Gibcon’s race, and flaves of high degree, 

Sev’ beauteous maids march’d foftly in behind, 
Bright {carves their clothes, their hair fret gar- 
-,’, lands bind, 

And whilit the princes wath, they on them fhed 
Rich ointments, which their coftly odours fpread 
er the whale room ; from their fmall prifons free, 
With fuch glad'hafte through the wide air they flee. 
The King was plac’d alone, and o’er his head 

A well-wrought heav’n of {ilk and gold was 

fpread, 
Azure the ground, the fun in gold ihone bright, 
But piere'd the wand’ring clouds with filver light, 
Lhe right hand bed the King’s three fons did grace, 
The third was Abner’s, Adricl’s, David’s place : 
Aud twelve large tables more were HilP'd below, 
‘With the prime men Saul’s court and camp could 
thew. 

The palace did with mirth and mufic fund, 

And the crown’d goblets nimbly mov'd around : 
But though bright joy in ev'ry gue cid thi, 
‘The plenty fate, mufic, and fprightiul wins, 
Were loft on Saul; an angsy care did dweth 

In his dark breaft, and all yay forms expel. 
David's sally abfence from the feat, 

‘Yo.his fick ip'tit did jealous thoughts fnggen + 
Long lay he Gill, nor drank, nor ute, nor [poke, 
Aud thus at lait his troubled filence broke. 
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“ Where can he be?*”-faid he, It muft be fo.”” 

With that he paus’d awhile. “Too well we know 

“ His boundlefs pride: hg grieves, and hates to fee 

“ The folemn triumphs & my court and me. 

“ Believe me, Friends! and truft what I can thew 

“ From thoufand proofs! th’ ambitious David now 

“ Does thofe vatt things in his proud foul defign, 

“ That too much bofinels give for mirth er wine. 

| “ He's kindling now, perhaps, rebellious fre 

“ Among the tribes, and does ev’n now confpire “ 

« Againit my crown, and all our lives, whilft we 

“ Are foath ev’n to fafpedt what we might fee. 

“ By the Great Name ’tis cruc.”” 

With that he ftrook the board, and no‘man there, 

But Jon.than, durft undertake to clear [fpake, ~ 

The biunclefs Prince: and fearce ten words he 

When thus his fpeech th’ curaged tyrant broke. 

“ Difloyal Wretch ! thy gentle mother’s fhame! 

“ Whofe cold pale ghoft ev’n bluthes at thy named: , 

“ Who fears lef her chafte bed fhould doubted ~ 
be, [thee ! « 

“ And her white fame ftain’d by black deeds uf 

“ Canft thou be mine? A crown fometimes does 

“ Ev'n fons againft their parents to confpire; [hire 

“ But ne'er did Qory yet, or fable, tell 

“ Of one fo wild, who, merily to rebel, 

“ Quitted the unqueftion’d birthright of a throne, 

“« And bought his father’s ruin with his own. 

“Thou need’ft not plead th’ ambitious youth's 
defence ; : 

“ Thy crime clears his, and makes that innocence ; 

“ Nor can his foul ingratitude appear, 

“ Whilft thy unnatural guilt is plac’d fo near. 

“In this that noble friendthip you pretend ? 

“Mine, thine own foe, and thy worft en’my’s 
friend ? 

“ If thy low fp'rit can thy great birthright quit, 

‘Phe thing’s but juft, fo ill deferv't thou it. 

“I, and thy brethren here, have no fach mind, 

“ Nor fach prodigious worth in David find, 

“ That we to him thould our jntt rights refign, 

“ Or think God's choice not made fo well as thine, 

“ Shame of thy houfe and tribe ! hence from mine 








eye; 
“ To thy falfe friend and fervite matter fly ; 
“ He's, eer this time, io arms expecting thes 
“ Hafte, for thufe arms are rais’d to yuin me. 
“ Thy hin that way will nobler much appear; 
“ Than to. remain his tpy and agent here, 
“ When I think this, Nature, by thee forfook, 
“ Forfakes me too.” With that his {pear he took 
To ftrike at him : che mirth and mufic ceafe ; 
‘The ucts all fe this fudden form t’appeate. 
The Prince his danger and Lis duty knew, 
And low he bow'd, and filenily withdrew. 
‘To David traigkt, who in 4 foreft nigh 
Waits hif advice, the royal friend coes fy. 
‘The fule advice, cow, like the danger clear, 
Was in tuine iurcign lued chis form t? outwear. 
All marks af comely grief in both are fen, 
Aud mournful iind ducuuiies pafe’d between, 
Now yen’rous tars thuit hafty tongues reftrain ¢ 
Now Uicy begin, and talk all o'er again : 
AA rev'rit oaih of confaant love they take, 
1 Aud Geu’s Aigh name Uc divaded witnefs makes 
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Not that at all their faiths could doubful prove, 
But ’twas the tedious zeal of endlefs love. 

‘Thus, c’er they part, they the fhort time beftow 
Jn all the pomp Hiendllg and grief could fhew, 
And David now, with doubtful cares opprefs’d, 
Beneath. a fhade borrows fome little reft; 

» ‘When by command divine thick mifts arife, 

And ftop the fenfe, and clofe the conquer'd eyes, 

‘There is a place which man moft high deth rear, 

The fmall world’s heav’n, where reafon moves the 
fphere ; 

Here in a rohe whieh does all colours fhew, 

(Th! envy of birds, and the clouds’ gaudy bow) 

Fancy, wild dame, with much lafcivious pride, 

By twin-camelions drawn, does gaily ride : 

| Her coach there follows, and throngs round about, 

Of thapes and airy forms an endlefs rout. 
A fea rolis on with harnilefs fury here ; 
Straight ’tis a field, and trees and herbs appear. 
Here in a moment are valt armics made, 
Anda quick feene of war and blood difplay’d. 
‘Here fparkling wincs, and brighter maids come in, 
‘The bawds for Senfe, and lying baits of fin. 
Some things arife of ftrange and quarreling kind, 
‘The forepart lion, and a fake behind. 
Flere golden mountains fwell the cov’tous place, 
And Centaurs ride themfelves, a painted race, 
Of thefe flight wonders Nature fees the ftore, 
And only then accounts herfelf but poor. 
Hither an angel comes in David’s trance, 
And finds them mingled in an antique dance ; 
Of all the numcrous forms fit choice he takes, 
And joins them wifcly, and this viftion makes. 
Firft, David there appears in kingly ftate, 
Whilft the ‘'welve Tribes his dread commands 
await 
Strait to the wars with his join'd ftrength he goes, 
ettles new friends, and frights his anciertt foes. 
‘0 Solima, Canaan's old head, they came, 
(Since high in note, then not unkuown to Fame) 
‘The blind and lame th’ undoubted wall defend, 
And no new wound#or dangers apprehend. 
‘The bufy image of yreat Joab there 
Difdains the mock, and teaches them to fear : 
He climbs the airy walls, leaps raging down, 
New-minted fhapes of {laughter fill the town. 
They curfe the guards their mirth and brav’ry 
shofe, 
All of them now are flain, or made like thofe, 
Far through an inward fcene an army lay, 
‘Which with full banners a fair Vith difplay. 
From Sidon plains to happy Egypt's coat 
"They feem ah met, a vait and warlike hoft. 
‘Thither haftes David to his deflin’d prey, 
Honour and uoble Danger Iead the way. 

' The coufcious trees dhook with a rev’rent far 
‘Their unblown tops: Gad walk'd beforchim there. 
Slaughter’d the weary'd Riphaims' bofom fills, 
Dead corpfe embots the vale with little hills. 

On th’ other fide Sophenes’ mighty king 
Numberlefs troops of the blefs'd Hatt docs bring ; 
Twice are his men cut off, and chariots ta’cn 3 
Damafeus qnd rich Adad help in vain, 

Here Nabathiean troops in bartle ttand, 

With all the lufty youth of 
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Undaunted Joab rufhes on with (peed, 

Gallantly mounted on his fiery fteed ; 

He hews down all, and deals his deaths around ; 
The Syrians leave, or poffefs dead, the ground, 
On th’ other wing does brave Abithai ride, 
Recking in blood and duft: on'ev'r fide 

‘The perjur’d fons of Ammon quit yhe ficld ; 
Some bafely die, and fome more bMfely yield. 
Through a thick wood the wretched Hanun flies, 
And far more juftly then fears Hebrew fpies. 
Moloch, their bloody god, chrufts out his head, 
Grinning thro’ a black cloud : hin: they'd long fed 
Tn his few’n chambers, and he fill did eat 
New-roafted babes, his dear delicious meat. 

Again they’ arif:. more anger'd and difmay'd ; 
Euphrates and {wift Tigris fends them aid : 

In vain they fend it, for again they’re flain, ° 

And feaft the greedy birds on Helay plain. 

Here Rabba with proud tow’rs affronts the fky, 
And round about great Joab’s trenches lie : 

They force the walls, and fack the helplefs town 3 
On David's head fhines Ammon’s mafly crown. 
*Midft various torments the curs'’d race expires ; 
David himfclf his fevere wrath admires. 

Next upon Irael’s throne does bravely fit 
Acomely youth, endow’d with wond’rous wit : 
Far, from the parched tine, a royal dame, 

‘To hear his tongue and boundlefs wifdom, came = 

She carry'd back in her triumphant womb 

‘The glorious ftock of thoufand kings to come. 

Here brighteft forms his pomp and wealth difplay ; 

Here they a tenrple’s vaft foundations lay ; 

A mighty work ; and with fit glories fill’d, 

For God t’ inhabit, and that King to build. 

Some from the quarries hew out mafly ftone, 

Some draw it up with cranes; fome breathe and. 

In order o'er th’ anvil ; fome cut down [groan 

‘Tall cedars, the proud mountains’ ancient crown; 

Some carve the trunks, and breathing fhapes be~ 
ftow, © 

Giving the trees more life than when they grow. _ 

But, oh! alas! what fudden cloud is fpread 

About this glorious King’s eclipfed head? 

Tr all hie fame benights, and all his ftorg, 

Wrapping him round; and now he’s feen no more. 

When ftraight hisfon appearsat Sichemcrown’d, 
With young and headlefs council circled round; * 
Unfeemly objet ! but a falling ftate 
Has always its own errors join'd with Fate. 

Ten Tribes at once forfake the Jeflian throne, 
And bold Adoram at his meflage ftone; 

“ Brethren of Ifrael !’— More he fain,would fay, 
But a flint ftopp’d his mouth, and fpeech in th’ 
Here this fond king’s difafters but begin; [way. 
He’s deftin'd to more fhame by’ his father’s fin, 
Sufac comes up, and under his command 

A dreadful army from feorch’d Afric’s fand, 

As numberlei as that : all is his prey; 

The temple’s facred wealth they bear away ; 
Adrazar’s thields and golden lofs they take; 
Ev’n David in his dream does fweat and thake. 
Thus fails this wretched prince ; his Joins appear 
Of lcfs weight now than Solomon's Xingers were, 

Abijah next feeks [frael to regain, . 
And wafh in feas of blood his father’s fain, 
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Ne’er faw the agéd Sun fo cruel fight; 

Scarce faw he this, but hid his hafhful light. 

Nebat’s curs’d fon fled with not half his men; 

‘Where were kis gods of Dan and Bethel then? 

Yet could net this the fatal fhrife decide ; 

God punifh’(, one, but blefa’d not th’ other fide. 
Afan, a juiftand virtuous pritice, fucceeds, 

High rais'd by Fame for great and godly deeds : 

He cut the dolemn groves where idols {tood, 

And (acrific'd the gods with their own wood. 

He vanquifh'd thus the proud weak pow’rs of Helk 

Before him next their doting fervants fell : 

So huge an hoft of Zerah’s men he flew, 

As made ev'n that Arabia delert too. 

‘Why fear’d be then the perjur'd Baatha’s fight ? 

Or bought the dangerous aid of Syriar’s might? 

Conqueft, Heav'n’s gift, cannot by man be told; 

Alas! what weaknefs trufts he? man and gold. 
Next Jofaphat poffefs’d the royal itate ; 

An happy prince, well worthy of his fate: 

His oft’ oblations on God's altar, made 

‘With thoufand flocks, and thoufand herds, are paid, 

Arabian tribute! What mad troops are thofe, 

Thofe mighty troops that dare to be his foes ? 

He praysthem dead; with mutual wounds thcy fall; 

‘One fury brought, one fury ays them all, 

‘Thus fits he ftill, and fees him{clf to win, 

Never o'ercome but by his friend Ahab’s fin; 

On whofe difguite ates then did only look, 

And had almoft their God's command m 

Him from whofe danger Heav'n {ccurely brings, - 

And for his fake too ripcly wicked kings, 

Their armies languifh, burnt with thirft, at Seere, 

Sighs all their cold, tears all theie moifture there : 

They fix their greedy eyes on th’ empty fky, | 

And fancy clouds, and fo become more dry. 

Elifha calls dor waters from afar 

To come ; Elitha calls, and here they are. 

In helmets they quaff round the welcome flood, 

And the decreafe repair with Moab’s blood, 

+Jehoram next, and Ochoziah, throng 

For Judah's {ceptre; both fhortliv’d too long. 

A woman, too, from nwurder title claims ; 

Both with her fins and {ex the crown fhe thames, 

Proud, curled Woman! but her fall at lat 

‘To doubting men clears Heav'’n for what was paft. 

Joas at firft does bright and glorious fhew; 

In life’s freth morn his fame did early crow ¢ 

Fair was the promife of his dawning ray, 

But prophet’s angry blood o’ercaft his day : 

Frem thence his clouds, from thence his ftorms, 

It cries aloud, and twice lets Aram in, [begin, 

So Amaziah lives, fo endshis reign, 

Both by their trait'rous fervants juftly flain. 

Edom at firft dreads his victorious hand ; 

Before him thoufand captives trembling ftand. 

Down a precipice deep, down he cafts thei all ; 

The mimic dhapes in feveral poftures fall : 

But then (mad Fool!) he does thofe gods adore, 

Which when pluck’d down had worthipp’d him 

before. + 
Thos all his i to come is loft and fhame 
No hetp from“gods, who thumfelves hep'd not, 
came. 
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All this Uzziah’s ftrength and wit repairs, 
Leaving a well built greatnefs to his heirs; 
Till leprous fcurf, o’cr his whole body caft, 
‘Yakes him at firft from men, from earth at laf, 
As virtuous was his fon, and happier far; 
Buildings his peace, and trophies grac’d bis war + 
But Achaz heaps up fins, as if he meant 
To make his wort forefathersinnocent : 
He burns his fon at Hinnon, whilft around : 
‘The roaring child drums and loud trumpets found: 
This to the boy a barh’rous mercy grew, 
And fnatch’d him from all mis’ries to enfue. 
Here Peca comes, and hundred thoufands fall ; 
Here Rezin marches up, and {weeps xp all; 
Till like a fea the great Belochus’ fon 
Breaks upon both, and both does overrun. 
The laft of Adad’s ancient ftock is fain, 
Ifrael captiv’d, and rich Damafcus ta’en; 
All his wild rage to revenge Judah’s wrong: 
But wo to kingdoms that have friends too ftrong!-- 
‘Yhus Hezekiah the torn empire took, 
And Affur’s king with his worfe gods forfook ; 
Who to poor Judah worlds of nations brings, 
There rages, utters vain and mighty things, 
Some dream of triumyhs, and exalted names, 
Some of dear gold, and fome of beauteous dames 
Whilft in the midi of their huge fleepy boat, 
An angel {caters death through all the hoft, 
Th’ affrighted tyrant back to Babel hies, 
There meets an end far worfe than that he flies: 
Here Hezekiah’s life is almoft done! 
So good, and yet, alas! fo fhort ’tis pun. 
‘Th’ end of the line was ravell’d, weak, and old; 
‘Time muft go back, and afford better hold, 
‘To tie a new thread to it of fifteen years. 
’Tis done ; th’ almighty po: ''r of pray’r and tearst 
Backward the Sun, an unknown motion, went ; - 
The ftars gaz’d on, and wonder’d what he meant. 
Manzfles next (forgetful man!) begins, 
Enflav’d and fold to Afhur by his fins; 
‘Till by the rod of Jearned Mit’ry taught,, 
Home to his God and country both he’s brought, 
It tuught not Ammon, nor his hardnefs brake, 
He’s made th’ example he refus’d to take. 
Yet from this root a goodly cion fprings, 
Jofiah! bei of men, as well as kings. 
Down weat the calves, with alj their gold and colts, 
The priefts then truly griev’d, Ofiris loft. 
Thefe mad Egyptian rites till! now remain’d; 
Fools! they their worfer thraldem ftill retain’é 
In his own fires Moloch to athes fell, . 
And no more flames mutt have befides his hell. 
Like end Aritartes’ horned image found, © 
And Baal’s fpired ftone to duft was ground, 
No more were men in female habit feen, 
Orthey in men’s by the lewd Syrian queen ; 
No luitfui maids at Benos’ temple fit, 
And with their body's fhame their marriage get. 
‘The double Dagon neither nature faves, 
Nor flies fhe back to th’ Erythrzan waves, 
"The trav'lling Sun fees gladly from on high 
His chariots burn, and Nergal quenched lie. 
"The King’s impartial anger lights on all, 
Frou fly-blown Accaron to the thund ting Baag,, 
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Here David's joy unruly grows and bold, 
Nor could fleep’s filken chain its vi'lence hold, 
Had not the angel, to feal falt his eyes, 
‘The humours ftirr’d, and bid more mifts arife; 
‘When ftraight a chariot hurries fwift away, 
And in it goed Jofiah blecding lay : 
@ne hand’s held up, one ftops che wound ; in vain 
"They both are us'd. ‘Alas! he's lain, he’s flain, 

Jehoigs and Jehoiakim acxt appear ; : 
Both urge that vengeance which before was near. 
He in Egyptian fetters captive dies, 2 
‘This by more conrtcous Anger murder’d lies, 
His fon and brother next to bonds fuftain, 
Yfrael’s now folemn and imperial chain. 
Here’s the laft {cene of this proud city’s ftate ; 
All ills are met, ty’d in one knot of Fute. 
Their endlefs lav’ry in this trial lay ; 
Great God had heap’d up ages in one day + 
Strong works around the walls the Chaldces build, 
‘The town with grief and dreadful bus’nefs fill'd : 
'To their carv’d gods the frantic women pray, 
Gods which aa near their ruin were as they : 
‘At laft in ruthes the prevailing foe, 
Does all the mifchief of proud conqueft thew. 
The wond’ring babes from mother's breails are 

rent, 

And fuffer ills they neither fear’d nor meant. 
No filver rev'rence guards the ftooping age, 
No rule or method ties their boundlefs rage, 
‘The glorious temple fhines in flames all o'er, 
Yet not fo bright as in its gold before. 
Nothing but fire or flaughter meets the eyes; 
Nothing the ear but groans and difmal cries. 
The walls and towers are Jevell’d with the ground, 
And fearce aught now of that vaft city’s found, 
But thards-and rubbifh, which weak figns might 





eep, 
of forepat glory, and bid trav'llers weep. 
Thus did triumphant Affur homewards pafs, 
And thus Jerus'lem left, Jerufalem that was! 
Thus Zedechia iqw, and this not all; 
Before his face his friends and children fall, 
‘The fport of ins‘lent vitors : this he views, 
A king and father once : ill Fate could ufe 
His eyes no more to do their mafter’s fpite ; 
All to be feen fhe took, and next his fight. 
"Thus a long death in prifon he outwears, 
Ecreft of grief’s laft folace, ev'n his tears. 
Then Jeconiah’s fon did foremoft come, 
And he who brought the captiv’d nation home ; 
A row of Worthics in long order pafs’d 
O'er the thort ftage; of ail old Jofeph latt. 
Fair angels pafs'd by next in feemly bands, 
All gilt, with gilded bafkets in their hands. 
Some as they went the blue-cy’d violets ftrew, 
Some Spotlefs lilies in loofe order threw. 
Some did the way with full-blown rofes fpread, 
Their fmell divine, and colour ftrangely red; 
Not fuch as our dull gardens proudly wear, 
‘Whom weathers taint, and winds rude kiffes tear. 
Such, believe, was the firlt rofe’s hue, 
Which, at God’s word, in beauteous Eden grew; | 
Queen of the flowers, which made that orchard 
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With fober pace an heav'nly Maid walks in, 
es looks all fair, no fign of native fin 
‘Through her whole body writ ; Immod'rate Grace 
Spoke things far more than human in her face : 
It cafts a dufky gloom o’er all the Wow’rs, 
And with full beams their mingled light devours. 
An angel ftraight broke from a thin’Sg cloud, 
And prefs‘d his wings, and with dnuch rev'rence 
bow'd; 
Again he bow’d, and grave approach he made, 
And thus his facred meffage fweetly faid: - 
“Hail! full of grace! chee the whole world 
“ fall call 
“ Above all Blefs'd; thee, who fhall blefsthem all. 
« Thy virgin womb in wondrous fort fhall fhroud 
« Jelusthe God; (and then again he bow’d) 
* Conception the great Spirit fhall breathe on thee: 
“ Hail thou! who muft God's wife, God’s mo- 
“ther be.” 
With that his feeming form to heav'n he rear’d, 
(She low obeifance made) and difappear'd. 
Lo! anew flar three Eaftera fages fee 5 
(For why fhavld only earth a gainer be?) 
‘They faw this Phofphor’s infant-light, and knew 
Tt bravely ufher'’d in a fun as new; 
They hafted all this rifigg fun t’adore ; 
With them rich myrrh, ‘and early fpices, bore. 
Wife Men! no fitter gift your zeal could bring 5 
You'll in a noifome ftable find your King. 
Anon athoufand devils run roaring in ; 
Some with a dreadful {mile deform’dly grin ; 
Some ftamp their cloven paws, fome frown, and 
tear 
The gaping fnakes from their black-knotted hair ; 
Asif all gricf, and all the rage of hell 
Weae doubled now, or that juft now they fell: 
But when the dreaded Maid they entring faw, 
All fled with trembling fear and filei@awe: —~ 
Tn her chafte arms th* Eternal Infant lies, 
Th' Aimighty Voice chang’d inte feeble cries. 
Heav’n contain’d virgins oft’, and will do more; 
Never did virgin contain Feav’n before, 5 
Angels peep round to view this myftic thing, 
And halleiuiah round, alt balleluiah, fing. 
No longer could good David quict bear 
‘Th’ unwieldy pleafure which o’erflow’d him here 
It broke the fetter, and burft ope his eye; 
Away the tim‘rous Forms together fly. 
Fix’d ‘with amaze he ftood, and time maft take, 
To learn if yet he were at laft awake. 
Sometimes he thinks that Heav'n this vifion fent, 
And order'd all the pageants as they went + 
Sometimes that only "twas wild Fancy’s play, 
The loofe and featter’d relics of the day. {fair} 
When Gabriel (no blefs‘d fp’rit more kind or 
Bodics and clothes himfelf with thicken’d air ; 
All like a comely youth in life’s frefh bloom, 
Rare workmanfhip, and wrought by heav’nly 
loom ! 
He took for ikiv a clovd moft foft and bright 
“That eer the mid-day fun piere’d thro’ with light; 
Unon his cheeks a lively blush he fread, 
Waih’d from the morning beauty's deepet red 5 
An harmilefs flaming meteor fhone for hair, 
Asd fll adewn bis Gaeulders with Mofe care 3 
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He cuts out a filk mantle from the fkica, - 

Where the moft {prightly azure pleas’d the eyes; 
This he with ftarry vapours fpangles all, 

‘Took in their prime e’er they grow ripe, and fall: 
Of a new rainbow, e’er it fret or fade, 

The choicelt giece took out, a fearf is made ; 
Smail {treamitig clouds he does for wings difplay, 
Not virtuous lovers’ fighs more foft than they ; 
‘Thefe he gilds o’er with the fun’s richelt rays, 


Caught gliding o’er pure ftreams on which he’ 


lays. 

Thus drefe'd the joyful Gabriel pofts away, 
And carries with him his own glorious day 
Through the thick woods; the gloomy fhades 

awhile 
Put on frefh looks, and wonder why they {mile ; 
The trembling ferpents clofe and filent lie ; 
The birds obfcene far from his paflage fly ; 
A fudden fpring waits on him as he goes, 
Sudden as that which by creation rote. 
‘Thus he appears to David; at firft fight 
Ail earth-bred fears and forrows take their flight : 


Cc iij 


DAVIDEIS, 


. °F 

In rufhes joy divine, and hope, and reft ; 

A facred calm fhines through his peaceful breaft. 

* Hail, Man below’d! from higheft heav'’n,” 
faid he, 

“ My mighty Mafter fends thee health by me. 

“The things thou faw’ft are full of truth and 
« light, 

“ Shap’d in the glafs of the divine forefight. 

« Ev'n now old Time is harnefling the Years 

“ To go in order thus: hence, empty fears! 

“ Thy fate’s all white ; from thy blefs’d feed fhall 
“ fpring 

« The promis'd Shilo, the great myftic King. 

« Round the whole earth his dreaded Name fhall 
“ found, 

“ And reach to worlds that muft not yet be found: 

“The Southern clime him her fole Lord fhall 
* ftyle, 

“ Him all the North, ev’n Albion’s ftubborn ifle, 

“ My fellow-fervant, credit what [tell ”* : 

Straight into fhapelefs air unfeen he fell, 


is 
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 Bavid’s flight to Nob, and entertainment there by the High Prieft ; from thence to Gath in difguife, 
where he is difcovered and brought to Achis. He counterfeits himfelf mad, and efcapes to Adul- 
lam. A fhort enumeration of the forces which conié thither tohim, A defcription of the king-- 
dom: of Moab, whither David flies, His entertainment at Moab’s court. A digreffion of the hif- 
tory of Lot, father of the Moabites, reprefented in picture. Melehor's fong.at the feat. Moab 
dcfires Joa torrelate the ftory of David; which he does. His extraétion. His excellency in pocfy, 
and the effects of it in curing Saul’s malady, The Philiftines’ army encamped at Dammin. The 
defcription of Goliath and his arms, His challenge te the Ifraelites. David's coming to the camp.. 
His {peech to Saul to defire leave to fight with Goliath. Several fpeeches upon that occafion, ‘The 
combat and flaughter of Goliath, with the defeat of the Philiftines’ army, Saul’s envy to David. 


‘The characters of Merab and Michel. 


The love between David and Michel, HizSsng at her - 


window. His expedition againft the Philiftines, and the dowry of two hundred forefkins for Mi-- 


chel, with whom he is married. 
of David's flight into the kingdom of Moab, 


© Rais’p with the news ke from. high Heav’n re- 
ceives, 

Straight to his diligent God juft thanks he gives. 
To divine Nobe direéts then his flight 
A. {mall town, great in fame by Levi's right ; 
Js there with {prightly wines and hallow’d bread 
(Pat what's to hunger hallow’d?) largely fed, 
‘The good old prieft welcomes his fatal gueft, 
And with long talk prolongs the hafty feaft : 
He lends him vain Goliath’s facred fword, 
(The fitteft help juft Fortune could aff..rd) 
A {word whofe weight without a blow might flay, 
Able unblunted to cut hofts away ; 
A fword fo great, that it was only fit 

+ 'To take off his great head who came with it. 
‘Thus he arms David; “ I your own reftore 5 
Take it,” faid he, “and ufe it as before. 
* | faw you then, and ‘twas the braveft fight 
*¢ that e’er thefe eyes ow’'d the difcov’ring light. 
* When you ftepp’d forth, how did the moniter 

“ rage, 

* Ip fcorn of your foft looks and tender age ! 


The folemnities of the wedding. 





Saul’s relapfe, and the caufce 


* Some your high fpirit did mad prefumption call, 
“ Some pity'd that iuch youth fhould idly fall: 

“ Th’ uncircumcia’d fmil’d grimly with difdain ; 
“1 knew the day was your’s; { faw it plain.” 
Much more the rev'rend fire prepar’d to fay, 
Wrapp’d with his joy; how the two armies lay; 
Which way the amaz’d foe did wildly flee : 
All that his hearer better knew than he; 
But David's hafte denies all needlefs ftay : 
‘To Gath, an enemy’s land he haftes away, 

Not there fecurc, but where one danger’s near, 
The more remote, though greater, difappear. 

So, from the hawk, birds to.man’s fuccour fice ;. 
So, from fir'd fhips, man leaps into the fea. 
‘There in difguife he hopes unknewa t* abide 
Alas‘ in vain ! what can fuch greatnefs hide ? 
Stones of fmall worth may lie unfeen by day, 
But night itfelf does the rich gem betray. 

Tagal firlt fpy'd him, a Philiftian knidhe, 

Who erft from David's wrath by fhan?ful flight 
Had fav’d the fordid remnant of his ages 
Hencethe deep fore of envy mix’d withtrage. 
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Straight with a band of foldiers, tall and rough, 
Trembling, for {carce he thought that band 
enough, 

On him he feizes, whom they afl had fear'd, 

Had the bold youth in his own shape appear’d. 

And now this wifh'd-for, but yet dreadful prey, 

To Achis’ court they led in hafte away, 

‘With all unmanly rudenefs which does wait 

Upon th’ immod’rate vulgar’s joy and hate. 

His valour now and ftrength mutt ufelefs lie, 

And he bimfelf muft arts unufual try. 

Sometimes he rends his garments, nor does fpare 

The goodly curls of his rich ycllow hair + 

Sometimes a violene laughter ferew’d his face, 

‘And fometimes ready tears dropp’d down apace : 

Sometimes he fix’d his ftaring eyes on ground, 

Asid fomctimes in wild manper hurl'd them round; 

More full revenge Philiftines could not with, 

But call ’t the jultice of their mighty Fith, 

‘They now ih height of anger let him live, 

And freedom ‘too, t’ increafe his fcorn, they give. 

Hé, by wife madnels freed, does homeward fice, 

And rage niakes them all that he feem’d to be. 
Near to Adullam, is anaged wood, 

An hill, part earth, part rocky ftone, thete ftood, 

Hollow and vaft within, which Nature wrought, 

Asif by’ her fcholar Art fhe had been taught : 

Hither young David with his kindred came. 

Servants and friends ; many his Spteaaing fame, 

Many their wants or difcontents, did call; 

Great men in war, and almoft armies all! 

Hither’ cani¢ wile and valiant Joab down, . 

One to whom David's felf muft awe his crown 5 

A mighty man, had not fome cunning fin, 

Amidft fo many virtues crowded in. 

With him Abifhai came, by whom there fell 

At once threg@wtindred ; with him Afahel ; 

Aithel ! fwifter than the Northern wind; 

Scarce could the nimble motions of his mind 

Outgo his feet : fo ftrangely would he run, 

Phat T felf perceiv’d not what was done. 

Oft o'er the lawns and meadows w9eld he pafs, 

His weight unknown, and harmlefs to the grafs; 

Ofe’ o'er the fands and hollow duft would trace, 

Yet no one atom trouble or difplace. : 

Unhappy Youth ! whofe end fo near I fee! 

“Vhere’s nought but thy ill fate fo fwift.as thee. 

__ Hither Jeffides' wrongs Benaiah drew, 

He who the vaft exceeding’ monfter flew. 

Th Egyptian like an hill himfelf did rear, 

Like fome tall tree upon it feem’d his pyar 3 

But by Benviah’s ftaff he fell o’erthrown; ~ 

The earth, as if worft ftrook, did loudeft groan. 

Such was Benaiah ; in a narrow pit 

He faw a lion, and leap’d down to it: 

As cas’ly there the royal beaft he tore 

As that itfelf did kids or lambs before. 

Him Ira follow’d, a young lovely boy, 

But full of {p’rit, and arms was all his Joy + 

Ott when a child, he in his dream would fight 

With the vam ajr, and his wak’d mother fright 5 

Ofe would he ‘Avot young birds, and as they full 

Would Jaugh, gnd fancy them Philiftines all: 

And now at Ipme no longer wouid he flay, 

Though yct Eb face did fearce his fox betray. 
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Dodo's great fon came next, whofe dreadfil hand 
Snatch'd ripen’d glories from a conq’ring band, ~ 
Who knows,not Dammin, and that barley-field, 
Which did a firange and bloody harvet yield, 
Many befides did this new troop increafe § 

Adan, whofe wants made him unfit for peace ¢ 
Eliel, whofe full quiver did always bear 

As many deaths as in it arrows were 5 

None from his hand did vain of inn’cent flee ¢ 


Scarce Love or Fate could aim fo well ashe. ~ 


Many of Judah took wrong’d David's fide; 
‘And many of old Jacob's youngelt Tribe ; 
But his chief firength the Gadite foldiers are, 
Each fingle man able to o’ercome a war! 
Swift as the darts they fling through yielding ‘irg 
And hardy all as the ftrong ftill they bear s 
A lion’s noble rage fits in their face, , 
Terrible comely ! arm’d with dreadful’ grace! 

TW’ undaunted Prince, though thus well guards 

ed here, 

Yet his flout foul durit for his parents fear ; 
He fecks for them a fafe and quiet feat, 
Nor trufts his fortune with a pledge fo great. 
So when in hoftile fire rich Afia’s pride 
For ten ycars’ fiege had fully fatinfy’d, 
£neas ftole an a& of higher fame, _ 1% 
And bore Atrchifes through the wand’ rinig flame} 
A nobler burden and a richer prey, : 
Than all the Grecian forees bore away. 
Go, pious Prince! in peace, in triumph, go; 
Enjoy the conqueft of thine overthrow } 
‘Tu ‘ave fav'd.thy Troy would far lefs glorions tig: 
By this thos overcom'ft thelr victory, an 
Moab next Judah, an old kingdom, lies : 
Jordan their touch, and his curs’ fea, dentes: — 
‘They fee north-ftars from o’er Amoreus’ ground; 
Edom and Petra theinfouth part does bound + 
Eaftwards the Jands of Cufh and Anmton lie, 
The morning’s happy beams they firft efpy : 
The region with fat foil and plent}’s blefs'd, 
A fail too gond to be of old poffels'd 
By monftrous Emins; but Lot’s offspring came, 
And conquer’d both the people and the name; 
Till Seon drave them beyond Arnon’s flood, 
And their fad bounds mark’d deep in their own 
In Hefbon his triumphant court he plac'd, {blood ; 
Hefbon! by men and Nature itrangely grac'd.: 
A glorious town, aud fill'd with all delight 
Which peace could yield though well prepar’d for 
But this proud city, and her prouder lord, [fights 
Felt the keen rage of Uracl’s facred fword 5 
Whilft Moab triumphed in her torn eftate, 
To fee her own become her conqu’ror’s fate. 
Yet that fmall remnant of Lot’s parted crown 
Did, arm’d with Ufrael’s fins, pluck Ifraél down, 
Full thrice fix years they felt fierce Eglon’s yoke; 
"Till Ehud's fword God's vengeful meflage {poke ; 
Since then their kings in quiet held their own ; 
Quiet, the good of a not-envy’d throne : 
And now a wife old prince the fceptre fway’dy 
Well by his fubjetsand himfelf obey’d : 
Only before his fathers’ gods he fell; 
Poor wretched Man! almoft too good for hel}}. 
Hither does David his blefs’d parents brings 


:# 


With hamble-greatnefs begs of Moab’s kicg 


Sc bij 
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Abraham purfues and flays the vidtor’s-hoft ; 
Scarce had their conqueft leifure for a boat. 
Next this tvas drawn the recklefs cities’ flame, 
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A fale and fair abude, where they-might live 

Free from thole ftorms with which himfelf mutt 
ftrive. 


‘The King with cheerful grace his {uit approv'd, _ 

By hate to Saul and love te virtue mov’d. 

“ Welcome, great Kuight, ahd your fair troop,” 
(id he ; : 

“ Your name found welcome long before with me; 

“ That to rich Ophir’s rifing morn is known, 

* Ard firetch’d ont far to the burnt fwarthy zone. 

* Swilt Fame, when het round journcy fhe docs | 
take, 


*, © Scorns not fomctimes us in her way to take. 


“ Are you the mau did that huge giant kill? 
“ Great Baal of Phegor ! and how young he’s till 


. © From Ruth we heard you came; Ruth was born 


* hete, 
“In Judah fojourn’d, and, they fay, match’d there 
“ To ote of Bethleh’m, which [ hope is truc: 
*« Howe’er, your virtues here entitle you: 
“ Thofe have the beft alliance always been} 
* To gods as well as men they make us kitl.” 

He Spoke, and ttraight Jed in his thankful guefts, 
"To? a ffatcly room prepar'd for thews and featts : 
‘The room with golden tap’ftry glifter’d bright, 
At once to pleafe, and to confound the fight, 

‘Th’ excellent work of Babylonian hands ; 
In midft a table of rich iv'ry ftands, 


"By three fierce tigers and three lions borne, 


| Which grin, aid frarfaily the place adorn ; 
' Widely thicy gape, und to the eye they roar, 


As if they bunger’d for the food they bore, 
«About it beds of Lybian citron ftood, 


* With cov'rings dy’d in Tyriau fithes blood, 


¢ And Lot talks with them both on cither fide. 
“Another pi@ute to curs’d Sodom brings 


_ Whilft in a pit the vanquith’d Bera lay, 


hey faw th’ Hereulean 


but meft deiiyght 

Some pictures gave to David's learned fight. 

Here fev'ral ways Lot and great Abram go, 

“Where tou much wealth, va’ and unkind, does 
grow ? 

"Thus cach Extreme to equal danger tends ; 

Plenty as well as wautcan fep’rate friends. 

Here Sodem’s tow’rs raife their proud tops on 
high; 

The tuw’rs as well as men outbrave the fky : 

By it the waves of rev’rend Jordan run, 

Here green with trees, there gilded with the fun, 

Hither Lot's houfehold comes, a num'rous train, 

Acd all with various bus'nefs fill the plain 

Some drive the crowding flicep with rural hooks, 

They lift up their mild heads and blect in looks : 

#ome drive the herds: here a fierce bullock fcorns 

‘Th’ appointed way, and rene with threar’ning 
horns; 

Jn vain the herdman calls him back again; 

"The dogs Rand off afar, avd barks in vain. 7 

8 me lead the grvaning waggons, loaded high 

With fluff, on top of which the maidens lic: 

Upon tull camels the fair filters ride, 








Elam’s proud lord, wich his three feavanc kings; 
‘They fack the town, and bear Lot hound away, 


Bury’d almoft alive for fear of death ; 
But Heav'n’s juil vengeance fay'd as yt is breath. 





When a ftrange hell pour’d down from heav'n 
there catne. 

Here the two angels from Lot’s window look 

With fmiling anger; the lewd wretches frock 

With fudden blindnefs, feck in vain the door; 


Their cyes, firft cuule of luft, firtt vengeance bore 5 


‘Through liquid air heav’n’s bufy foldiers fy, 

And drive on clouds where feeds of thunder lie, 

Here the fad fky glows red with difmal ftreaks; 

Here lightiing from itwith thort trembling breaks: 

Here the blac flames of fealding brimftone fall, 

Involving fwiftly in one ruin all : 

The fire of trees and hovfes mounts on high, 

And meets half-way new fires that thow’r from fky. 

Scme in their arms {natch their dear babes away 5 

At once drop down the father’s arms and they : 

Some into waters leap with kindled hair, 

And, more to vex their fate, are burnt ¢v’n there. 

Men thought, fo much a flame by art was fhewn, 

The picture's felf would fallin afhes down. 

Afar old Lot tow'rd little Zoar hies, 

And dares not move (good Man!) his weeping 

Behind his wife Rood ever fix'd alone, [eyes. 

No morte a woman, not yet quire a ftone : 

A lafting death feiz'd on her turning head; 

One check was rough and white, the other red, 

And yet a cheek ; in vain to fpeak the flrove ; 

Her lips, though ftone, a little feem’d to move. 

One eye was cios’d, furpris d by fadden night, 

The other trembled.-ftill with parting light: 

The wind admir'd, which her hair lvofely bore, 

Why it grew ftiff, and now would play no more. 

To Heav'n fhe lifted up her freezing hands, 

And to this day a fuppliant pillar ftands, 

She try’d her heavy font from ground w fear, - 

And rais’d the heel, bat her toes rooted there, 

Ah! foolish Woman ! who mutt always be 

A fight more firange than that fhe turn’d to fee ! 
Whilft David fed with thefe his curious eye, 

The feaft is now ferv'd in, and down they lie, 

Moab a goblet takes of mafly gold, 

Which Zippot, and from Zippor all of old 

Quaft to their gods and friends, an health goes 

round 

In the brik grape of Arnon’s richeft ground ; 

Whilft Melchor to his harp with wondrous fill 

(For fuch were poets then, and fhouid be ftill) 

His‘nuble verle through Nature's fecrets lead 5 

tle fung what fp’rit through the whole mafs is 

fpread, 

Ev'ry where all; how heav’ns God's law approve, 

And think it reft eternally to nove : 

How the kind fun ufefully comes and goes, 

Wants it himfelf, yet gives to man repofe ¢ 

How his round journey does for ever laf, 

And how he baits at ev'ry fea in hafte. 

He fung how earth blots the moon’s gilded wane, 

Whilt foolifh men beat founding brals in vain ; 

Why the great waters her flight hort: obey, 

Her changing horns, net conftanter ti an they. 

He fang how grifly comets hang in ait 

Why firurd and plagrcs attcad their fo al hair; 
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God's beacons for the world, drawn up fo far, 
‘To publifh ills, and raife all earch to war : 
‘Why contrarics feed thunder in the cloud ; 
What motions vex it till it roar fo loud ; 
How lambent fires become fo wondrous tame, 
And bear fuch fhining winter in their flame : 
‘What radiant pencil draws the watry how ; 
‘What ties up hail, and picks the ficecy fnow ¢ 
‘What palfy of the earth fhakes up fix’d hills 
From off her brows, and here whole rivers fpills. 
‘Thus did this Heathen Nature’s fecrets tell, 
And fometimes mife'd the caufe, but foughe it well. 
Such was the fauce of Moab's noble feaft, 
Till night far {pent invites them to their reft z 
Only the good old prince ftays Joab there, 
And much he tells, and much defires to hear 
He tells deeds antique ; and the new defires 5 
Of David much, and much of Saul, inquires. 
“ Nay gentle Gueft !” faid he, “ fince now you're 
« The flory of your gallant friend begin: Lin, 
« His birth, his rifing tell, and varlous fate, 
“ And how he flew that man of Gath of late. 
“What was he call’d? that huge and monftrous 
“ man,” : 
With that he ftopp'd, and Joab thus began : 
© His birth great Sir! fo much to mine is ty’d. 
© hat praife of that might look from me like pride: 
© Yet without boaft, his veins contain a flood 
* Of th’ old judean Lion’s richeft blood. 
* From Judah Pharez, from him Efrom came, 
© Ram, Nafhon, Salmon, names {poke loud by Fame. 
«A name no lefs ought Boaz to appear, 
* By whofe blefs’d niatch we come no flrangers 
here. 
« From him and your fair Ruth good Obed fprung, 
* From Obed Jeffe, Joelle! whom Fame’s kindeft 
- * tongue, 
® Counting his meth, and high nobil’ty, fhall 
* Not Jufle of Obed, but of David, call, 
* David born to him feventh ; the fix births pait, 
* Brave trials of a work more great at Juft. 
* Blefs me! how fwift and growing was his wie! 
' The wings of Time flagg’d duily after it! 
* Scarce pait a child, all wonders would he fing 
* Of Nature's law, and power of Nature’s King. 
* His fheep would fcorn their food to hear his lay, 
* And favage beafts ftand by as tame as they : 
« The fighting winds would ftop there, and admire, 
* Learning confent and concord from his lyre : 
© Rivers, whofe waves roll’d down aloud before, 
« Mute as their fifh, would liften towards the fhore. 
**L'was now the time when firft Saul God for- 
* fook, 
© God Saul ; the room in’s heart wild paffions took : 
© Sometimes a tyrant frenzy revell’d there, 
* Sometimes black fadnefs, and deep, deep defpair. 
“No help from herbs or learned drugs he finds, 
* They cure but fometimes bodies, never minds. 
© Mufic alone thofe forms of foul could lay ; 
* Not more Saul theth, than mufic they obey. 
« David's now fent for, and his harp muft bring ; 
* His harp! that magic bore on ev'ry ftring. 
* When Saul’s r de paffions did moft tumult keep, 
* With his foft sotesthey all dropp’d downadleep : 
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“night, 
* He with quick flrains rais’d them to life and light. . 
* Thus cheer’d he Saul, thus did his fury “fuage, 
« Till wars began, and times tore fit for rage. 
« To Helah plain Philiftian troops are come, 
* And War's loud noife ftrikes peaceful mufic 
* dumb. 
* Back to his rural care young David goes ; . 
* For this rough work Saul his ftout brethren 
© chofe ; : 
He knew not what his hand in war could do, 
Nor thought his {word could cure men’s madnefs _ 
© too 
Now Dammin’s deftin’d for this fcene of blood; 
On two near hills the ewo proud armies ftood 5 
Between a fatal valley ftretch’d out wide, 
And death feem’d ready now on either fide; 
When, lo! their hoft rais’d all a joyfut fhout, 
And from the midf an huge and monftrousman | 
* ftepp’d out. 3 
Aloud they fhouted ; at each ftep he took 
We and the earth itfelf beneath him fhook : 
Vaft as the hill down which he march’d he’ ap " 
© pear’d, ab. 
Amaz’d all eyes. nor was their army fear’d. 
A young tall {quire (tho’ then he feem’d not fo) ° 
Did from the camp at firft before him go; 
At fir he did, but fearce could follow ftraight, | 
Sweating bencath a thield’s unruly weight, “ 
On which was wrought the gods’ and giants’ 
* fight, 
Rare work! all Gil’d with terror and delight. 
Here a vaft hill ’gainft thund’ring Baal was © 
* thrown, 
‘Trees and beafts on’t fell burnt with lightning 
One flings a mountain, and its river too, [down. 
Torn up with it ; that rains back on him that 
* threw. 
Some from the main to pluck whole iflands try 5+ 
‘The fea boils round with flames fhot thick from 
‘ 
iky. 
This he Deliew'd, and on his fhield he bore, 
And prais’d their firength, but thought his own * 
* was more. 
© The valley now this monfter feem’d to fill; 
* And we (methought) look’d up t’ him from 
* ons bill. 
All arm’d in brafs, the richeft drefs of war, 
(A difmal glorious fight) he hone afar. 
‘The Sun hinielf ftarted with fudden fright, 
To fee his beams return fo difmal bright. 
Brats was his helmet, his boots brafs ; and o’er 
His breaft a thick plate of ftrong brafs he wore; 
His fpear the trunk was of a lofty tree, _ (bes 
Which Nature meant fome tall fhip’s maft fhould “ 
‘The huge iron head fix hundred thekels weigh’d, 
And cf whole bodies but one wound it made 
Able D.ath’s worft command to overdo, 
Deftroying life at once, and carcais teo. 
"Vhus arm'd he ftood, all direful, and all gay, 
And round him flung a {coinfel leok away. 
So when a Scythian tyger gazing round, 
* An herd of kine in fome fair plain has found, 


are 
* Lowing fecure, he fwells with angry pride, 

© And cails forth all his {pots on ev'ry fide : 

© Thén flops, and hurls his haughty eyes at all, 

€ Ia choice of fome ftreng neck on which to fall , 
* Almoft he {corns fo weak, fo cheap a prey, 

© And grieves to fee them trembling hafle away.’ 
* Ye men of Jury!” he cries, “ if men you be, 


, “ And fuch dare prove yourfelves to Fame and me, 


 Choofe out ’mongft all your troops the. boideft 
“« knight, 
“ To try: his ftrength and fate with me in fight : 
“ The chance of war let us two bear for all, 
“And they the conqu’rors ferve whofe knight 
Shall fall.” 
© ‘At this he paus’d awhile; flraight,” “ I defy 
“ Your Gods and you; dares none come down 
and diet . 
* Ga back, for fhame, and Egypt’s flav’ry bear, 
Or yield to us, and ferve more nobly here. 
Alas! ye’ve no more wonders to be done, 
* Your forc’rer Mofes now, and Jofua, is gone ; 
Your magic trumpets then could cities take, 
And founds of tric ph did your battles make : 
Spears in your harids, and ‘manly fwords, are 
“ vain; , 
® Get you your fpells and conj'ring rods again. 
« Is there no Samfon here ? oh! that there were ! 
© Ip his full frength and long enchanted hair ; 
« This {word should be in the weak razor’s flead ; 
**-Jt fhould not cut his-hair off, but his head,” 
* "Thus he blafphem'd aloud; the vallies round, 
‘ Flatt'ring his voice, reftor’d the dreadful found : 
* We turn’d us trembling at the noife, and fear'd 
© We had behind fome new Goliath heard. 
© "Twas Heav'n, Heav’n, fure, (which David’s 
* glory meant 
« Through this whole ag) fuch faced terror fent 
© To all our hoft; for there was Saul in place, 
¢, Who ne’er faw-tear but in his enemies’ face ; 
« His godlike fon there in bright armour fhonc, 
© Who fcorn’d to ccaquer armics not alone : 
Fate her own book miftrufted at-the fight, 
On that fide war, on this a fingle fight, 
‘THere ftood Benaiah, and there trembled too, 
He who th’ Egyptian proud Goliath flew : 
In his pale fright rage thro” his eyes thot flame, 
He faw his ftaff, and blufh’d with gen’rous fhame 
Thoufands befide ftood mute and heartlefs there, 
Men valiant ali; nor was | us’d to fear, 
« ‘Thus forty days he march’d down arm’d to 
® fight ; 
Once evry mora he march’d, and once at night. 
© Slow rofe the fun, but gallop’ down apace, 
© With more than evening biufhes in his face ; 
* When Jefic to the camp young David fent 
© His purpofe low, but high was Fate’s intent : 
* For when the montler's pride he faw and heard, 
* Round him he fook’d, and wonder'd why they 
« fear’d. : 
* Anger and brave difdain his heart poffefs’d, 
© Thoughts more than manly fwell’dhis youthful 
- © breaft. 
* Mach the rewards propos'd his fpirit inflame, 
© Saul’s danghter much, and much the voice w 
§ Fasnc, 


‘ 
‘ 
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Thefe to their juft intentions flrongly move, 

But chiefly God, and his dear country’s love. 

Refolv'd for combat, to Saul’s tent he's brought, 

Where thus he {poke as boldly as he fought :° 

“ Henceforth no more, great Prince! your fa- 

“ cred breaft 

With tha: huge talking wretch of Gath moleft; 

This hand alone fhall end his curfed breath ; 

Fear not, the wretch blafphemes himfelf to 
“ death; 

And cheated with falfe weight of his own might, 

Has challeng’d Heav’n, not us, to fingle fight. 

Forbid it, God, that where thy right is try'd, 

The ftvength of man fhould find juft caufe for 
pride! 

Firm like fome rock, and vaft he feemisto fland, 

But rocks, we know, were op’d at thycommand,. 

That foul which row does fuch large members 
* fway, [ways 

Through one {mall wound will crecp in hafte a- 

And he who now dares boldly Heav’n defy, 

‘To ev'ry bird of Heav’n a prey fhall lie? 

For ’tis not human force we ought to fear ; 

Did that, alas! plant our forefathers here ? 

Twice fifteen kings did they by that fubdue ? 

By that whole natiéns of Goliaths flew ? 

The wonders they perform’d may ftill be done; 

Mofes and Jofua is, but God’s not gone. [fill : 

We've loft their rod and trumpets, ‘not their 

Pray'rs and belief are as ftrong witchcraft fill, 

Thete are more tall, more giants far than he, 

Can reach to heav’n, and thetice pluck vi@ory. 

Count this, and then, Sir! ntine th’ advantage 
© is: 

He's ftronger far than T, my God thant his.” 

“ Amazenient feiz’d on all, and {Rume to fee 

Their own fears fcorn’d by oié“-xoung as hee 

Brave Youth!” replies the King, “ whofe daring 
“ mind,’ 

F’er come to manhood, leaves it quite behind ; 

Referve thy valour fur more equal fight, — 

And let thy body grow up to thy fpright: 

Thou'rt yet too tender for fo rude a foe, 

Whote touch would wound thee more than hinz 
« thy blow. 

Nature his limbs only for war made fit, 

In thine, as yet, nought befide Love the 'as writ, 

With fome lefs foe thy upflefh'd valour try 5 

This monfler can be no firft victory. 

‘Ihe lion’s royal whelp docs not at firft, 

For blood of Bafan balls, or tigers, thirft; 

Ya titm’rous deer he hanfels his young paws, 

And leaves the rugged bear for firmer claws, 

So vaft thy hopes, fo unproportion’d be, 

Fortune would be afham’d to fecond thee.” 

© He faid, and we all zaurniur’d an affent; 

But nought moves David from his high intent. 

It brave to him, and ominous, does appear, 

Te be ‘oppos'd at firft, and conquer here; [age, 

Which he refolves, “ Scorn not,” fays he, “ming 

For viet'ry comes not like an herjtage, 

At fet years. When my father’s tock’ fed, 

A bear and tion, by fierce hunger ‘led, [aways 

Broke from the wood, and faatch 1 my lambs’ 

Eremtheirgrimmoyths Hore'd she anting prey : 
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“ Both bear and lion: ¢y’n this hand did kill, 
“ On our great oak, the hopes and jaws hang 
«fill, 
“ My God’s the fame, which then he was, to-day, 
“ And this wild, wretch almoft the fame as they, 
“ Whp From fuch danger fav’d my flock, will he 
“ Of Ureel, his own flack, lefs careful be ?”” 
“« Be’t fo then,” Saul burfty forth, “ and Thou 
* on high, B 
“* Who oft’ in weaknefs d6ft moft ftrength defcry, 
“ At whofe dread beck Conqueft expecting ftands, 
“And cafts no look down on the fighters’ hands, 
“© Asift what thou infpir’t; and let all fee, 
‘* As boys to giants, giants are to thee ” 
‘ Thus, and with trembling hopes of ftrange 
* fuccels, 
« In his own arms he the.bold youth does drefa, 
* On his head an helm of well-wrought brafs is 
* plac’d, i 
* The top with warlike plumes feverely grac’d : 
* His breaft a. plate cut with rare figures bore, 
* A fword much practis’d in Death's art he wore : 
* Yet David, us’d fo long to no defence, 
‘ But thofe light arnts of fpirit and innocence, 
“ No good in fight of that gay burden knows, 
* But fears his own, arms’ weight more than his 
© foe's. f 
* He loft himfelf in that difguife of war, 
* And guarded feems, as men by prifons are, 
* He, therefore, to exalt the wondrous fight, 
« Prepares now, and difarms himfelf for fight. 
* 'Gaint thield, helm, breaftplate, and initead of 
* thot, 2 
* Five tharp fmooth ftones from the next brook 
“ ‘he chofe, 
* And fits them to his, 1] 
“© Por fword, his gammy 
« We all with Viow paffion ftrangely gaz’d, 
* Some fad, fomé™fham’d, fome angry, all amaz’d. 
‘ Now in the valley he ftands; through his 
_ £ youthful face 
‘ “Wrath checks the beauty, and theds manly grace ; 
‘Both in his looks fo join’d, that they might 
© move 
* Fear ev’n in friends, and from an en’my love ; 
“ Hot as ripe Neon, fweet as the blooming Day, 
* Like July furious, but more fair than May. 
* Th’ accurs’d Philiftine ftands on th’ other fide, 
* Grumbling aloud, and fmiles ‘twixt rage and 
* pride.’ 
“ The plagues of Dagon! A {inooth boy,” fays he, 
* A curled, beardlets foe, oppos’d to me ! 
Hell! with what arms (hence, thou fond child!) 
“* he’s come! 
“ Some friend his mother call to drive him home. 
® Not gone yet ? If one minute more thou flay, 
“* The birds of heav’n fhall bear the dead away. 
“ Gods! a curs'd bey!” * The relt then murm’ring 
* out, 
“ He watks, and cafts a deadly grin about. 
«© David, with cheerful anger in hia eyes, 
* Advances boldly on, and thus replies ;’ 
Thon com’ft, v.iin Man ! all arm’d into the field, 
“¢ And trufteft chofe war toys, thy fword and 
“© fhield; , 
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* ‘Thy pride?s my fpear, thy blafphemies my fwords 
“ Mp hhield thy Baker; Fool! the mighty Lord 
“ Of thee and battles; who hgth fent forth me; 
“ Unarm’d thus, not to fight, but conquer thee; - 
“ In vain hall Dagon, thy falfe hope, withftand ; 
« In vain thy other god, thine own right-hand, 
“ Thy fall to man fhall Heav’n’s ftrong -juftice 
« thew; {do.”* 
“* Wretch ! ’tis the only good: which thou can’h 
" * He faid; our hoft ftood dully filent by, 
* And durft not truft their ears againft the eye. 
* As much their champion’s threats to him. they 
© fear’d, {heard 
* As when the moniter’s threats to them they, 
‘ His flaming fword th’ enraged Philiftine thakes, 
* And hatte to his ruin with loud‘curfes makes, 
* Backward the winds his ative curfes-blew, 
‘ And fatally round his own head they-few: -- 
‘ For now from David's fling the ftone is f % 
‘And ftrikes, with joyful noife; the: tie ; 
* head: Ce ae 
‘ It ftrook his forehead, and pierc’d deeply 'thete,. 
* As {wiftly as it piefe’d before. the air. {grounds 
* Down, down he falls! and bites -in’ vain: the 
* Blood, brain, and foul, crowd mingled through 
* the wound. 
‘ Soa ftrong oak, which many years had food, 
* With fair and flourifhing boughs, itfelf 2 wood, 
‘ Though it might long the axe's violence bear, 
* And play’d with winds which other ‘trees’ vie 
¢ tear, 4 Sgt 8 fteries” 
* Yet by the thunder’s ftroke ‘from thetgdt"tts' 
< So fure the blows that from high Heav' dte fet 
‘ What tongue the joy and wonder cas‘eftpreth, —* 
* Which did that moment our whole hom 
* Their jocund shouts th’ ait liké a Morm'did'téar, 
* Th’ amazed clouds fled fwift away “with feat; - 
* But far more fwife th’ accurs’d: Philiftines fty. 
‘ And their ill fate to perfeg, bafelydic: [ftrown, 
‘ With thoufand corpfe the ways’ around are. 
‘ ‘Till they, by the day’s fight, “cure their own. 
‘ Now through the camp founds nought but Da~ 
* vid’s name ; . 
© Alljoys, of feveral ftamp and colours, came + 
* From feveral paffions: fome his valour praife, 
* Some his free ipecch, fome the fair pop'lar rays, | 
* Of youth, and beauty, and his modeft guife : 
« Gifts that mow’d all, but charm’d the female eyes. 
* Some wonder; fome they thought it would be 
* fo twear ; . 
* And fome faw angels flying throiigh the-ajr : 
* The bafett fpirits caft back a crooked glance 
* On this great a@, and fain. would give it te 
* Chance, ‘ 
* Women our hoft with fongs and dances rin ee, 
* With much joy Saul, David with ‘sore, Rey 
* greet. = 
* Hence the King’s politic rage and envy flows, 
Which firft he hides, and feeks his life to expofe 
Te gen’rous dangers, that his hate might clear, 
And Fate or Chance the blame, nay, David bear. 
So vain are man’s defigns! for Fate and Chance, 
And Earth and Heav’n, confpir’d to his advance’ 
His beauty, youth, courage, and wondrous -wit, 
Ig all mankind but Saul did love beget, 
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© Not Saul’s own houfe, not his own néarcit blood, 

* The noble caufe’s facred force withitood. 

* You've met,no douht, and kindly us’d the fame 

$ OF godlike Jonathan’s illuftrious name ;. 

* A name which ev'ry wind to heav’n would bear, 

€ Which men to fpeak, and angels joy to hear. 

* No Angel c’er bore to his brother-mind 

* A kindnefs more exalted and refin’d 

© Than his to David, which look’d nobly down, 

* And fcorn’d the falfe alarums of a crown. 

© At Dammin field he flood ; and from his place 

* Leap'd forth, the wond’rous conqu’ror to em- 
© brace; 

* On him his mantle, girdle, fword, and bow, 

* On him his heart and foul, he did beftow. 

* Not all that Saul could threaten or perfuade, 

* In this clofe knot the fmalleft loofenefs made. 

* Oft’ his wife care did the King’s rage fufpend, 

‘ His own life’s danger fhelter’d oft’ his friend, 

* Which he expos'd, a facrifice to fall, 

“ By th’ undiicerning rage of furious Saul. 

* Nor was young David's active virtue grown 

* Strong and triumphant in one fex alone ; 

“ Inperious beauty, too, it durft invade, 

* And deeper prints in the foft breaft it made ; 

‘ For there t” cfteem, and Friendfhip’s graver 

* Paffion was pour’d like oil into the flame. (name, 

* Like two bright eyes in a fair body plac’d, 

* Saul’s royal houfe two beauteous daughters 
© grac’d: 

* Merab the firft, Michel the younger nam’d, 

“ Both equally for different glories fam’d. 

“ Merab with fpacions beauty fill’d the fight, 

* But too much awe chaftis’d the bold delight. 

* Like a calm fea, which to th’ enlarged view 

Gives pleafure, but gives fear and rev'rence too; 

Michel's fweet looks clear and free joys did move 

And no efs ftrong, tho’ much more gentle,love ; 

Like virtuous kings, whom men rejoice t’ obey, 

Tyrants themfelves lefs abfolute than they. 

Merab appear’d iike fome fair princely tow’r ; 

Michel fome virgin queen’s delicious bow’r, 

All beauty’s ftores‘in little and in great ;) 

But the contracted beams fhot fierceft heat. 

A clean and lively brown was Merab’s dye, 

Such as the prouder colours might envy : 

Michel's pure fkin fhone with fuch taintlefs 

« white, 

* As{catter’d the weak rays of human fight; 

* Her lipsand cheeks a noblet red did thew, 

* Than e’cr cn fruits or flow'rs Heav'n’s pencil 
¢ drew, 

* From :Merab’s eyes ficrce and quick lightnings 
* came; $ 

“ Frogi Michel’s, the fun’s mild, yet active, flame. 

* Merjb’s long hair was gloffy chefnut brown, 

* Yrefles of paleft gold did Michel crown. 

* Such was their outward form; and one might 

* A diffrence not unlike it in the mind. [find 

« 

‘ 

. 


Merab, with comely majefty and ftate, 
Bore high the advantage of her worth and fate : 
Such humble fweetnefs did foft Michel thew, 
* ‘That none who reach'd fo high ¢’cr ftoop’d fo 
+ boy. 
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* Merab rejoic'd in her wreck’d lover's pain, 
* And fortify’d her virtue with difdain : 
* The grief fhe caus’d gave gentle Michel grief ; 
She with’d her beauties lefsfor their relief; 
Ev’n to her captive civil ; yet th’ excefs 
Of naked virtue guarded her no lefs, [ vex, 
Bus'nefs and pow’r Merab’s large thoughts did 
Her wit difdain'd the fetters of her fex ; 
Michet no Jefs difdain'd affairs and noife, 
Yet did it not from ignorance, but choice. 
In brief, both copies were more fweetly drawn, 
Merab of Saul, Michel of Jonathan. 
‘ The day that David great Goliath flew, 
Not gréat Goliath’s fword was more his due 
Than Merab : by Saul’s public premife the 
Was fold then, and betreth'd to Victory : 
But haughty the did this juft match defpife ; 
Her pride debauch’d her judgment and her eyes, 
An unknown youth, ne'er feen in court before, 
Who fhepherd’s ftaff and’ fhepherd’s habit bore, 
The feventh-born fon of no rich houfe, were ftill 
Th’ unpleafant forms which her high thoughts 

« did fill; 
And much averfion in her ftubborn mind 
Was bred, by being promis’d and defign’d. 
Long had the patient Adriel humbly borne 
The roughctt thocks of her imperious feorn ; 
Adricl the rich, but riches were in vain, 
And could not fet him free, nor her enchain... 
Long liv’d they thus ; but as the hunted deer, 
Clofely purfu’d, quits all her wonted fear, 
And takes the neareft waves, which from the 
She oft with horror had beheld before; [{hore 
So whilft the violent maid from David fled, 
She leap’d to Adricl’s Jong-avoided bed. 
The match was nam’d, agreed, and finith’d 

« ftraight ; ete SS 
So foon comply'd Saul’s envy with her hate- 
But Michel, in whofe breaft all virtucs move, 
That hatch the pregnant feeds of facred love, 
With jufter eyes the noble objec meets, - 
And turns all Merab’s poifon into fweets, . 
She faw, and wonder’d how a youth unknown 
Should make all fame to come fo foon his own : 
She faw, and wonder’d how a fhepherd’s crook 
Defpis'd that fword at which the {ceptre fhook. 
Though he feventh born, and though his houfe 

* but poor, 
She knew it noble was, and would be more. 
Oft’ had the heard, and fancy’d oft’ the fight, 
With what a gen’rous calm he march’d to fight: 
In the great danger how exempt from fear, 
And after it from pride he did appear. 
Greatnefs and goodnefs, and an air divine, 
She faw through all his words and aétions fhine. 
She heard his elcquent tengue, and charming 

¢ lyre, 
* Whofe artful founds did violent love infpire, 
* Though us'd all osher paffions to relieve : ‘ 
* She weigh’d all this, and well we may conceive, 
* When thofe ftrong thoughts attack’d her doubt- 

« ful brea, 2 

© His beauty no lefs adtive ‘than tl * reft. 
*« The fire, thus kindled, foon grew f. :rce and great, 
* When David’s breft reflected bak its heat. 
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* Soon fhe perceiv'd (fcarce can love hidden lie 

«© Frem any fight, much Tefs the loving eye) 

! She conqu'ror was, as well as overcome, 

* And gaiu’d no lefs abroad than loft at home, 

* Evia the firfl hour they mt (for fuch a pair, 

* Who in all mankind elfe fo matchlefs were, 

© Yet their own equals, Nature's felf does wed) 

« A mutual warmth through both their bofoms 
* fpread. 

fate gave the fignal; both at once began 

The gentle race, and with juft pace they ran. 

Ev’n fo (methinks) when two fair tapers come 

From feveral doors, ent’ring at once the room, 

With a fwift fight that leaves the eye behind, 

Their an’rous lights into one light are join’d. 

Nature herfelf, were fhe to judge the cafe, 

Knew not which firft began the kind embrace. 

Michel her medeft flames fought to‘conceal, 

But love ev’n th’ art to hide it does reveal. 

Her foft unpra¢tis'd eyes betray'd the theft, 

Love paft through them, and there fuch foot~ 
© theps left. : {fpoke 

© She bluth’d when he approach’d, and when he 

© And fuddenly her wand'ring anfwers broke, 

© At his name's found, and when fhe heard him 

© prais'd, rais’'d 

© Wich concern’d hafte her thoughtful leoks fhe 

* Unceull’d-for fighs oft’ from her bofom flew, 

* And Adlriel’s a@ive friend the’ abruptly grew. 

Ott’ when the court's gay youth ftood waiting 

She flrove to a& a cold indifferency ; [by, 

In vain fhe adted fo conftrain’d a part, 

For thoufand namelefs things difclas’d her heart. 

On th’ other fide, David, with filent pain, 

Did in refpeétful bounds his fircs contain. 

His humble fear t’ offend, and trembling awe, 

Jamnos’d-2 him-a0 lefs rig’rous law 

« bkgn. modeicy-6n her 5 and though he ftrove 

* To make her fee it, he durft not tell his love. 

“ To tell it firft the tim’#ous youth made choice 

© Of Mufic's bolder and more active voice ; 

“And thus beneath her window did he touch 

© His faithful lyre, the words and numbers fuch 

¢ As did well worth my memory appear, 

* And may perhaps deferve your princely ear.’ 


cm 

Awake, aweke, my Lyre! 

And tell thy filent mafter’s humble tale, 

In founds that may prevail ; 

Sounds that gentle thoughts infpire, 

‘Though fo exalted the, 

And I fo lowly be, 

‘Tell her fuch diff’rent notes make all thy harmony. 
nh 

Hark! how the flrings awake ! 

And though the moving hand approach not near, 

‘Themfelves with awful fear 

A kind of num’roug trembling make, 

Now all thy forces try, 

Now all thy charms apply, 

Revenge upon her ear the conquefts of her eye. 
i, 

Weak Lyre! fay virtue, fure, 

4s ufelefs hore, ‘ince thou art only found 

% 
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To cure, but not to wound, 

And fhe to wound but not to cure. 

Too. weak, too, wilt thou prove 

My paffion to remove; 

Phyfic to other ills, thou’rt nourifhment to love. . 
iv. 

Sleep, fleep again, my Lyre! 

For thou canft never teil my humble tale 

Tn founds that will prevail, 

‘Nor gentle thoughts in her infpire ; 

All thy vain mirth lay by, 

Bid thy ftrings filent lie, {die. 

Sleep, fleep again, my Lyre! and let thy mafter 


* She heard all this, and the prevailing found 
Touch’d with delightful pain her tender wound; ~ 
Yet tho’ fhe joy’d th’ authentic news to hear, 
Of what fhe guefs’d before with jealous fear, 
She check’d her forward joy, and blufh’d for. 

« fhame, 
And did his boldnefs with forc'd anger blame. 
The fenfelefs rales which firftfalfe honour taught, 

And into laws the tyrant cuflom brought, 
Which women’s pride and folly did invent, 
Their lovers and themfelves, too, to torment, 
Made her next day a grave difpleafure feign, 
And all her words, and all her looks conftrain 
Before the trembling youth; wha, when he faw 
His vital light her wonted beams withdraw, 
He curs’d his voice, his fingers, and hislyre, - 
He curs’d his too bold tongue, and bold defire =. 
tn vain he curs’d the Jaft, for that ftill grew; 
From all things food its ftrong complexion drew 
His joy and hope their cheerful motions ceas’d, 
His life decay’d, but ftill his love increas’d ; 
Whilft ihe whofe heart approv’d not her difdaim, 
Saw and endur’d his pains with greater pain, 
But Jonathan, to whom both hearts were known, 
With a concernment equal totheir owe, 

Joyful that Heav’n with his {worn love comply’d, 
‘Yo draw that knot more faft ~which he had ty’d, 
With well-tim'd zeal, and with an artful care, 
Reftor’d, and better’d foon the nice affair : 
With cafe a brother's lawful pow’r o’ercame 
"The formal decencies of virgin-fhame, 

She firit with all her heart forgave the pat, 
Heard David tell his flames, and told her own 

* at laft. Y 

Lo! here the happy point of profp'rous love, 
Which ev'n enjoyment feldom can improve ! 
Themfelves agrecd, which {carce could fail alone, 
All Mfrael’s with concurrent with their awn, 

A brother’s pow’rful aid firm to the fide, 

By folemn vow the King and father ty'd; 

All jealous fears, all nice difgaifes pak,. 

All that in lefs-ripe love offends the tafte,/ 

In cither’s breaft their fouls both meex, and wed, 
Their heart the nuptial temple and the bed + 
And tho’ the groffer cates were yet not drefs'd, 
By which the bodies mutt fupply this feaft, 

Bold hopes prevent flow pleafure’s ling’ring 
« birth, 

As faints, aflvr’d of heav’n, enjoy "t on earth. 

All this the King obferw’d, and well he faw 

What fcandal and what danger it might draw, 


are 

© T’ oppofe this juft and pop'lar match, but meant 

© To out-malict-all refufals by confent. [prove ; 

‘ He meant the pois’nous grant fhould miortal 

© He meant to enfnare his virtue by his love : 

© And-thus-he to him {poke, with inoreof art 

* And fraud than well became’ the kingly part.’ 

“ Your valour, David! and high werth,” faid 
To praife is all men’s‘duty, mine to fee (he, 
“ Rewarded; and we fhall to our utmoft powers 
* Do with like.care that part as you did your's. 
“ Forbid it, God! we like thofe kings fhould 

« prove, [love. 

Who fear the virtues which they're bound to 

Your piety does that tender point fecure, 

& Nor will my adts fuch humble thoughts endure, 

Your nearnefs to it rather fupports the crown, 

“ And th’ honours giv'n to you increafe our own, 

“ All that we can, we'll give; ‘tis our intent, 

* Both as a guard and as at ornament, [prove ; 

* To place the next ourfelves: Heav’n does ap- 

“- And my fon’s friendfhip, and my daughter’s 

™ Jove, 

Guide fatally, methinks, my willing choice ; 

I fee, methinks, Heav’n in it, andJ rejoice. 

« Bluth not, my Son! that Michel’s love I mame, 
Nor need fhe bluth to hear it; ’tis no thame 
Nor fecret now; Fame does it loudly tell, 

+ And all men but thy rivals like it well. [mine, 

If Merab’s choice could have comply’d with 

Merab, my elder comfort, had been thine ; 

And her's, at laft, thould have with mine com- 

« ply'd, 

Had I not thine and Michel’s heart defcry’d, 

‘Take whom thou lov’ft, and who loves thee ; 

* the taft 
And deareft prefent made me be the chafte 
« Ahinoam ; and unlefs fhe me deceive, 

«< When { to Jonathan my crown fhall leave, 

« *Twill be a {maller gift. 

If thy gen’rous thoughts may undertake 

To guels, theyTare what jointure thou fhale 

"© make 

* Fitting her birth and fortune; and fince fo 

“ Guftom ordains, we mean to exact it too. 

* The jointure we exact is that fhall be 

* No fefs advantage to thy fame than the. 
® Go where Philiftine troops infeft the land; 

* Renew the terrors of thy conqu’ring hand ; 

When thine own hand, which needs muft con- 

“ qu’ror prove, 

« {n this joint caufe of honour and of love, 

* An hundred of the faithlefs foe fhall flay, 

“ And for a dower their hundred forctkins pay, 

* Be Michel thy reward, Did we not know 

“ Thy mighty fate, and worth that makes it fo, 

“ We fhould not cheaply that dear blood expofe, 

* Which we to mingle with our own had chofe; 

“ But thou’rt fecnre ; and fince this match of thine 

* We to the public benefit defign, 

* A public good hall its beginning grace, 

« And give triumphant omens of thy race.” 

* Thus fpoke the King: the happy youth 

* bow'd low, 
© Medeft and graceful his great joy did thow ; 


Rees 


ae 


ec 


DAVIDETS. 


Book ITI, 

* The noble tafk well pleas'd his generous mind, 

« And nought to'except againft it could he find, 

* But that his miftrefs’ price too cheap appear’d 

« No danger but her fcorn of it he fear’d. 

* She with much different fenfe the news rectiv’ds 

© At her high rate fhe trembled, bluth’d, and 
© griev'd: 4 

€ *Twas a lefs work the conqueft of his foes, 

* Than to obtain her leave his life t’expofe. 

* their kind debate on this folt point would prove 

‘ Tedious and needlefs to repeat ; if love 

* (As fure it has) eer touch'd your princely breaft, 

« *Twillto your gentle thoughts at full fuggeft 

* All that was done or faid; the grief, hope, fears, 

* His troubled joys, and her obliging tears. 

* In all the pomp of paffion’s reign they part, 

* And bright prophetic forms enlarge his fieart ; 

‘ Vidl’ry and Fame, and that more quick delight 

* Of the rich prize for which he was to fight. 

* Tow'rds Gath he went; and in one month (fo 

« A fatal and a'willing work is done) [Yoon 

* Adouble dower, two hundred forefkins, brought, 

* OF choice Philiftine knights with whom he 
* fought ; 

© Men that in birth and valour did excel, 

* Fit for the caufe and hand by which they fell. 

* Now was Saul caught, nor longer could delay 

* The two refiftlefs lovers’ happy day. 

* Though this day’s coming long had feem’d,and, 
* flow, BA 

* Yet feem'd its ftay as long and tedious now ¢ 

“ For now the violent weight of eager Jove 

-Did with more hafte, fo near its centre, moves 

“ He curs’d the ftops of form and ftate which lay, 

* In this laft ftage, like fcandals in his way. 

* Ona large gentle hill, crown'd with tall wood, 

* Near where the regal Gabaan dy teow 

* A tent was pitch’d, of greem: Wrought serarafk 
« made, . 

© And feem’d but the frit foreft’s nat’ral thade; 

* Various, and vaft within, on pillars borne =; 

© Of Shittim wood, that ufefully adorn : 

* Hither, to grace the nuptial feaft, does Saul 

© Of the Twelve Tribes th’ Elders and Captains 
« call, 

© And all around the idle, bufy crowd, 

© With thouts and bleffings tell their joy aloud. 

© La! the prefs breaks, and from theif fev',al homes 

* In decent pride the bride and bridcgroom comes. 

* Before the bride, in a long double row, 

* With folemn pace, thirty choice virgins go, 

* And make a moving Galaxy on earth; 

© All heav’nly beauties, all of higheft birth, 

* All clad in livelieft colours, frefh and fair, 

* As the bright flow’rs that crown’d their bright- 
© er hair; 

* Allin that new-blown age which does infpire 

© Warmth in themfelves, in their beholders fire. 

© But all this, and all elfe the fun did e’er, 

* Or Fancy, fee, in her lefS bounded Sphere, 

« The bride herfelf outfhone; and one would fay 

* They made but the faint dawn to her full day. 

* Behind a numerous train of ladidy went, 


* Who on their drefs much fruitlefggare had fpents 
4 3 
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* Vain gems, and unregarded coft, they bare, 


§ For all men’s eyes were ty'd to thofe before. 

The bridegroom’s flourifhing troop fill’d next 
* the place, 

With thirty comely youths, of nobleft race, 

‘That _march’d before, and Heav’n around his 
® head 

‘The graceful beams of joy and beauty fpread. 

So the glad ftar which men and angels love, 

Prince of the glorious hoft that fhines above, 

No light of heav'n fo cheerful or fo gay, 

Lifts up his facred lamp, and opens day. 

The King himfelf, at the tent’s crowned gate, 

In all his robes of ceremony’ and ftate, 

Sat to receive the train : on either hand 

Did the High Prieft and the Great Prophet ftand. 

Adriel behind, Jonathan, Abner, Jefe, 

And all the chiefs, in their due order prefs, 

Firft Saul declar’d his choice, and the Juk caufe 

Avow'd by a”gen’ral murmur of applaufe, 

Then fign’d cher dower, and in few words he 
« pray’d, 

And blefs'd, and gave the joyful trembling maid 

‘'T” her lover's hands, who with a cheerful look 

And humble gefture the vaft prefent took, 

The nuptial hymn ftraight founds, and minfics 
* play, 

And feafts and balls fhorten the thoughtlefs day 

To all but to the wedded; till at laft, 

The long-with'd night did her kind thadow caf: 

At laft th’ ineftimable hour was come, 

* Yo Idad his conqu'ring prey in trismph home, 

« To a palace near, drefe'd for the nuptial bed, . 

* (Part of her dower) he his fair princefs led, 
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* Saul, the High Prieft, and Samuel, here they 
* leave, 

* Who, as they part, their weighty bleffings give. 

Her vail is now put on; and at the gate 

The thirty youths and thirty virgins wait ~ 

With golden lamps, bright as the flames they 
* bore, 

To light the nuptial-pomp, and march befores 

‘The reft bring home in ftate the happy pair 

To that laft fcene of blifs, and leave them there, 

All thofe free joys infatiably to prove, 

Which with rich Beauty feats the glutton Love. 

« But fcarce,alas! the firft fev'n days were patt, 

In which the public nuptial-triumphs laft, 

When Saul this new alliance did repent 5 ; 

Such fubtle cares his jealous thoughts torment, ~ 

He envy'd the good. work himfelf had done, 

Fear’d David lefs his fervant than his fon. 

No longer his wild wrath could he command; 

He feeks to ftain his own imperial hand 

In higfon’s blood ; and that twice cheated too, 

With troops and armies does one life purfuc. 

Said I but one ? his thirfty rage extends 

T” the lives of his kindred and his friends ; 

Ev'n Jonathan had dy'd for being fo, 

Had not juft God put by th’ unnat’ral blow, 

* You fee, Sir, the true caufe which brings -ue 

No fullen difcontent or groundlefs fear 3 heres 

No guilty a& or end calls us from home, ~ 

Only to breathe in peace awhile we come, 

Ready to ferve, and in mean {pace to pray : 

* For you, who us receive, him who drives 
* away. : a : 
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$ BOOK Iv. 


The Contents. 


MOAR carries his guefts to hunt at Nebo; in the way falls in difcourfe with David, and defircs to 
know of him the reafons of the change of governmnt in Ifrael. How Saul came to the crown, and 
;the Qory of him and Jonathan. Davi’s fpeech, containing the ftate of the Commonwealth under. 
the Judges. The motives for which the people delired a king. Their deputy’s fpeech to Samuel 
pon that fubjed, and his-reply. The affembling of the people at the Tabernable, to inquire God's 
afure. God’s Speech. The charaéter of Saul; his anointing by Samucl; and eledtion By lot : 

the defection of his people. ‘The war of Nahas king of Ammon againft Jabes Gilead. Saul and Jo- 
nathan’s relieving of the town. Jonathan's character; his fingle fight with Nahas, whom he flays, 
and defeats his army. "The confirmation of Saul’s kingdom at Gilgal, and the manner of Samuel’s 


quitting his office of Judge. The war with the Philiftines at Macmas; thei 
weaknefs of Saul’s forces; his exercifing of the prieftly fun@ion, and the judgmen 


lenovaceAGy 


Samuel againft him. Jqnathan’s difcourfe with his efquire; their falling alone upon the cnemy’s 


out-guards at Senes, 


by which Jonathan is to be put to death, but is faved by the people. 


"Tsovcu ftate and kind difcourfe thus robb'd the 

night 7 
Of half her nat’ral and more juft delight, 
‘Moab, whom temp’rance did {till vig’rous keep, 
And regal cares had us’d to mod’rate fleep, 
Up with the fun arofe; and having thrice 
‘With lifted hands baw'd towards his fhining rife, 
And thrice towards Phegor, his Baal’s holieit hill, 
(With goad and pious pray’rs directed ill) 
Call’d to the chafe his friends, who for him ftay’d; 
‘The glad dogs bark’d, the cheerful horfes neigh’d. 
Moab his chariot mounts, drawn by four fteeds, 
‘The beft and nobleft that frefh Zerith breeds, 
All white as fnow, and fprightful as the light, 
With fcarlet trapp’d, and foaming gold they bite. 
He into it young David with him took, 
Did with refpe& and wonder on him look 
Since lat night's ftory, and with greedier ear 
‘The man, of whom fo much he heard, did hear. 
"Phe weli-born youth of all his flourifsing court 
March gay behind, and joyful, to the fport. 

2 





and after upon the whole army ; the wonderfyl defeat of it, Saul’s rath vow, 


Some arm’ with bows, fome with ftraight 
jav'lins ride, 

Rich fwords and gilded quivers grace their fidc. 

’Midft the fair troop David's tall brethren rode, 

And Joab, comely as a fancy’d god; 

They entertain’d th’ attentive Moab lords 

With loofe and various talk that chance affords, 

Whilft they pac’d flowly on; but the wile King 

Did David's tongue to weightier fubje&s bring. 

“ Much,” {aid the King, “ much I to Joab owe, 

« For the fair pidture drawn by him of you : 

«Twas drawn in little, but did acts exprefs 

* So great, that largeft hiftories are lefs, 

“ I fee (methinks) the Gathian monfter ftill, 

“ His fhape, lait night, my mindful dreams did fill, 

* Strange tyrant Saul, with envy co purfue 

« ‘The praife of deeds whence his own fafety gren? 

« Pve heard (but who can think it?) that his fon 

“ Has his life’s hazard for your friendfhip run; 

“ His matchlefs fon! whole woah Gf Fame ba 
* true : i 

*¢ Lifts him "bove all his countrym zn but you, 





rength,and the * 


Set IP. 


‘© With whom it makes him one.” Low David 
But no reply Moab’s fwift tongue allows. [bows, 
“And pray, kind Gueit! whilft we ride thus,” 
fays he, . i 
* (To gameful Nebo ftill three leagues there be) 
« The ftory of your royal friend relate, 
“ And his ungovern’d fire’s imperious fate ¢ 
“ Why yout great ftate that namelefs family chofe, 
« And by what fteps to [frael’s throne they rofe.” 
He ftay’d ; and David thus: ‘* From Egypt’s land 
* You've heard, Sir, by what ftrong unarmed 
“hand, 
* Our fathers came; Mofes their facred guide, 
* But he in fight of the giv’n country dy’d. 
¢ His fatal promis'd Canaan was on high, 
* And Jothua’s fword mult th’ active rod fupply. 
“It did fo, and did wonders, 
* From facred Jordan to the Weftern main, 
* From weil-clad Libanus to the Southern plain 
© Of naked fands, his winged conquefts went, 
* And thirty kings to hell uncrown’d he fent. 
* Almoft four hundred year’s from him to Saul, 
©1In too much freedom pafs'd, or foreign thrall. 
© Off’ ftrangers’ iron {ccptres bruis’d the land, 
"(Such ftill are thofe borne by a conqu’ring hand) 
* Olt’ pitying God did well-form’d fpirits raife, 
* Vit for the toilfome hus’nefs of their days, 
* To free the groaning nation, and to give 
* Peace firft, and then the rules in peace to live. 
“ But they, whofe ftamp of pow’r did chiefly lie 
© In characters too fine for moft men’s eye, 
“ Graces and gifts divine, not painted bright 
“ With ftate to awe dull minds, and force t’affright, 
* Were ill obey’d whilft living, and at death 
“heir roles and pattern vanith’d with their 
* breath, 
<The hepery richall near them did devour, 
‘hey-gudgewas Appetite, and their law was 
WPow'r, 
“Not Want itfelf could Luxury reftrain, 
« For what that cmpty'd, Rapine fill’d again. 
-* Robbery the field, Oppreffion fack’d the town ; 
« What the fword’s reaping fpar'd was gleaned by 
* the Gown, 
* At courts and feats of juitice to complain, 
© Was ta be robb’d more vexingly again: 
© Nor was their uit lefs active or lefs bold, 
* Amidtt this rougher fearch of blood and gold. 
* Weak beauties they corrupt, and force the ftrong; 
«The pride of old men that, and this of young. 
‘You've heard, perhaps, Sir, of lewd Gibeah’s 
« thame, {name ; 
© Which Hebrew tongues ftill tremble when they 
« Alarni'd all by one fair ftranger’s cycs, 
© Asto a fudden war the town does rife ; 
« Shaking and pale, half dead e’er they begin 
* The ftrange and wanton tragedy of their fin + 
© All their wild lufts they force her to fuftain, 
« Till by thame, forrow, wearinefs, and pain, 
« She ‘niidit their loath’d and crucl kindnefs dies, 
* Of monftrous Luft the innocent facrifice. 
© This did (‘tis true) a civil war create, 
he frequeyt curle of our loofe govern’d ftate) 
All Gibeah’’, and all Jabes’ blood it ceft ; 
* Near a whe ¢ tribe, and future kings we lof. 
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« Firm in this general earthquake of the tard, 

* How could religion, its main pillar, fland? 

© Proud and fond man his father’s worfhijs hates; 

*« Himfelf, God’s creature, his own god creates. 

* Hence in each houfehold fev’ral deities grew, 

¢ And when no old one pleas’d, they frarii'd a news 

The only lahd which ferv'd but one before, 

* Did th’ osily then ail nations’ gods adore. 

© They ferv’d their gods at firit, and foon their 
* kings 3 

¢ Their choice of that this latter flav’ry brings ; 

«Till fpecial nien, arni’d with God’s warrant, broke 

« By jufteft force th’ unjuftly forced yoke: 

© All matchlefs perfons, and thrice worthy they 

* Of power miore great, or lands more apt t’obeys 

* At laft the priefthood, join’d in Ithatnar’s fong 

* More weight and luftre to tlie {ceptre won ¢ 

* But whilft mild Eli and good Samuel were 

* Bufy'd with age, and th’ altar’s facred care, 

© To their wild ions they their high charge commit, 

* Who expofe to {corn and hate both them and ita 

* Eli's curs’d houfe th’ exemplar vengeance beara 

© Of all thcir blood, and all fad Iftael’s teats, 

* His fons abroad, himfelf at home, lies flain, 

* Ifrael’s captiv’d, God’s ark and law are ta’en. 

© Thus twice are nations by ill princes vex’d; 

* They fuffer by them fist, nd for them next, 

* Samuel fucceeds. Since Mofes, none, before, 

«So much of God in his bright bofom bore.. 

* In vain dur arnis Philiftian tyrants feiz’d} |: 

* Heav'n’s magazines he opett’d when he pleas’dy.. 

« He rains and winds for auxiliaries brought j 

“He muufter’d flames and thunders when he 
* fought. 

© Thus thirty years with ftrong and fteddy hands 

* He held th’ unfhaken balance of the land. 

* At laft his fons th’ indulgent father chofé 

‘ To fliare that ftate which they were botn to lofe, 

* Their hateful adts that change’s birth did hafte, 

* Which had long growth i’ th’ worth of ages paft, 

« To this (for ftill were fomie great periods fet, 

« There’sa ftrong knot of fev'ral caufes met) 

© The threats coricurr'd of a rough neighb'ring wat, 

© A mighty ftorm, long gath’ring from afar 

¢ For Athmon, heightci'd with'mix’d riations’ aid, 

© Like torrents fwoln with rain prepar’d the land. 
* tlinvade. 

* Samtel was old, and hy his fon’s ill choice, 

* Turn’d dotard in th’ unfkilful vulgar’s voice 

* His fons, fo fcorn’d arid hated, that the land 

“Nor hop’d nor wifh'd a vid’ry from their hand, 

* Thefe were the juft and faultlefs caufes why 

* The gen’ral voice did for a Monarch ery. 

* But God ill grains did in this incenfe fmell 5 

© Wrapp’d in fair leaves he faw the canker dwell. 

“A mutinous itch of change, a dull defpair 

© Of helps divinc oft’ prov’di a faithlefs care . 

© Of common means; the pride of heart and feorn 

© OF th’ humble yoke under low Judges borne; 

* They faw the ftate and glitt’ring pomp, which 
* blefs’d, 

© In vulgar fenfe, the fceptres of the Eaft; 

‘They faw hot pow’rs true fource, and {corn 
* t’ob 

* Porfons that Jook’d no dreadfuller than they ; 

Da 


as 


* They mifs'd courts, guards, a gay and num’rous 
“train; 
* Our Judges, like their laws, werc rudéand plain. 
* On an old bench of wood, her feat of ftute, 
* Beneath the well-known palm, wile Deb’rah fat : 
¢ Her maids with comely diligence round her {pun, | 
* And the, ton, when the pleadings there were done. j 
© With the fante goad Samgar his oxen drives, 
« Which tonk, the fun before, fix hundred lives 
* From his fhamd foes. he midit his work deale 
* laws, 
€ And oft’ was his plough ftopp’d to-hcar a caufe. 
* Nor did great Gideon his old flail difdain, 
* After won ficlds, fack’d towns, and princes flain ; 
* His fceptre that, and Ophra’s thrething-floor, 
* ‘The feat'and emblem of his juftice bore. 
* What fhould 1 Jair, the hapyicft father, name? 
* Or mournful Jephtha, known no lefs to Fame 
* For the moft wretched : both at once,did keep 
©The mighty flocks of Mracl and their fheep : 
© Ofv’ from the ficld in hadke they fummon’d were, 
“Some weighty foreign embafly to hear ; 
«’Yhey call’d their faves, their fons, and fricnds, 
* around, 
“Who all at feveral cares were fcatter'd found 5 
¢ They wash d their feet, their only gown put on, 
* And this chief wofk of ceremony was done, 
«"Thefe reafuns, and all elfe that could be faid, 
«In a sips hour by fa@ious Eloquence {pread 
« Through all the tribes, made all defire a King ; 
« And to their Judge felected deputies bring 
4 This harfh demand, which Nacol for the reft 
© (A bold and artful mouth) thus with much grace 4 
« cxprefs'd,’ {rears 
We're come, moft Sicred Judge! to pay th’ ar- 
Of much-ow'd thanks for the bright thirty ycurs 
“ Of your jult reign, and at your feet to lay 
« All-that our grateful hearts can weakly pay 
“In unproportion'd words; for you alone 
« The not unfit reward, who feek for none: 
“ But when oar forepaft ills we cafl to mind, 
“And fadly think hw little’s Jeft behind 
“ Of your important life, whofe fudden date 
“ Would diliuherit th’ unprovided fiate ; 
“ Whea we confider how unjuft’tis, you, 
aft Who ne'er of pow'r more than the burden knew, 
* At once the weight of that and age fhould have, 
* Your ftooping days prefs'd doubly tow’rds the 
6 rave 5 
Whon we behold hy Arnmon's youthful cage, 
Proud in th’ advantage of your peaceful age, 
And all th’ united Eaft, our fall conipir’a, 
And that your fons, whom chiefly we defir’d 
Asitutnps of you in your lov'd room to glace,« 
« By uolike acts that noble Ramp deface ; 
© Midtt thefe new fears and ills w: 
# Yq a new, and yet unpraclis'd,. ceinedy 5 
* A new onc, but long promiv‘d and foretold 
« By Motes, and to Abraham fhewn of old; 
* A prophecy long forming in the womb 
“ Qf teeming years, and now to ripeuefs 
* @ Thigremedy’s a ing; for this we all 
“ With an inipir’d and zealous union call : 
nd in oné found when all men’s voices join, 
The mjufic’s tun’d, no doubt, by hand divine, 
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Tis God alone {peaks a whole nation’s voice ; 
“ That is his public language; but the choice 

“ Of what peculiar head that crown muf bear, 
“ From you, whe his peculiar organ arc, 

* We? expect to hear; the people thall to you 

« "Pheir king, the ing his crown and people owe. 
“ To your great name what luftre will it bring 


| © T" have been our Judge, and to have made our 


“« King ! 
© He bow’d, and ended here; and Samuel ftraight, 

© Paufing awhile at this great queftion’s weight, 

‘ With a grave figh, and with a thoughtful eye, 

* That more of care than paili.n did celery, 

* Calmily replies :* “* You're {ure the firit,” fays he, 

* Of free-born men that begg'd for flavery, 

1 fear, my frieuds! with heav’aly manna fed, 

“ (Our old forefather’s crime) we lutt for bread. 

« Long fince by God from bondage drawn, I fear 

* We build anew th’ Egyptian brick-kilu here. 

“ Cheat not yourlelves with words; for though 
“a king 

« Be the mild name, a tyrant is the thing + 

“ Let his power loofe, and you fhall quickly fee 

“ How mild a thing unbounded man will be: 

© He'll lead jou forth your hearts’ cheap blood 

+ to fpill, 

“«* Where’ a his guidelefs paffion legds his will, 

“ Ambition, luft, or fpleen, his wars will raife, 

« Your lives’ beft price histhirft of wealth or praife. 

«© Your ableft fons for his proud guards he'll cakg, 

** And by fuch hands your yoke more grievous 
“ make. 

* Your daughters and dear wives he’ll force away 

“ His lux’ry fome, and fome his luft, obey. 

* His idle friends your hungry toils thall cat, 

“ Drink your rich wines, mix’d with your blood 
“and fweat. se 

“ Then you'll all figh, but figno “sill rhions 2g 

And foe your griels themfelves, or Woks, 

“ Robb'd even of hopes, when you thefe ills fuftain, 

“ Your wat'ry eycs you'll then turn back in vain 

“On your old Judges, and perhaps on me, - 

“ Nay, ev’a my fons, howe'er th’ unhappy be 

“ In your difpleafure now; not Vd clear 

“ Their guilt, or mine own innocence endear 5 

“ Wienefs th’ Unutterable Name, there’s nought 

“ Of private ends into this queftion brought : 

“ Bur why this yoke on your own necks to draw > 

“ Why man your God, and paffion made your 
aw??? 

“ Methinks,” (Thus Moab interrupts him here} 

“ ‘The good old fecr "gaint kings was too fevere. 

“ *Tis jeft to tell a people that they’re free : 

“Who, or how many, fhall their mafters be 

“ Is the fole doubt: laws guide, but cannot reign ; 

« And though they bind not kings, yet they re- 
“ firain, 

« | dare affirm (fo much_I trnft their love) 

“ ‘That no one Moabite would his fpeech approve. 

“ But, pray, go on.” © ’Tis true, Sis, he replies; 

* Yet men whom age and action renders wile, 

“So muuch great changes fear, that they belicve 

* All eviss will, which may, from them arrives, 

* On men refelv'd thefe chreats wer: {pent in vais 

* AH that his pow'r or eloquence could obtain 

















Book IV, 


* Was to inquire God’s will, c’er they proceed 

* To a work that would fo much his bieffing need. 

* A folemn day for thie great work is fet, 

* And at the Ancinted Tent all {frael met 

* Expect th’ event, Below fair bullocks fry 

« In hallow’d flames; above there mount on high 

« ‘The precious clouds of incenfe ; and, at laf, 

© The fpriukling, pray’rs, and all due honours paft, 

* Lo! we the facred bells 0’ the fudden héar, 

«And in mild pomp grave Samuel does appear ; 

“ His ephod, mitre, well-cut diadem, on, : 

* Th’ oraculous {tones on his rich breaftplate fhone: 

* Tow’rds the blue curtains of God’s holieft place 

‘(The Temple’s bright third heav’n) he turn’d 
« his face: 

* Thrice bow’d he, thrice the folemn mufic play’d, 
* And at third ref thus the great Prophet pray'd.” 
« Almighty God! to whom all men that be, 

* Owe all they have, yet none fo much as we; 

Who though thou fill’ the fpacious world alone, 

** Thy too fmall court, haft made this place thy 
“ throne; 

With humble kitees, and humbler hearts, lo! here 

“ Blefe'd Abraham’ sfeed implores thy graciousear: 

“ Hear them, great God ! and thy juft willinfpire; 

“From thee, their long known King, they a 
“ king defire : 

« Some gracious fign of thy good pleafure fend, 

“ Which, lo! with fouls refign’d we humbly here 
* attend,” 

« He fpoke, and thrice he bow’d, and all about 

* Silence and reverend horror feiz'd the rout: 

* The whole tent fhakes, the flames on th’ altar by 

In thick dull rolls mount flow and heavily : 

* The fev'n lamps wink; and what docs moft 
* difmay, 

‘Th’ orac’lous gems fhut in their nat'ral day : 

“0. AfiBy's BOER grew pale; the em’rald by 

“Sd; a cloud o'ercaft the fapphire’s fky; 

* The di’mond’s eye look’d fleepy, and fwift night 

* Of all thofe little {uns eclips’d the light : 

‘ Sad figns of God’s dread anger for our fin; 

* But ftraight a wondrous brightnefs from within 

‘ Strook through the curtains, for no earthly cloud 

* Could thofe ftrong beams of heav'nly glory 
* fhroud : 

* The altar’s fire burnt pure, and ev'ry ftone 

* Their radiant parent, the gay fun, outihone : 

* Beauty th’ illuftrious vifion did impart 

‘ To ev'ry face, and joy to ev'ry heart. 

«In glad effets God's prefence thus appear'd, 

‘And thus in wondrous founds his voice was 
“heard :” 

This ftubborn land fins ftill; nor is it thee, but us 

(Who've been fu long their King) they feek to 
caft off thus. 

Fivéhundred rolling ycarshachthisftiff sation Grove 

‘To exhauft the boundiefs ftores of our unfathom'd 
love, 

Be't fo then; yetyonce more, are we refolv'd to try 

‘T’ outweary them through all their fins’ variety 5 

Affemble,ten days hence, the nam’rous people here, 

To draw the royal lot which our hid mark fhail 
bear, / 
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Difmifs them now in peace; but their next crime 
_  fhall bring 
Ruin without redrefs on them, and on their King. -_ 
* Th’ Almighty {poke ; th’ aftonifh’d people part, 
* With various ftamps imprcfs'd on ev'ry he: 
* Some their demand repented, others prais’ 
* Some had no thoughts at all, but flar’dand gazid. 
© There dwelt a man, nam’d Kis, in Gibeah 
* town, 
* For wifdom much, and much for courage known 
* More for his fon; his mighty fon was Saul, : 
* Whom Nature, e’er the lots, to a throne did calf, 
* He was much Prince, and when or wherefoe’er 
* His birth had been, then had he reign’d and there. 
* Such beauty, as great ftrength thinks no difgrace; 
* Smil’d in the manly features of his face : . 
* His large black eyes, fill’d with a fprightful light 
¢ Shot forth uch lively and illuftrious night, 
« As the funbcams on jet reflecting thew} 
€ His hair as black, in long curl’d waves did flows 
* His tall ftraight body amidft thoufaads ftood, > 
€ Like fome fair pine o’erlooking all th’ ignoblee 
* wood, 
© Of all our rural {ports he was the pride; 
* So {wift, fo ftrong, fo dext’rovs, none befides 
© Refit was his toil, labours his uf and game ; 
“No nat'ral wants could his fierce diligence tame, 
* Not thirft nor hunger; he would journies go 
< ‘Uhrough raging heats, and take repofe in fnow, 
© His foul was ne’er unbent from weighty care, 
* But active as fome mind that turns a {phere. 
« His way once chofe, he forward thruft outright, 
‘ Nor ftepp’d afide for dangers or delight, 
© Yet was he wife all dangers to fatefee ; 
* But born t’affright, and sot to fear, was he, 
* His wit was trong, nat fife ; and on his tongue 
« Anartlefs grace, above all eloquence, hung.’ 
* Tocfe virtues, too, the rich unufual drefs 
* Of modefty adorn’d, aud humblenefs : 
* Like a clear varnith o'er fair pictures laid, 
* Mor¢ frefh and lafting they the colours made t 
© Till pow’r and vi'lent fortyne, which did find 
© No ftop or bound, o’erwhelnr'd no Iefs his mind g 
© Did, deluge-like, the nat’ral forms deface, 
“And brought forth unkoown montfters in theit 
£ place. 
* Forbid it, God! my mafter’s fpots fhould be, 
«Were they not feen by all, difclos’d by me ! 
« But fuch he was; and now to Ramah went 
© (80 God difpos’) with a ftrange low intent ; 
© Great God! he went loft affes to inquire, es 
© And afmall prefent, his {mall queftion’ shire, 
© Brought fimply with him to that man to gives 
* From whom high Heav’n's chief giltshe muft 
* receive, ‘ 
* Strange play of Fate! when mightieft haman things 
* Hang on fuch fmalf imperceptible ftrings! 
© Twas Samuel's birth-day, a glad annual feaft 
+ All Ramah kept; Samuel his wond’ring guet 
© With fuch refpeét leads to it, and does grace 
* With the choice meats 0” the feaft, and highef& 
* place : 
* Which done, him forth alone the Prophet brings, 
© And feats bis tavifh’d ears with nobler things: 
Dag ; 





ae 
4 He tells the mighty fate to him aflign'd, 
* And with great rules fills his capacious mind : 
* Then takes the facred vial and does fhed 
* A crown of miftic dfops around his head ; 
* Drops of that_royal motfture which docs know 
* No mixture, and difdains the place below. 
* Saon comes the kingly day, and with it brings 
« A new account of tine upon bis wings. 
* The people met, the rites and pray’rs all paft, 
* Behold! the Heav'n inftruéted lot is caft;. 
* Tis taught by Heav'n its way, amd cannot mifs; 
* Forth Benjansin, forth Jeaps the houfe of Kis. 
‘ As glimm’ring flare juft at th’ approach of day, 
* €atheer’d by troops, at lait drop all away ; 
* By fuch degrees all men’s bright hopes are gone, 
© And, like the fun, Saul’s lot fhines all alone. 
* Ev'n here, perhaps, the people’s fhout was heard, 
¢ The loud long shout when God’s fair choice ap~ 
© pear'd. 
Above the whole vaft throng he’ appear'd fo tall, 
© As if by Nature made for the head of all; 
0 full.of grace and ftate, that one might know 
*'Fwas fome wife cye the blind lot guided fo: 
* But blind unguided lots have more of choice 
* And conftancy than the flight vulgar’s voice. 
« B’er yet the crown of facred oif is dry, 
“ Whilft echoes yet preferve the joyfut cry, 
* Some grow earag’d their own vain hopes to mifs, 
* Bome envy Saul, forne feorn the houte of Kis: 
* Some their firft mutinous with, a king, repent, 
* Asif, fince that, quite {poil’d by God’s coment, 
* Yew to this prince their firft juft duties pay ; 
* Allleave the old, but few the new obey, 
« Thus changes marr, but God is conftant ftill 
* Yo thofe eternal grounds that mov’d his will; 
« Amd though he yielded firft to them, "tis fit 
* That ftubborn men at lait to him fubmit. 
* As midft the main a low frail ifland tics, 
* Affaulted round with ftormy feas and tkies, 
¢ Whilft the poor heartlefs natives ev’ry hour 
* Darknefs and nvife feems ready to devour; 
* Such Ifrael’s ftare apprar’d, whilft o’er the Weft 
* Philiftian clouds hung threat’ning, and from 
‘th’ Batt 
* All nations’ wrath inte one tempeft joins, 
® Through which prond Nahas like fierce lightning 
* 'Figris and Nile to his afliftaner fend; —_ [fhines, 
* And waters to {woll’n Jaboc's torrent lend ; 
“Seir, Edom, Soba, Amalec, add their farce, 
« Upavith them march the three ¢rabias’ horfe ; 
* And ’mongft all thefe none more their hope or 
¢ pride 
* Than chofe few troops your warlike land fupply'd, 
* Around weak Jubes this vatt hoft does lie, 
* Difdains a dry and bloodlefs victory. 
* The hopelefs town for flav'ry docs intreat, 
* But barb’rous Nahas thinks that grace too great. 
¢ He (his fird tribute) their right eyes demands, 
* And with their faces’ fhamt difarms their hands, 
* If unreliev'd feven days by Hrael’s aid, 
* This bargain for o’errated life is made. 
* Ah! mighty God! let thine own ifracl he 
* Quite blind itfelf c’er this reproach it fer t 
* By his wanton people the new King forfook, 
1 To homelyfrural careg pimuelf betook 5 
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«In private plenty liv’d, without the ftate, 


© Lustre and noife, due to a public fate. 


* Whilft he his flaves and cattle follows home, 

‘Le! the fad meffengers from Jabes come, 

« implore his help, and weep, as if they meant 

« That way, at leaf, proud Nahas to prevent. 

* Mov’d with a kingly wrath, his ftri@ command 

* He iffues forth t’ affembie all the land, 

‘ He threatens high, and difobcdient they, 

* Wak’d by fuch princely terrors, learnt t’obey. 

“A mighty hoft is rais'd ; th’ importane caufe 

* Age from theis reft, youth from their pleafure,. 
* draws; 

* Arm’d as unfurnith’d hafte could then provide; 

* But conduct, courage, anger, that fupply"d. 

* All night they march, and are at th’ early dawn 

* On Jabes heath in three fair bodies drawn, 

* Saul did hinuelf the firft and ftrongeft band, 

* His fon the next, Abney the third, command: 

* But pardon, Sir, if naming Suul’s great fon, 

* I ftop with him a while e’er I go on. 

* This is that Jonathan, the joy and grace, 

« The beautifull'tt and beft of human race ; 

* That Jonathan, in whom does mix'd remain 

* All that kind mothers’ wifhes can contain. 

* His courage fuch, as it no fop can know, 

* And vidl’ry gains by aftonifbing the foe : 

* With lightaing’s fosce his en’mies it confounds, 

* And melts their hearts e’er it the bofom wounds: 

“ Yet he the conquer’d with fuch fweetnefs gains, 

* As captive lovers find in beauty’s chains, 

‘in war the adverfe troops he does affail 

* Like an impetuous form of wind and hail: 

‘In peace, like gentleft dew that does affuage 

‘ Vhe burning menths and temper Syrius’ rage. 

« Kind as the fun’s blefs'd influence; and where- 
‘eer 

« He comes, plenty and joy atten inmbeag 

‘To help feems alk his power; his wealth 
“ give; 

* To do much good his fole prerogative ¢ 

* And yet this gen’rat bounty of his mind, 

* That with wide arms embraces all mankind, 

“ Such artful prudesce does to each divide, 

‘ With diff’rent meafures all are fatisfy’d + 

‘ Juit as wife God his plenteous manna dealt, 

« Some gather’d more, but’ want by none was felt. 

‘ To all relations their juft rights he pays, 

* And worth’s reward above its claim does raife, 

‘The tend’reft hufhand, matter, father, fon, 

‘ And thofe parts by his friendfhip far outdone. 

* His love to friends no bound or rale does know; 

* Whar he to Heav'n, all that to him they owe. 

* Keen as his fword, and pointed, is his wit ; 

* Hisjudgment, like beft armour, ftrong and fit > 

“ And fuch én eloquence to both thefe does join, 

* As makes in both beauty ard ufe combine, 

“« Through which a neble tinéture does appear, 

* By learning and choice books imprinted theres 

« As well he knows all times and perfons gone, 

* As he himfelf to the fature hall be known ¢ 

* But his chief findy is God’s facred law, 

* And all his life does comments on it draw. 

* As never more by Heav’n to man way giv’my 

* So never more was paid by man to Heav'a 
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* And all thefe virtues were to ripenefs grown, 
* Ever yet his flow’r of youth was fully blown 
* All autumn’s flore did his rich {pring adorn : 
* Like trees in Paradife, he with fruit wag born, 
* Such is his foul; and if, as fome men tell, 
* Souls form and build thofe manfions where they 
* Whoe'cr but fees his body muft confefs (dwell, 
* The archite@ no doubt, could be no lefs. 
* From Saul his growth and manly ftrength he took, 
¢ Chaftis'd by bright Ahinoain’s gentler look. 
* Not bright Ahinoam, Beauty's loudeft name, 
* Till fhe to’ her children loft, with joy, her fame, 
* Had fweeter ftrokes, colgurs more frefh and fair, 
* More darting cyes, or lovelicr auburne hair. 
« Forgive me that { thus your patience wrong, 
« And on this boundlefs fubje ftay fo long, 
* Where too much hafte ¢’er to end it would be, 
* Did not his acts {peak what is untold by me. 
* Though from the time his hands a fword could 
“ wield, 
* He ne’er mife’d fame and danger in the field, 
“ Yet this was the firft day that call’d him forth, 
¢ Since Saul's bright crown gave luftre te his worth; 
«Twas the laft morning whofe uncheerful rife 
Sad Jabes was to view with both their cyes, 
* Secure proud Nahas flept, as in his court, 
* And dream’d, vain Man! of that day’s barb’rous 
* {port, 
« Till nofe and dreadful tumults him awoke, 
© Till into” his camp our vi'lent army broke. 
* The carelefs guards, with final refiftance kill'd, 
* Slaughter the camp, and wild confufion, fill’d. 
* Nahas his fatal duty does perform, 
* And marches boldly up to’ outface the ftorm: 
* Fierce Jonathan, he meets. as he purfucs 
Th’ Arskian hofe, and a hot fight renews. 
‘wort fuur troops behav’d themfelvesfowell, 
“4 Uz and Jathan, their ftout colonels, fell: 
«Twas here our vidt'ry ftopp'd, and g ave us caufe 
* Much to fufpect th’ intention of her paufe, 
~* But when our thund’ring prince Nahas efpy'd, 
* Who with a courage equal to his pride 
* Broke through our troops, and tow’rds him bold- 
"© dy prefs’d, 
‘ A gen’rous joy leap’d in his youthful breaft. 
* As when a wrathful dragon's difmal light 
* Strikes fuddenly fome warlike eagle’s fight. 
« The mighty foe pleafes his fearlefs eycs, 
« He claps his joyful wings, and at him flies. 
‘ bar vain, though vi'lent force, their darts they 
lung 5 
“ In Amniwn's plated belt Jonathan’s hung, 
* And ftopp'd there : Ammon did his helmet hit, 
* And gliding off, bore the prond creft from it. 
‘ Straight with their {words to the fierce fhock they 
* came, 
* Their fwords, their armour, and their eyes, fhot 
“ flame : 
« Blows ftrong as thunder, thick as rain they dealt, 
« Which more than they th’ engag’d {peCators felt. 
¢ In Ammon force, in Jonathan addrefs. 
+ (Though both were great in both to an excefs) 
+ To the well-judging eye did moft appear ; 
+ Ronour and anger in both equal were. 
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* Two wounds our Prince receiv'd, and Ammon 
* three, 

* Which he enrag'd to feel, and "fham'd to fee,” 

* Did his whole ftrength into one blow collect 

* And as a fpaniel, when we our aim dire& 

* To fhoot fome bird, impatiently ftands by, 

* Shaking his tail, ready with joy to fly, 

* Jul asit drops upon the wounded prey: 

* So waited Death itfelf to bear away 

* The threaten’d life ; did glad and greedy Rand 

« At fight of mighty Ammon’s lifted hand. 

* Our watchful Prince by bending fav'd the wound, 

* But Death in other coin his reck’ning found ; 

« For whilft th’ immod’rate ftroke’s mifcarrying 
‘ force 

“ Had almoft borne the ftriker from his horfe, 

* A nimble thruft his aGtive en’my made; 

« 'T'wixt his right ribs deep pierc’d thefurious blade, 

* And open’d wide thofe fecret veffels, where 

« Life’s light goes out when firft they let in air. 

* He falls ; his armour clanks againft the ground; 

* From his faint tongue imperfect curfes found. | 

* His amaz’d troops ftraight caft their arms away % 

* Scarce fled his foul from thence more fwift than 
* they. 

* As when two kings of neighbour hives (whom 
‘rage 

« And thirft of empire in fierce wars engage, 

* Whilift each lays claim to th’ garden as his own, — 

* And feeks to ufurp the bord’ring flowers alone) 

‘Their well-arm’d troops drawn boldly forth to - 
‘fight, 

«<P th’ air’s wide plain difpute their doubtful righty 

* If by fad chance of battle gither king : 

* Fall wounded down, ftrook with fome fatal fting, 

* His army's hopes and courage with him die, . 

*« They fheath up their faint {words, and routed fly ¢ 

© On th’ other’s fides at once, with like fuccefs, ~ 

“Into the camp great Saul and Abner prefs 5 

‘From Jonathan's part a wild mix'd noife they 
* hear, 

* And, whatfoe’er it mean, long to be there. 

* At the fame inftant from glad Jabes’ town 

«The hafty troops march loud and cheerful downs * 

© Some few at firft with vain refiftance fall, : 

« The reft is Daughter, and vaft conqueft all, 

* The fate by which our hoft thus far had gone, 

* Our hoft with noble heat drove farther on; 

« Vidorious arms through Ammon's land it bore, 

* Ruin behind, and ‘Terror march'd before. 

“Where'er from Rabba's tow’rs they caft their 
* fight, 

. Smoke clouds the day, and flames make clear the 
“night. 

« This bright fuccefs did Sauls fir action bring + 

© The oil, the lot, and crown, lefs crown’dhim king, 

* The happy all men judge for empire fit, ae 

« And none withftands where fortune docs fubmit. 

* Thofe who before did God's fair choice withftand, 

© Th’ exceflive vulgar now to death demand ; 

« But wifer Saul repeal'd their hafty doom,. 

« Conqueft abroad with mercy crown’d at home; 

© Nor ftain’d with civil Daughter that day’s pride, 

« Which foreign blood in nobler purple dy’d 
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¢ Again the crown the affembled people give, 
* With greater joy than Saul could it receive ¢ 
€ Again th’ old Judge refigns his facred place, 
*.God glorify'd with wonders his difgrace. 
© With decent pride, fuch as did well befit 
©The name he kept, and that which he did quit, 
© The long paft row of happy years he thew'd. 
* Which to Mis heav'nly government they ow'd 5 
* How the torn ftate his juft and prudent reign 
© Reftor’d to order, plenty, power, again ; 
“In war what conqu’ring miracles he wrought ; 
*God then their King, was gen’ral whcn they 
* fought, {he, 
* Whom they depos'd with him.’ * And that, faid 
“ You may fee God concern'd in it more than me, 
* Behold how ftorms his angry prefence fliroud, 
* Hark thow his wrath in thunder threats aloyd !” 
© *Ewas now the ripen’d fummer’s highcfl rage. 
*Which no faint cloud durft mediare to affuage 
©The carth hot with thirft, aid hot. with luft for 
rain, 
© Gap'd and breath’d fecble vapours up in vain, 
© Which ftraight were (catter'd, or devour'd by th’ 
fun, . 
* When, lo! e’er fearce the adtive fpeech was donc, 
©.A vi'lent wind refe from hisfecret cave. 
© And troops of frighted clouds before it drave : 
© Whilf with rude hafte the confus’d tempeft 
* crowds, 
* Swift dreadful flames fhot through th’ encount’ring 
* clouds; 
«From whofe torn womb th’ imprifon’d thunder 
“broke, 
« And in dire founds the Prophet's fenfe it {poke. 
* Such an iropetuous shower it downwards fent, 
© Asif the waters "bove the firmament 
© Werc all let loofe; horror and fearful noife 
* Fill’d the black f{cene, till the great Prophet's 
“voice, ' — 
* Swift as the wings of Morn, reduc’d the day ; 
© Wind, thunder, rain, and clouds, ficd all at once 
‘away.’ 
“ Fear not,” faid he, Ged his fierce wrath re- 
~ * moves, 
« And though this flate my fervice difapproves, 
My prayers fhall ferve it conftantly. No more, 
*« T hope a pardon for patt fins to implore, 
© But jut rewards from gracious Heav’n to bring 
* On the gaod deeds of you and of our King. 
* Behold him there! and as you fec, rejoice 
*¢ In the kind care of God's impartial choice. 
* Behold his beauty, courage, ftrength, and wit ! 
« The honour Heav’n has cloth’d him with fits fit 
“ And comely on him.’ Since you needs muft be 
 @ Ral’d by a king, you're happy that ’tis he. 
* Obey him gladly, and let him, too, know 
“ You were not made for him, but he for you, 
«And both for God, | - 
Whole gentleft yoke, if once you caft away, 
“In vain fhall he command, and you obey ; — 
. “Te foreign tyrants both fhall flaves become, 
“ Inftead of King and fubjedts here at home.” 
‘Phe crown thus fev’ral ways confirm’d to Saul, 
" Onc way was wanting yct to crown them all; 
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* And that was force, which only can maintain 
¢ The pow’rthat Fortune gives, or Worth does gain. 
«Three thonfand guards of big bold men he took, 
* Tall, terrible, and guards ew’n with their look; 
« His facred perfon two, and throne, defend, 
© The third on matchicfs Jonathan attend, 
© O’er whofe full thoughts honour and youthfal 
‘heat 
« Sat breeding to hatch aétions good and great, 
* On Gebs firft, where a Philiftian band 
* Lies, and around torments the fetter’d land, 
* He falls, and flaughters all; his noble rage 
© Mix'd with defign, his nation to engage 
“In that jut war, which from them long in vain 
© Honour and freedom’s veice had ftrove t’ obtain. 
*’Yhe accurs’d Philiftian rous’d with this bold 
* blow, 
“All the proud marks of enrag’d power does fhew, 
© Raifes a vatt, well-arm’d and glitt’ring hoft ; 
© If human ftrength might authorife a boaft, 
© Their theeats had reafon here ; for ne’er did we 
© Ourfelves fo weak, our foe fo potent fee. 
« Here we valt bodies of their foot efpy, 
* The rear outreaches far th’ extended eye : 
© Like fields of coyn their armed fquadrons ftand ¢ 
© As thick and numberlefs they hide the land. 
« Here with tharp neighs the warlike horfes found, 
« And with proud prancings beat the putrig ground, 
« Here with worfe noife three thoufand chariots pafs, 
* With plates of iron bound, or louder brafa: 
+ About it forks, axes, and fithes, and fpears, 
« Whole magazines of death cach chariot bears. 
© Where it breaks in, there a whole troop it mows, 
« And with lopp’d panting limbs the field beftrows. 
« Alike the valiant and the cowards dic ; 
« Neither can they refift, nor cap thefe 





«In this proud equipage at Mithibehee SF 
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«Saul in much diffrent ftate at Gilgal, lays 

« His forces feer’d no army, but a crowd, 

« Heartlefs, unarm’d, diforderly, and loud : 

© The quick contagion, fear ran fwift through all, 

© And into trembling fits th’ infeéted fall. 

« Saul and his fon (for no fuch faint difeafe 

© Could on their {treng complexion’d valour feize) 

« In vain all parts of virtuous condu¢t fhew’d, 

* And on deaf Terror gen’rous words beftow'd. 

© Thovfands from thence fly fcatter’d ev'ry day, 

* Thick as the leaves that Shake and drop away, 

* When they th’ approach of ftormy winter find, 

© The noble tree all barc, expos’d to the wind, 

* Some to fad Jordan fly, and fwim it for hafte, 

« And from his farther bank look back at Iaft : 

© Some into woods and caves their cattle drive, 

© There with their beafts on equal terms they live, 

© Nor deferve better ; {ome in rocks on high, 

¢ The old retreat of ftorks and ravens, lie 5 

« And, were they wing’d like them, fearce would 
© they dare 2 . 

“ To ftay, or truft their frighted fafety there. 

* Asth’ hoft with fear, fo Saul, difturb’d with care, 

©'T avert thefe ills by facrifice and pray’r, ‘ 

* And God's blefs’d will t” inquire, for Samuel 
* fends, > 

« Whein he Sx days with troubled hafte attends, 


: 
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* But e’er the feventh unlucky day (che laft * - 
“ By Samuel fet for this great work) was pat, 
* Saul alarm'd hourly fiom the neighb’ ring foe, 


‘ Impatient, e’er God’s time, God’s mind to know, ! 
P zy 


*’Sham’d and enrag’d to {ce his troops decay, 

* Jealous of an affront in Samuel’s Ray. 

* Scorning that any’s prefence fhould appear 

© Needful befides, when he hinfelf was there, 

* And with a pride tuo nat’ral, thinking Heav’n ~ 


* Had given him all, becaofe much pow’r it had : 


* giv'n, 
* Himielf the facrifice and off’rings made, 
© Himielf did the high feleéted charge invade, 
© Him/if inquir’d of God, who then fpake nought, 
« But Samuel Rraight his dreadful anfwer brought ; 
« For flraight he came, and with a virtue bold, 
© As was Saul’s fio, the fatal meffage told : 
* Fis foul ingrarirude to Heav’n he chid, 
* ‘To pluck that fruit which was alone forbid 
kingly pow’r, in all chat plenteous land, 
re all things elfe fabmit to his command : 
ar fair Edeu’s violated tree 
«'Po' inumoital man brought in mortality : 
* So fhall that crown, which God eternal meant, 
“ ¥rom thee,” faid he, ‘and thy great houfe, be 
“ retite 
* Thy crime fhall death to all thine honours fend, 
“a\nd give thy immortal royalty an end.” 
* Thus {poke the Prophet; but kind Heav'a, we 
“hope, 
* (Whofe threats and anger know no other fcope 
But man’s amendment) docs long fince relent, 
* And with repentant Saul icfelf repent, 
* Howe’er, (though none more pray for this than 
* we, 
tf Whely vronge-~t faff’rings might fome colour 
Lobes) this {peech we fadly find {be 
© Stilt extant, and ftill active in his mind ; 
* But then a wore effect of it appear’d; 
* Oor army, which before modeitly fear’d, 
“* Which did by ftealth and by degrees decay, 
¢ Difbanded now, and fled in troops, away ; 
* Bafe fear fo bold and impudent does grow, 
«When an excufe and colour it can thew. 
« Six hundred only (fearce a princely train) 
* Of all his huft, with diftrefs‘d Sanl remain + 
© Of his whole hoft fix hundred ; and ev’n thofe 
© (80 did wife Heav'n for mighty ends difpofe, 
* Nor would that «felefs multicudes fhould fhare 
“In that great gift it did for one prepare) 
*« Arm’d not like foldiers marching in a war, 
* But country-hinds alarmed from afar, 
* By wolves’ loud hunger, when the well-known 
found 
* Raifes the affrighted villages around, 
‘Some goads, ilails, ploughfhares, forks, or axcs, 
© bore, 
Made for life’s ufe and better ends before ; 
Some knotted clubs, and darts, or arrows dry’d 
I’ th’ fire, the firlt rude arts that Malice try d, 
F’er man the fins of too much knowledge knew, 
nd death by tong experiet:ce witty grew. 
« Such were the numbers, fuch the arms, which we 
« Haul by fate left us for a vidtory 
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© O’er well-arm’d millions ; nor will this appear 


“© Ufeful itfelf, when Jonathan was there. 


* "Twas jut the time when the new ebb of night 
© Did the moift world unveil to human fight; H 
* The prince, who all that ri ight the field had beat 
© With a {mail party, and no en’ my met, 
* (So proud and fo fecure the en’my fay, 
* And drench'd in fieep th’ exceffes of the day) 
© With joy this good occafion did embrace, : 
© With better leifure, and at nearer {pace, 
“ The ftrength and order of their camp to view ; 
* Abdon alone his gen’rous purpofe knew ; 
© Abrion : a bold,a brave and comely youth, 
© Wellborn, wellbred, with houour fill'd, gan 
* truth 5 
* Abdon! faithful quire, whem much ha fo’ 
* And oft with grief his worth in dangers prov’d’ 
* Abdon! whofe love to his matter did exceed 2 
© What Nature's law of Paflion’s pow’r could breed3 
*« Abdon alone did on him now attend, 
« His humbleit fervant, and his dearett friend. 
© They went, but facred fury as they went 
© Chang’d {wiftly, and exalted his intent.’ 
“ What may this be? (the Prince breaks forth} -” 
“1 find 7 
* God or fome pow'rful [p’rit invades my mind. 
“From ought but Heavw’n can pever fure be 
brought 
So high, fo glerious, and fo vait a thought : 
“ Nor would iil Fate, that meant me to furprife, 
* Come cloth’d in fo unlikely a difgnife. 
“ Yon" hoft, which its proud Fishes {pread fo wide 
“ O'er the whole land, like fome {woll’n river's 
« Which terrible and numberlels appears, —_[tide, 
“© Asthe thick waves whichtheirrough ocean bears, 
“ Which lies fo ftrongly encamp’d, that one would 
« fay, 
“ The hill might be remov'd as foon as they; 
“ We two alone muft fight with, and defeat ¢ 
« ‘Thou’rt ftrook, and flarteft at a found fo greaty 
© Yet we muft do it; God our weak hands has 
« chofe 
‘TY’ afhame the boafted numbers of our foes, 
* Which to his ftrength no more proyortion'd be.” 
“ Than millions are of hours to his eternity. 
“ Tf when their-carelefs guards cfpy us here, 
With fpertful fcorn they call to us to ‘comd 
“* near, 
“ We'll boldly climb the hill, and charge them all; 
“ Not they, but Ifrael’s angel, gives the call.” 
« He fpoke, and as he {poke a light divine 
* Did from his cyes, and round his temples, fhine ¢ 
« Londer his voice, larger his limbs appear’d ; 
© Lefs feem’d the num’rous army tobe fear'd; 
‘ ‘This faw, and heard with joy, the brave efquiire, 
* As he with God’s, fill’'d with his mafter’s fire’ 
« Vorbid it, Heaw’n,” faid he, “ 1 fhould decline 
“ Or with, Sir, not to make your danger mine; 
« The great example which 1 daily fee, 
“ Of your high worth, is not fo loft on me: 
“ Tf wonder-ftrook, Jat your words appear, 
“ My wonder yet is innocent of fear: * 
“ Th’ honour which does your princely breaft ine 
« flame, [name, 








| Warms minc too, and joins there with duty’s 
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Wf in this a@ ill Pate our tempter be, * 
“Mary ail the ill it means be aim’d at me. 

Buc fare, 2 think, God leads, nor could you 

~ * brin, 
* So high thoughts from a lefs exalted fpring. 
® Bright figns through all your words and looks 
“ are {pread, a 

* A rifing vidt’ry dawns around your head.”” 

* With fuch difcourfe blowing their facred fame, 
© Lo, to the fatal place and work thcy came. 

* Strongly encamp'd on a fleep hill’s large head, 

© Like’ fome vait wood the mighty hoft was {pread, 
* Th’ only accefs on neighb'ring Gabaa’s fide, 

® An hard and narrow way, which did divide 

* Ewo cliffy rocks, Bofes and Senes nam’d, 
‘* Much for themfelyes and their big ftrangenefs 

} 4 fam'd, 

* More for their fortune, and this ftranger day ; 
s* On both their points Philiftinc outguards lay, 
From whence the two bold fpies they firft 
: * efpy'd;’ 

And, lo! the Hebrews!" proud Elcanor cry'd, 
From Sengs’ top : lo! from their hungry caves 
’ ®& A quicker fate here fends them to thcir graves. 
- Come up, (aloud he cries to them below) 

* Ye Egyptian Slaves! and to our mercy owe 
“ The rebel lives long fince to our juftice due." 
4 Scarce from\his lips the fatal omen flew, 
© When th’ infpir’d Prince did nimbly underftand 
God, and his godlike virtues’ high command, 
It call'd him up, and up the fteep afcent 
0-© With pain and labour, hafte and joy, they went. 
“* Elcanor laugh’d to fee them climb, and thought 
4 His mighty werds th’ affrightcd fuppliants 
‘ brought, 
* Did new affronts to the great Hebrew name, 
© “¢ (The barbarops!) in his wanton fancy frame. 
© Short was his (port ; for fwift as thunder's ftroke 
¢ Rives the frajl trunk of fome heav'n-threac’ning 
~ © oak, 

€ ‘The Prince's fword.did his proud head divid 
* The parted {cull hung down on either fide, 

© Juft as he fell, his vengeful ftcel he drew 

U ‘Half ways po more the trembling joints could 

« do; 








* dos 
$ Which Abdon fnatch’d, and dy'd it in the blood 
* Of an amazed wretch that next him ftaod. 
‘t Some clofe to earth fhakiug and grov'lling lic, 
© Like larks when they the tyrant hobby fpy ; 
_ t Some, wonder-ftrook, ftand fix’d ; fome fly, fome 
‘arm 
* Wildly, at th’ unintelligible alarm, 
€ Like the main channel of an high-fwoll’n flood, 
© In yain by dikes and broken works withitood : 
* So Jonathan, once climb'd th’ oppofing bill, 
© Does all arpund with noife and ruin fill ;° 
§ Like fome large arm of which, another way 
* Abdon o’erflows; him, too, no bank can ftay + 
* With cries th’ affrighted country flies before, 
§ Behind the following watets loudly rear : 
© Twenty at Jeait fain on this outguard lie, 
“ € To th’ adjoin’d camp the reft diftraéted dy, 
¢ And ill mix'd wonders tell, and into it bear 
* Blind Terror, deaf Diforder, helplefs Fear. 





. 





PAVIDEIS, 


‘ 
« 


Book 'F. 

The conqu’rors, too, prefs boldly in behind, 

Doubling the wild confufions which they find. 

Hamgar at firft, the Prince of Athdod Town, 

Chief ’mongft the Five in riches and renown, 

And General then by ceurfe, oppos’d their way, 

‘Till drown’d in death at Jonathan's feet he lay, 

And curs’d the heav’ns for rage, and bit the 
* ground : 

His life for ever fpilt, ftain’d all the grafs around, 

His brother, too, who virtuous hafte did make 

His fortune to revenge or to partake, 

Falls grov’lling o’er his trunk on mother-Earth: 

Death mix'd no lefs their bloods than did their 
© birth, 

Meanwhile the well-pleas’d Abdon’s rettlefs 
© fword (lord. 

Difpatch d the following train t’ attend their 

On fill o'er panting corple great Jonathan leds 

Hundreds before him fell, awd thoufands Hed. 

Prodigious Prince! which does meft wondrous 
“thew, 

Thy attempt or thy fuccefs? thy Fate, or thou? 

Who durft alone that dreadful hoft affail, 

‘With purpofe not to die, but to prevail! 

Infinite numbers thee no more affright 

Than God, whofe unity is infinite. 

If Heav’n to men fuch mighty thoughts would 
* give, 

What breaft but thine capacious to receive 

‘The vaft infufion ? or what foul but thine 

Durfl have believ'd that thought to be divine ? 

Thou follow'dit Heav'n in the defign, and we 

Find in the aét "twas Heav'n that follow’d thee, 

Thou !ed'ft on angels, and that facred band 

(The Deity’s great Licutenant) didft command, 

Tis true, Sir, and no figure, when I fay 


Angels themlelves fought uné—~im titat dey—— - 


Clovas with ripe thunder charg’d fome obey 


* drew, 

And fome the dire materials brought for new, 

Hot drops of fouthern fhow’rs (the fweats of 
* death) 

The voice of florms and winged whirlwinds’ 
“ breath, 


The fiames hot forth from fighting dragon’s eyes, | 


‘The {mokes that from feorch’d fevers’ oven rile, 

The reddeft fires with which fad comets glow, 

And Sodom's neighb'ring lake did {p’rits bee 

~ © ftow 

Of fineft fulphur, amongft which they put 

Wrath, fury, horror, and all mingled fhut 

Into a cold moift cloud, t* inflame it more, 

And make th’ enraged prifoner louder roar. 

‘Th’ affembled clouds burft o'er their army's 
© head; [fpread, 

Noife, darknefs, difmal lightoings, round them 

Another fpirit, with a more potent waad 

Than that which Nature fear’d in Mofes’ hand, 

And went the way that pleas‘d, the mountain 
€ ftrook . : 

The mountain felt it; the vaft mountain fhook, 

Through the wide air another angel ficew if 

About their hoft, and thick amongft them threw 

Difcord, defpair, confufion, fear, miftake, 

And all th’ ingredients that fwift ruin make. 
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The fertile glebe requires no time to breed, _ 

It quickens and receives at once the feed. 

One would have thought, this difmal day t” have 
* feen, 

‘That Nature’s felf in her death-pangs had been: 

Such will the face of that great hour appear, 

Such the diftracted finner’a confcious fear. 

In vain fome few ftrive the wild flight to flay; 

In vain they threaten, and in vain they pray : 

Unheard, unheeded, trodden down they lie, 

Beneath the wretched feet of crowds that fly. 

O'er their own foot trampled the vi'lent horfe ; 

The guidelefs chariots with impetuous courfe 

Cut wide through both; and all their bloody 
* ‘way 

Horfes and men, torn, bruis’d, and mangled, lay. 

Some from the rocks caft themfelves down head- 
“ long; 

The faint weak paffion grows fo bold and ftreng, 

‘Yo almoft certain prefent death they fly, 

From a remote and caufelefs fear to die. 

Much diff’rent error did fome troops poffefs, 

And madnefs that look’d better, though no lef: 

‘Their fellow troops for th’ enter’d foe they take, 

And Ifracl’s war with mutual flaughter make. 

Meanwhile the king from Gabaa’s hill did view, 

And hear the thick’ning tumult as it grew 

Still great and loud ; and tho’ he knows not why 

‘They fled, no more than they themfelves that 
“fly, 

Vet by the ftorms and terrors of the air 

Gueffes fome vengeful fpirits working there, 

Obeys the loud occafion’s facred call, 

And fiercely on the trembling hoft does fail. 

At the fame time their flaves and prifoners rife, 

Nor does their much-with'd liberty fuffice 

Withoug ipvenge; the {catter’d arms they feize, 

AevLiher proud vengeance with the memory 
* pleale 

Of who fo lately bore them. All about 

From rocks and caves the Hebrews iffue out 

At the glad noife, joy’d that their foes had thewn 

A fear that drowns the fcandal of their own. 

Seill-did the Prince ‘midft all this ftorm appear ; 

Still {catter’d deaths and terrors ewry where ; 

Still did he break, ftili blunt his wearied fword ; 

Still daughter new fupplics to his hands afford. 

Where troops yet food, theré ftill he hotly flew, 

And till at laft all fled, fcorn’d to purfue. 

All fled at Jaft, but many in vain; for itill 

Th’ infatiate conqn’ror was more fwift to kill 

Than they to fave their lives; till, lo! at laft 

Nature, whofe pow’r he had fo long furpals'd, 

Would yield no more, but to him ftronger foes, 

Drought, iaintnefs, and fierce hunger, did op- 
* pofe, 

Recking all o'er in duft, and blood, and {weat, 

Burnt with the fun’s and violent aion’s heat, 

*Gainft an old oak his trembling limbs he ftaid 

For fome fhort eafe; Fate in th’ old eak had Jaid 

Provifions up for his relief; and, lo ! 

The hollow trunk did with bright honey flow. 

With timely food his decay'd {pirits recruit, 

Strong he returns, and ircth to the purfuit ; 
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ang, 

© His ftrength and fpirits the heney did reftore, 

* But, oh ie bitter-fweet ftrange poifon bore f _ 

* Behold, Sir! and mark well the treach’rous fate 

* That does fo clofe on human glories wait; 

* Behold the ftrong and yet fantaftic net 

* T° enfnare triumphant virtue darkly fet! 

* Could it before ({carce can it fince) be thought , 

‘ The Prince who had alone that morning fought 

* A duel with av hoft, had th’ hoft o’erthrown, 

* And threefcore thoufand hands difarm’d withone, 

* Wath'd off his country’s thame, and doubly dy’d 

* In blood and blathes the Philiftian pride ; 

* Had fav'’d and fix’d his father’s tott’ring crowns 

* And the bright gold new burnifh’d with ree 
* nown 3 

* Should be ec’er night, by’s king and father’s 
* breath, . k 

* Without a fault, vow’d and condemn’d to death 

* Deftin'd the bloody facrifice to be ‘ 

© OF thanks himfelf for his own vidt’ry ? 

* Alone with various fate like to become 

* Fighting an hoft, dying an hecatomb ? 

* Yet fuch, Sir, was his cafe ; 

* For Saul, who fear’d left the full plenty might 

‘ (In the abandon’d camp expos’d to fight) 

* His hungry men from the purfuit diffuade, 

‘ A rath but folemn vow to Heav’n had made ;* 

“ Curs'd be the wretch, thrice curfed let him be, 

** Who fhall touch food this bufy day,” faid he, 

“ wine ad biefs'd fun docs with his fav'ring 
« light 

« Aflift our vengeful fwords againf their flight. 

“ Be he thrice curs’d; and if his life we fpare, 

“ On us thofe curfes fall that he fhould bear.” 

* Such was the King’s rath vow, who littls 
* thought ‘ 

* How near to him Fate th’ application brought. 

* The two-edg’d oath wounds deep ; perform’d of 
* broke, 

* Ev'n perjury its leaft and blunteft ftroke, 

* *Twas his own fon, whom*God and mankind 
* lov’d, x 

* His own victorious fon, that he devov'd, 

* On whofe bright head the baleful curfes light 5 

* But Providence, his hetmet in the fight, 

* Forbids their entrance or their fertling there 5 

* They with brute found diffolv’d into the air, 

* Him what religion or what vow could bind, 

© Unknown, unheard-of, till he his life did find 

* Entangled in it? Whilft wonders he did do, 

* Muft he dic now for not being prophet too? 

* To all but him this oath was meant and faid; 

* He, afar off, the ends for which ’twas made 

* Was acting then, till faint and out of breath, 

* He grew half dead with toil of giving death, , 

* What could his crime in this condition be, 

* Excus’d by ignorance and neceffity ? 

* Yet the remorfelefs King, who did difdain 

* That man fhould hear him fwear or threat im 
vain, 

* Though’gainft himfelf, or Fate a way fhould fee 

* By which attack’d and conquer’d he might be; 

* Who thought compaffion female weaknefs here, 

* And equity injuflice would appear, 


xb 

* Inhis own canfe; who falfely fear'd, befide, 

* The folemn curfe on Jon’than did abide, 

* And the infedted limb not cut away, 

© Would like a gangrene o’er all Lracl ftray, 

© Prepar'd this godlike facrifice to kill, 

And his rath vow more rafhly to fulfil. —_ [tell 

© What tongue can th’ horror and amazement 

© ‘Which on all Ifracl that fad moment fell? 

© Tamer had been their grief, fewer their tears, 

* Had the Philiftian fate that day been theirs. 

6 Not Saul’s proud heart could mafter his fwoll’n 
* eye; 

© The Prince alone ftood mild and patient by ; 

* So bright his fuff’rings, fe triumphant fhew’d, 

* Lefs to the beft than worft of fates he ow’d. 

* A vid'ry now he o’er himfelf might boaft ; 

® He conquer’d now that conqu’ror of an hott ; 

£ It charm’d through tears the fad fpectators’ fight, 

£ Pid rev'renca, love, and gratitude, excite, 
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© And pious rage; with which infpir’d, they 
* now 

© Oppofe to Saul’s a better public vow : 

© They all confent all Ifrael ought to be 

* Accurs’d, and kill’d themielves, rather than 
* he. 

© Thus with kind force they the glad King with- 
© ftood, 

® And fav’d their wondrous faviour's facred blood.’ 

‘Thus David fpoke, and much did yet remain 

Behind, th’ attentive Prince to entertain ; 

Edom and Zoba’s war, for what befch 

In that of Moab, was known there too well ; 

The boundlefs quarrel with curs’d Amalec’s land, 

Where Heav’n itfelf did cruelty command, 

And practis’d on Sau!’s mercy, nor did e’er 

More punith innocent blood, than pity there. 

But, lo! they arriv’d now at the appointed place, 

Well chofen and well furnih’d for the chace, 
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IN IMITATION OF MARTIAL’S EPIGRAM. 


MARTIAL, LIB. V. EP. XXI. 
Si tecum mibi chare Martialis. Oc. 


Tr, deareft friend! it my good fate might be 
T’ enjoy at once a quict life and thee ; 
If we for happinefs could leifure find, 
And wand’ring Time into a method bind, 

¢ should not, fure, the great men’s favour need, 
Nor on long hopes, the Court’s thin diet, feed 3] 
We should not patience find daily to hear 
‘The calumnics and flatt’ries {poken there ; 
‘We fhould not the lords’ tables humbly ufe, 
Or talk in ladies’ chambers love and news; 
But books and wife difcourfe, gardens and fields, 
And all the joys that unmix'd Nature yields, 
‘Thick S-mer-thades, where winter ftill does lie, 
Brigut winter-fires, that fummer’s part fupply, 
Sicep not control’d by cares, confin’d to night, 
Or bound in any rule but appetite ; 
Free, but not favage or ungracious mirth, 
Rich wines to give it quick and eafy birth ; 
A few companions, which ourfelves fhould choofe, 
A gentle miftrefs,and a gentler Mule ; 
Such, deareft Friend ! fuch without doubt, fhould be 
Our place, our bufinefs, and our company : 
Now to himfelf, alas! does neither live, 
But fees good funs, of which we are to give 
A ftrick account, fet and march thick away ; 
Knows a man how to live, and does he ftay ? 


MARTIAL, LIB. 1. 
Prota tui breviter, ©. 


Wert, then, Sir, you thall know how far extend 
‘The pray'rs and hopes of yeur poetic friend ; 
He does not palaces nor manors crave, 
‘Would be no lord, buc lefs a lord would have ; 
‘The ground he holds, if he his can can call, 
He quarrels not with Heaven becaufe ’t is fmall : 
Let gay and toilfome greatnefs others pleafe, 
He loves of homely littlenels the cafe : 

~ Can any man in gilded rooms attend, 
And his dear hours in humble vifits fpend, 





When in the freth and beauteous fields he may 
With various healthful pleafures fillthe day ? 
If there be man, ye gods! I ought to hate, 
Dependence and attendance be his fate ; 

Still let him bufy be, and in a crowd, 

And very much a flave, and very proud z 
Thus he, perhaps, pow’rful and rich may grow 
No matter, O ye Gods! that I'll allow; 

But let him peace and freedom sever fee ; 

Let him not love this life who loves not ma. 


MARTIAL, LIB. H. 
Vis fieri Hber We, 

Wootp you be free ? *Tis yeur chief with, you fay 
Come on ; I'll thew thee, Friend ! the certain way. 
If to no feafts abroad thou low’ to go, ‘ 
Whilft bounteous God does bread athome beftows 
If thou the goodnefs of thy clothes doft prize, 
By thine own ufe, and not by*others’ eyes; 
If, only fafe from weathers, thou canft dwell 
In a fmall houfe, but a convenient fhell ; 
If thou, without a figh, or golden with, 
Canft look upon thy beachen bowl and difh; 
If in thy mind fuch pow’r and greatnefs be, 
The Perfian king’s a flave compar’d with ther, » 


MARTIAL, LIB. I. ’ 
Quod te nomine ? See 


Tuar I do you with humble bows no more, 
And danger of my naked head, adore 5 

‘That 1, who lord and matter cry'd e’erwhile, 
Salute you in a new and different ftyle, 

By your own name, a fcandal to yeu now; 
Think not that I forgot myfelfor you; 

By lofs of all things by all othersfought; 
‘This freedom, and the freeman’s hat, is bought. 
A lord and mafter no man wants, but he 
Who o’er himfelf has no authority ; 

Who does for honours and for riches ftrive, 
And follies, without which lords cannet live, 
If thou from Fortune doft no fervant crave, 
Believe it, thou, no mafter need’ft to have, 


a - 

MARTIAL, LIB. It. EP. XC. 
‘Wornen not, Sir, (you who inftru@ the town 
In the true wifdom ofthe facred gown) 

"That t make hatte to live, and cannot hold 
Patiently out till | grow rich and old : 


! Life for delays and doubts no time does give ; 


None ever yet made hafte enough to live : 
Let him defer it whofe prepoft'rous care 
Ornits himfelf and reaches to his heir; 

Who does his father’s bounded ftores defpife, 
And whom his own, too, never can fuffice. 


” My bumble thoughts no glitt’ring roofs require, 


Or rooms that fhine with ought but conftanc fire : 
J well content the av’rice of my fight 

‘With the fair gitdings of reflected light : 
Pleafures abroad the {port of Nature yields, 
Her living fountains and her fmiling fields; 
And then at home what pleafure is ’t to fee 
A little cleanly cheerful family ? 

Which, if a chafte wife crown, no lefs in her 
‘Than Fortune, I the golden mean prefer = 
"Too noble nor too wife fhe fhould not be ; 
No, nor too rich, too fair, too fond of me. 
‘Thus let my life flide filently away. 

‘With Deep all night, and quict all the day. 


. MARTIAL, LIB. V. EP. LIX. 


“*Tomoa now you will live, you always cry ; 
Yn what far country does this morrow lic, 


"That "tis fo mighty long e’er it arrive ? 


- Beyond the Indies does this morrow live? 


“Tis fo far-fetch’d this morrow, that I fear 

*T will be both very old and very dear. 
‘To-morrow f will live, the fool does fay 5 
To-day itfelf’s too late ; the wife liv'd yelterday. 


MARTIAL, LIB. X. EP. XLVII. 
Vitam quae fasiunt beatiorem, Sc. 

Since, deareft Friend ! ’tis your defire to fee 
A true receipt of happinefs from me, 
"Thefe are the chief ingredients, if not all ; 
Take an eftate neither too great nor fmall, i 
Which quantum fufficit the doctors call; 
Let this eftate from parents’ care defcend ; 
‘The getting it too much of life does fpend. 
Take fuch a ground whofe gratitude may be 
A fair encouragement for induftry : 
Let conftant fires the winter’s fury tame, 
And let thy kitchens be a veital flame: 


” "Phee to the Town let never fuit at law, 


And rarely, very rarely, bus’nefa draw : 

‘Thy aGive mind in equal temper keep, 

In undifturbed peace, yet not in fleep 

Let exercife a vigorous health maintain, 

‘Without which all the compofition’s vain. 

In the fame weightaprudence and innocence take 5 
Ana of each does the juft mixture make : 


. But-2 few frieudthips wear, and let them be 


By Nature and by Fortune fit for thee ¢ 

Ynftead of art and luxury in food, 

[Let mirth and freedum make thy table good : 
If any:rares into thy daytime creep, 

At night, without wine's opium, let them fleep : 
Let reft, which Nature docs to Darknefs wed, 


And not luft, recommend te thee thy beds 


IMITATIONS. 


Be fatisfy'd and pleas'd with what thou art 5 

AQ cheerfully and well th’ allotted part : 

Enjoy the prefent hour, be thankful for the paft, 
And neither fear nor wifh th’ approaches of the laft, 


MARTIAL. LIB. X. EP. XCVI. 
Me who have liv’d fo long among the great, 
You wonder to hear talk of 2 retreat, 
And a retreat fo diftant, as may thew 
No thoughts ofa return when once } go. 
Give me a country, how remote foe’er, 
Where happinefs a mod’rate rate does bear, 
Where poverty itfelf in plenty flows, 
And all the folid ufe of riches knows: 
The ground about the houfe maintains it there ; 
The houfe maintains the ground about it here. 
Here even hunger’s dear, and a full board 
Devours the vital fubftance of the lord. 
‘The land itfelf docs there the feaft beftow, 
The land itfelf muft here to market go. 
Three or four fuits one winter here does wafte, 
One fuit does there three or four winters laft. 
Here ev'ry frugal man mutt oft’ be cold, 
And little lukewarm fires are to you fold, 
There fire’s an element, as cheap and free 
Almeft as any other of the three. 
Stay you then here, and live among the great ; 
Attend their {ports, and at their tables cat: 
When all the bounties here of men you fcore, 
The place’s bounty there thal! give me more, 


HORAT. EPODON, 

Beatus ille qui procul, Pe. 
Harry the man whom bountcous gods allow 
‘With his own hands paternal grounds go plough ! 
Like the firft golden mortals, nappy he 7 
From bus’nefs and the cares of money free : 
No human ftorms break offat land his fleep, 
No loud alarms of Nature on the deep ; 
From all the cheats of law hc lives fecure, 
Nor does th’ affronts of palaces endure, 
Sometimes the beauteous marriageable Vine 
He to the lufty bridegroom Elm docs join ; 
Sometimes he lops the barren trees around, 
And grafts new lite into the fruitful wound ; 
Sometimes he fhears his flock, and fometimes he 
Stores up the golden treafures of the bee : 
He fees his lowing herds walk o’er the plain, 
Whilft neighb’ring hills low back to them again ; 
And when the feafon rich, as well as gay, 
All her autumnal bounty dees difplay, 
How ‘is he pleas’d th’ increafing ufe to fee 
Of his well trufted labours bend the tree? 
Of which large fhares, on the glad facred days, 
He gives to friends, and to the gods repays 
With how much joy does he beneath fome fhade, 
By aged trees’ rev’rend embraces made, 
His carelefs head on the freth green recline, 
His head, uncharg’d with fear or with defign ? 
By him 2 river conftantly complains, 
The birds above rejoice with various ftrains, _ 
And in the folemn fcene their orgies keep, 
Like drgams mix’d with the gravity of Deep; 


IMITATIONS, 


Sleep, which does always there for entrance wait » 

And nought within againft it fhuts the gate. 
Nor docs the rougheft feafon of the iky, 

Or fullen Jove, all fportsto him deny ; 

He runs the mazes of the nimble hare, 

His well-mouth’d dogs’ glad concert rends the air ; 

Or with game bolder, and rewarded more, 

‘He drives into a toil the foaming bear : 

Here flies the hawk t' affaule, and there the net 

To intercept the travelling fowl is fet : - 

And all his malice, all his craft, is thewn 

In innocent wars on beafts and birds alone. 

‘This is the life from al} misfortunes free, 

From thee the great one, tyrant Love! from thee ; 

And if'a chafte and clean, though homely wife, 

Be added to the bleffings of this life, 

Such as the ancient funburnt Sabines were, 

Such as Apulia, frugal itifl, does bear, 

Who makes her children and the houfe her care, 

And joyfully the work of life does thare, 

Nor thinks herfelf too noble, or too fine, 

‘To pin the theepfold, or to milk the kine, 

Who waits at door againft her hufband come, 

From rural duties, late, and weary'd home, 

“Where fhe receives him wich a kind embrace, 

A cheerful fire, and a more cheerful face, 

And fills the bow! up to her homely lord. 

And with domeftic plenty loads the board; 

Not all the luttfui fhellfifh of the fea, 

Drefs'd by the wanton hand of Luxury, 

Nor ortolans, nor godwits, nor the reit 

Of coftly names that glorify a featt, 

Are at the princely tables better cheer 

“The lamb and kid, lettuce and olives, here. 


‘ A paraphrafe upon the 
° TENTH EPISTLE.OF HORACE, BOOK 1, 
: " “GHorace to Fufeue Ariftius. 


Heaxtu from the lover of the country, me; 
Health to the lover of the city, thee : 

A. diff rence in our fouls this only proves ; 

In all things elfe we agree like marry’d doves. 
But the warm neft, and crowded dovehoufe, thou 
Dott like; 1 loofely fly from bough to bough, 
And rivers drink, and all the fhining day 

Upon fair trees or mofly rocks I play : 

In fine, I live and reign, when I retire 

From all that youtqual with Heav'n admire. 
Like one at laft from the priefts fervice fled, 
Loathing the honey'd caltes, I long for bread. 
Would a houfe for happinefs ere, 

Nature alone fhould be the archite@ : 

She'd build it- more convenient than great, 
And, deubtlefs, in the country choofe her feat, 
Is there a place doth better helps fupply 
Againit the wounds of Winter’s cruelty ? 

Is there an air that gentler does affuage 

‘The mad celeftial Dog’s or Lion’s rage ? 

Is it not there that fleep (and only there) 

Nor noife without, nor cares within, does fear? 
Dees art through pipesa purer water bring, 
‘Than that which Nature ftrains into a {pring ? 
Can all your tap’fries, or your pidtures, thew 
Pore beauties than in herbs and flow'rs de cence 2 





bas 
Fountains and trees our weary'd ptide do pleafe, 
Ev'n in the midit of gilded palaces ; 

And in your towns that profpe-. gives delight, 
Which opens round the country to our fight. - 
Men to-the good from which they rafhly dy 
Return at laft, and their wild luxury 

Does but in vain with thofe true joys contend, 
Which Nature did to mankind recommend. , 
‘The man who changes gold for burnith’d brafe, 
Or fmail right gems for larger ones of glafs, 

Is not, at length, more certain to be made 
Ridiculous, and wretched by the trade, , 
‘Rhan he who fells a folid gond, to buy 

Hine painted goods of pride and vanity. 

Tf thou be wife, nv glorious fortune choofe, 
Which ’tis but pain to keep, ygt grief to lofes. 
For when we place ev'n trifies in the heart, 
Wh triffes, tee, unwillingly we part. 

An hum'le roof, plain bed, and homely board, 
More clear untainted pleafures do afford 

Than all the tumult of vain greatnefs brings. 
To kings, or to the favourites of kings, 

‘Che horned deer, by Nature arm’d fo well, 

Did with the horfe in common pafture dwells 
And when they fought, the field it always wan, 
Till the pa be Horfe begg’d help of shes 
And took the bridle, and thenceforth did rej 
Bravely alone, as lord of all the plain; 

But never after could the rider get 

From off his back, or from his mouth the bit. 
So they, who poverty tea much do fear, 

T’ avoid thet weight, a greater burden bear 2 
‘That they might pow’r above their equals have, 
To cruel matters they themfelves enflave 5 

For gold their liberty exchang’d we fee, 

‘That faireft low’r which crowns humanity ; 
And all this mifchief does upon them light, 
Only becaufe they know not how, aright, 

“Chat great but fecret bappinefs to prize, 

That’s laid op in a little for the wife. , 

That is the beft and eafick e! 

Which to a man fits clofe, but not too ftrait : 
"Tis like a fhoe ; it pinches and it burns 

Too narrow, and too large it overturns, 

My deareft Friend! Rop thy defires at la, 
And cheerfully enjoy the wealth thou haf; 
And if me ftill fecking for more you fee, 

Chide and reproach, defpife and laugh at me, 
Money was made not to command our will, 
But all our Jawful pleafures to fulfil. 

Shame and wo to us if we our wealth obeys 
The horfe does with the horfeman run away. 


VIRG. GEORG. LIB. Il, 
O fortunatos nimium, tt. 

A tranflation out of Virgil, + 
Ou happy (if his happinefs he knows) 
The country fwain on whom kind Heav'n beftows 
At home all riches that wife Nature needs, : 
Whom the juft earth with eafy plenty feeds, 
*Tis true, no morning-tide of clients comes, 
And fills the painted channels of his rooms, 
Adoring the rich figures, as they pafe, 


PSE -. 





Lid 
Nor ts his wéol fuperflaoufly dy’d 
‘With the dear poifon of Affyrian pride; 
Ner do Arabian perfumes vainly fpoil 
"The native ufe and fweetnefs of his oil + 
Anftead of thefe, his calm and harmlefs life, 
Free from th’ alarms of fear and ftorms of ftrife, 
Does with fubfantial bleffednefs abound, 
“And the fofe wings of Peace cover him round : 
Through artiefa grots the murm’ring waters glide, 
Thick trees both againft heat and cold provide, 
From whence the birds falute him, and his ground 
‘With lowing herbs and bleating theep docs foun; 
_And all the rivers and the forefts nigh, - 
Poth food, and game, and exercife fupply. 
Here a well-harden’d active youth we fee, 
‘Taught the great art of cheerful poverty ; 
Here, in this place alone, there fiill do thine 
Some fireaks of love, both human and divine : 
From hence Aftrwa took her flight, and here 
Still her laft footfteps upon earth appear. 
»Tis tre, the firft defire which does control 
All the inferior wheels that move my foul, 
¥s that the Mufe me her high prieft would make, 
Into her holieft fcenes of myft’ry take, 
And open there to my mind’s parged eye, 
Thofe wonders which to fenfe the gods deny ; 
‘How in the moon fuch change of fhapes is found, 
The moon, the changing world’s eternal bound : 
What fhakes the folid earth, what {trong difeafe 
Dares trouble the firm centre’s ancient eafe ; 
‘What makes the fea retreat, and what advance, 
Varieties too regular for Chance ; 
What drives the chariot on of Winter's light, 
Aad ftops the lazy waggon of the Night : 
But if my dull and frozen blood deny 
"To fend forth fp’rits that raife a foul fo high, 
In the next place let woods and rivers be 
My quiet, though inglorious deftiny : 
In life's cond vale let my low fcene be laid, 
Cover me, gods! with ‘Tempe’s thickeft thade, 
Happy the man, [,grant, thrice happy he 
‘Who can through grofs.effects their caufes fee, 
‘Whofe couragefromthe déepsof knowledge fprings, 
Nor vainly fears inevitable things, 
But does hie walk of virtue calmly go, 
Through all the alarms of death and hell below. 
Happy! but next fuch conqu'rors happy they, 
‘Whate humble life lies not in Fortune’s way ; 
They, unconcern’d, from their fafe diftant feat, 
Behold the rods and fceptres of the great ; 
"The quarrels of the mighty, without fear, 
And the defcent of foreign troops, they hear; 
Nor can ev’n Rome their ftcady courfe mifguide, 
With all the luftre of her perifhing pride. 
"Them never yet did Strife or Av’rice draw 
Into the noify markets of the law, 

e camps of gowned war; nor do they live 
By rules or forms that matty madmen give = 
Duty for Nature’s bounty they repay, 
And her fole laws religioufly obey. 

Some with bold labour plough the faithlefs main, 
Some rougher ftorms in pritices’ courts fuftain + 
Some {weil up their flight fails with pop’lar fame, 
@harm’d with the fvolthh whiftlings of a name: 


: 2 





IMITATIONS. 


Some their vain wealth to earth again commit 3 
With endlefs cares fome brooding o’er it fit : 
Country and friends are by fome wretches fold, 
To lie on Tyrian beds, and drink in gold; 

No price too high for profit can be fhewn ; 

Not brother’s blood, nor hazard’s of their own 
Around the world, in fearch of it they roam, 

It makes ew’n their antipodes their home + 
Meanwhile the prudent hufbandman is found 


|. In mutual duties ftriving with his ground, 


And half the year he care of that does take, 
That haif the year gtateful returns docs make : 


J Each fertile month does fome new gifts prefent, 


And with new work his induftry content : 

This the young lamb, that the foft fleece, doth 
yield ; 

‘This loads with hay, and that with corn, the field : 

All forts of fruit crown the rich Autumn’s pride, 

And on a {welling hill’s warm ftony fide, 

The pow'rful princely purple of the vine, 

Twice dy’d with the redoubled fun, docs fhine = 

In th’ evening to a fair enfuing day, 

With joy he {ees his focks and kids to play, 

And loaded kine about his cottage ftand, 

Inviting with known found the milker’s hand ; 

And when from wholefome labour he doth come, 

‘With withesto be there, and wifh’d for home, 

He meets at door the fofteft human bliffes, 

His chafte wife’swelcome,and dearchildren’s kiffes. 

When any rural holidays invite 

His genius forth to innocent delight, 

On earth’s fair bed, beneath fome facred fhade, 

Amidft his equal friends carelefsly laid, 

He fings thee, Bacchus! patron of the vine, 

The beechen bow! foams with a flood of wine, 

Not to the lofs of reafon or of ftrength : 

To attive games and manlyfport, ag length, 

Their mirth afcends, and with fl'd wabagthey {08 

Who can the beft at better trials be. 

Such was the life the prudent Sabines chofe ; 

From {uch the old Hetrurian virtue rofe ; 

Such Remus and the god his brother led; . 

From fuch firm footing Rome grew the world’s 
head: 

Such was the life that ev'n till now does raife 

The honour of poor Saturn’s golden days, 

Before men born of earth, and bury’d there, 

Let in the fea their mo-tal fate to fharc, 

Before new ways of periihing were fought, 

Before unfkilful Death on anvils wrought, 

Before thofe beafts which hurhan life fuftain, 

By men, unlels to the gods" ufe, were flain. 


SENECA, EX THYESTE, ACT. I], CHOR, 


Stet quicungue volet, potens 
ajule culmine lubsicoe, Gee 


Upon the flippery- tops of human ftate, 

The gilded pinnacles of Fate, 

Let others proudly ftand, and, for a while 
The giddy danger to beguile, 

With joy and with difdain look down on afl, 
Till their heads turn, and down they fall; 


“IMITATIONS. 


Me, O ye Gods! en earth, or elfe fo near 
That I no fall to earth may fear, 

And, O ye Gods! at a good diftance, feat 
From the long ruins of the great : 

Here wrapp'd in th’ arms of Quiet let me lie; 
Quiet! companion of Obfcurity : 

Here let my life with as much fllence lide, 
As Time, that meafures it, does glide: 

Nor let the breath of Infamy or Fame, 
From town to town echo about my name + 
Nor let my homely death embroider’d be 
With feutcheon or with elegy. 

An old plebeian let me die, 

Alas: all then are fuch as well as I. 

‘To him, alas! to him I fear, 

The face of Death will terrible appear, 
‘Who in his life flatt’ring his fenfclefs pride, 
By being known to all the world befide, 
Docs not himfelf, when he is dying, know, 
Nor what he is, nor whither he's to go, 


CLAUDIAN'S OLD MAN OF VERONA. 


Harry the man who his whole time doth bound 

““Within th’ enclofure of his litele ground : 
Happy the man whom the fame humble place 
(‘Th’ hereditary cottage of his race) 





ast 
From his firt rifing infancy has known, 

And by degrees fees gently bending down, 

With natural propenfion te that earth 

Which both preferv'd his life and gave him birth? 
Him no falfe diftant lights, by Fortune fet, 
Could ever into foolith wand'rings get ; 

He never dangers either faw or fear'd : 

The dreadful ftorms at fea he never heard + 

He never heard the fhrill alarms of war, 

Or the worfe noifes of the lawyer's bar : 


+]. No change of Confuls marks to him the year; 


@he change of feafons is his calendar : 

"wie cold and heat winter and fummer thews, 
‘Autumn by fruits, and fpring by flow’rs, he knowss 
He Meafures time by landmarks, and has found’ 
For the whole day the dial of his ground : 

A neighb’ring wood, born with kimfelf, he fey 
And loves his old contempprary trees + 

He’s only heard of near Verona’s name, 

Aud knows it, like the Indies, but by fame: 
Does with a like concerament notice take 

Of the Red fea, and of Benacus’ lake : 

‘Thus health and ftrength he to’ a third age enjaya, 
And fees a long poterity of boys, ~~ 

About the {pacious world let others roam, 

‘The voyage life is longeft made at home, 





a 


FRAGMENTS. 





In the Difcourfe, by way of vifion, concerning the go» y And cut thy limbs; and if we fee 


vernment of Oliver Cromwell. 


1 


Ain! happy Hle! how art thou chang’d and curs'd 
Since 1 wa: born, and knew chee firit ! 

‘When Peace, which had forfook the world around, 
(Frighted with noife,and the fhrill trumpet’s found) 
"Thee far a private place of reft, 

And a fecore retirement, chole 

Wherein to build her halcyon neft; 

No wind durft ftir abroad the air to difcompofe, 


n. 

When all the riches of the glohe befide 

Flow’d into thee with ev'ry tide; 

‘When all that Nature did thy foil deny, 

"The growth was of thy fruitful induitry, 

‘When all the proud and dreadful fea, 

Andé all his tributary ftreams, 

A conftant tribute paid to thee; 

‘When all the liquid World was ene extendedThames. 
am. 

‘When Plenty in each village did appear, 

And Bounty was its fteward there ; 

‘When Gold walk’d free about in open view, 

E’er it one conqu'ring party's pris’ner grew 5 

When the religion of our ftate 

Had face and fub{tance with her voice, 

Ever the by’ her foolith loves of late, 

Like Echo, (oncea nymph) turn’d only into noife. | 
an 


iv. 
When men to men refpe& and friendfhip bore, 
And God with reverence did adore 5 
‘When upon earth no kingdom could have fhewn 
A happier Monarch to us than our own, 
And yet his fubjects by him were 
(Which is a truth will bardly be 
Receiv’d by any vulgar ear, 
A fecret known to few) made happier ev'n than he. ¢ 


© Vv 

*Thou doft a chaos, and confufion, now, 
A Babel, and a Bedlam, grow, 

And, like a frantic perfon, thou doft tear 
"Theornamentsandclotheswhich choufhoulditwear, « 


4 


(Jutt as thy barb’rous Britons did) 

Thy body with hypocrify [hid 

Painted all o'er, thou think’ft thy naked fhame is - 
vi. 

The nations which envy'd thee ¢’erwhile, 

Now laugh, (too little ‘tis to fmile) 

‘They laugh, and would have pity’d thee, alas! 

But that thy faults all pity do furpafs. 

Art thou the country which didft hate, 

And mock the French inconftancy ? 

And have we, have we feen of late [thee ? 
Lefs change of habits there, than governments in 
vit. 

Unhappy Hle! no fhip of thine at fea 

Was ever tofs'd and torn like thee; _ 

Thy naked hulk loofe on thé waves does beat, 
The rocks and banks around her ruin threat ; 
What did thy foolith pilots ail, 

To lay the compafs quite afide? 

Without a law or rule to fail, [guide 2 
And rather take the winds than heav’ns to be their 
vu. 

Yet, mighty God! yet, yet, we humbly crave, 
This floating Ule from thipwredk fave , 

And though to wath that blood which does it ftaia, 
It well deferves to fink into the main ; 

Yet for the Royal Martyr's prayer 

(The Royal Martyr prays, we know) 

This guilty, perithing, veffel {pares 

Hear but his foul above, and not his blood below. 


‘Ourg! ker Lapivoen a? adpaaw th yerxdo das 


a 


°Tr3 wicked, with infulting feet to tread 
Upon the monuments of the dead, 


1. 

Cors'p be the man (what do I with? as though 
‘The wretch already were not fo; 

But curs’d on let him be) who thinks it brave 
And great his country to enflave 5 

Who fecks to overpoife alone 

The balance of a nation : 

Againft the whole, but naked itate, [weights 
Who in his own light fcate makes up with arms the 


FRAGMENTS. 


bt 
Who of his nation loves to be the firft, 
“Though at.the rate of being worlt ; 
‘Who would be rather a great monfter, than 
A well-proportion’d man ; 
"The fun of Earth, with hundred hands, 
‘Upen his three-pil’d mountain ftands, 
‘Till thunder ftrikes him from thedky ; 
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Tae Chartreux wants the warning of a bell 
To call him to the duties of his cell: 

‘There needs no noife at all to awaken fins. 
Th’ adult’rer and the thief his larum has withins 


Ir isa truth fo certain and fo clear, 
‘That to the firft-born man it did appear : 
Did not the mighty heir, the noble Cain, 


"The fonof Earth again in his earth’s womb does lie. |. By the freth laws of Nature taught, difdain , 


un 

What bleod, confufion, rufa, to obtain 

A thort and riferable reign ? 

In what oblique and humble creeping wife 

Does the mifchievous ferpent rife? 

But cv’n his forked tongue ftrikes dead, 

‘When he’s rear’d up his wicked head; 

He murders with his mortal frown; 

A bafilifk he grows if once he get a crown. 
qv. 


But no guards can oppofe affaulting cars, 
Or undermining tears; 
No more than doors or clofsedrawn curtains keep 
"Che {warming dreams out when we fieep: 
at hloody confcience, ton, of his, 
(For oh! a rebel red-coat ’tis) 
‘Does here his carly heli begin ; 
He {ees his flaves without, his tyrant feels within. 


Tict, gracious God! let never more thine hand 
Lift up this road againfl our land: 

A tyrant is a rod and ferpent too, 

And brings worfe plagues than Egypt knew. 
What rivers ain'd with blood have been ? 
‘What ftorm and hailfhot have we fecn ? 

What fores deform'd the ulcerous ftate ? 

‘What darknefs to be felt has bury'd us of late? 


vi, 
How has it fnatch’d our flocks and herds away ! 
And made even of our fons a prey ! 
What croaking feéts and vermine has it fent 
‘The reftiefs nation to torment! 
What greedy troops, what armed power 
Of flies and locufts, to devour 
The land, which ew’ry where they fill! 
Nor fly they, Lord ! away; no, they devour it ftill. 
vit. 
Come the eleventh plague rather than this fhould 
Come fink us rather in che fea; {be 
Come rather Peftilence, and reap us down; 
Come God's fword rather than our own : 
Let rather Roman come again, 
Or Saxon, Norman, or the Dane 
In all the bonds we ever bore ‘ 
We griev’d, we figh’d, we wept; we never blufh’d 
1 | before, 
vu 
Tf by our fins the divine vengeance be 
Call'd to this laft extremity, 
Let fome denouncing Jonas fir be fent 
"To try if England cun repent : 
Methinks at leaft fome prodigy, 
Some dreadful comet from on high, 
Should terribly forewarn the earth, 
As of gdod princes’ deaths, fo of a tyrant’s birth. 








“Shat (though a brother) any one fhould be 

A gieater favourite to God than he? 

e 1;o0k him down, and fo, faid -he, fo fell 

ep which thou didft facrifice fo well. 

Si epee fulleft heaves which I could bring 

Sind all were blafted in the offering, 

Lat God thould my next vidim, too, defpife, 

The &ceptable prieft ¥'ll facrifice. 

Henge coward Fears; for the firft blood fo fpilt, 

As alreward he the firft city built. : 

’Twab a beginning gencrousand high, 

Fit fur a grandchild of the Deity : 

So well advanc’d, ’twas pity there he ftaid; 

One ftep ef glory more he thould have made, 

And to the utmoft bounds of greatnefs gone ; 

Had Adam, to, been kill’d, he might have reign’d 
alone. 

One brother’s death what do I mean to name, 

A {mall oblation to Revenge and Fame? 

‘The mighty-foul’d Abimelec, to thew 

What for high place a higher fp’riz can do, 

A hecatomb almoft of brethren flew, 

And feventy times in neareft blood he dy’d 

(Yo make it bold) his royal purple pride., 

Why do I name the lordly creature man? 

The weak, the mild, the coward woman, can, 

When to a crawn fhe curs her facred way, 

All that oppofe with manlike courage flay. 

So Athalia, when fhe faw her fon, 

And with his life her dcacer greatnefs gone, 

With a majeftic fury flaughter'd all 

Whom high birth might to higff pretences call: 

Since he was dead who all her paw’r fuftain’d, 

Refolv’d to reign alone; refolv'd, and reign’d, 

In vain her fex, in vain the laws, withftoud, 

In vain the facred plea of Dayid’s Blood, 

A noble and a bold contention fhe 

(One woman) undertook with Deftiny: 

She to pluck down, Dettiny to uphold, 

(Oblig'd by holy oracles of old) 

‘The great Jeffean race on Judah’s throne, 

Till ‘twas at laft am equal wager grown ; 

Scarce Fate, with much ado, the. better got ( 
by one. ; 

Tell me not the herfelf at Iaft was lain; 

Did the not frit few’ years (a lifetime) reign? 

Sev'n royal years, to a public fpirit, will feem 

More than the private Lte of a Methufalem, 

"Tis godlike to be great; and as they fay 

A thowfand years to God arc but a day, 

$o toa man, when once a crown he wears, 2s 

‘The coronation day’s more than a thoufand years,» 








Warw, Io! c’er the laft words were fully fpoke, 
From a fair cloud, which rather op’d than bi okey 


Ee 
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A flah of light, rather than lightning, came 
" So fwift, and yet fo gentle was the flame : 

pom it rode, arid in his full career %s 

‘Scem'd to my cyes no fooner there than here, 

"The comclielt youth of all th’ angelic race, 

Lovely his thape, ineffable his face. 

‘The frowns with which he ftrook the trembling 

ficnd, 
All files of haman beauty did tranfcend ; 


His beams of hocks fell part dithevell’'d down, 


Part upwards curl’d, and form’d a nat’ral crown, 
Such as the Britifh Monarchs us’d to wear, 
If gold might be compar’d with angel’s ha’ 
‘His coat and flowing mantle were fo bri 
‘They feem’d both made of woven filvet Ii; 
Acrofs his breaft an azure ribbon went, 
At which a medal hung, that did prefent, 
In wondrous living figures, to the fight, 
The myftic champions and old Dragon's fig: t ; 
And from his mantle’s fide there fhone afar 
A fix’d, and, I believe, 2 real ftar. 
In his fait hand (what need was there of more?) 
No arms but th’ Englith bloody Crofs he bore, 
Which when he tow’rds the affrighted tyrant bent, 
And fome few words pronounc’d, (but what they 
meart, 
Or were, could not, alas! by me be known, 
Only E well perceiv'd Jefus was one) 
He trembled, and he roar’d, and fled away, 
Mad to quit thus his more than hop’d-for prey. 
Such rage inflames the wolf’s wild heart and cyes, 
(Robb’d, as he thinks, unjuftly of his prize) 
‘Whom unawares the fhepherd {pics, and draws 
The bleating lamb from out his rav’nous jaws ; 
"The fhepherd fain him(elf would he affail, 
But fear above his hunger does prevail : 
He knows his foe too ftrong, and muit be gone ; 
He grins ashe looks back, and howlsas he gocs on, 








In feveral diftourfes by way of ffays inverfe and profi. 
“h Of Liberty. 

‘Who governs his own courfe with fteady hand, 

Who does himfelf with fov’reign pow’r com- 
mand ; 

‘Whom neither death nor poverty does fright, 

‘Who ftands not awkwardly in his own light 

Againft the-truth; who can, when pleafures 
knock 5 

Loud at his door, keep firm the bolt and lock; 

‘Who car, though honour at his gate fhould thay 

Yn all her mafking clothes, fend her away, } 

And ery, Be gone, f have no mind to play. 


Macye Deus; quod ad has vite brevis attenet 
horas, 

Da mihi, da panem libertatemque, nec ultra 

Sollicitas cffundo preces: {i quid datur ultra, 

Accipiam gratus; fi non, coutentus abibo. 


For the few hours of life allotted me, 

.Give me, great God! but bread and liberty, 

Vt beg no more ; if more thou’rt pleas'd to give, 
1} thankfully that overplus receive : 

Uf beyond thie-no more be freely fent, 

Vil thank for this, and go away centent, 


FRAGMENTS. 


1. Of Solitude. 


Sic ego feeretis poffum bené vivere filvis 
Qua nulla humano fit via trita pedé, 

Tu mihi curarum requies, tu nocte vel atzd 
Lumen, et in folis tu mihi turba locis, 


Wirn thee for ever [ in woods could reft, 
Where never human foot the ground has prefs’d 3 
Thou from: all fhades the darknefs canft exclude, 
And from a defert banifh folitude. 


Ops et amo, quandm id faciam ratione requiris? 
Nefcio, fed fieri fentio, et excrutior. 


Iwate; and yet & love thee too; 
How can that be? I know not how; 
Only that fo it is I know, 

And feel with torment that ’tis fo. 


Ovira! ftulto longa, fapienti brevis! 
O wire! long to the fool, fhort to the wife! 


1 
Hatt, old Patrician Trees, fo great and good! 
Hail, ye Plebeian Underwood‘ 
Where the peetic birds rejoice, - 
And for their quiet nefts and plenteous food 
Pay with their gratelul voice. * 


nm 
Hail. the poor Mufe’s richeft Manorefeat! 
Ye country Houfes and retreat, 
Which alt the happy gods fo love, 
‘That for yon oft’ they quit their bright and great 
Metropolis above. 

nY 
Here Nature docs a houfe for me erect, 
Nature! the faireft architect, 
Who thofe fond artifts docs defpife _ 
‘That can the fair and living trees neglect, 
Yet the dead timber prize. 


aw. 
Here let me, carelefs and unthoughtful lying, 
Hear the foft winds above me flying, - 
With all their wanton boughs difpute, 
And the more tuneful birds to both replying; 
Nor be myfclf, too, mute. 

ve 
A filver ftream fhall roll his waters near, 
Gilt with the funbeams here and there, 
On whofe enamell’d bank I'll walk, 
And fee how prettily they fmile, 
And hear how prettily they talk. 

vi. 
Ab! wretched, and too folitary he, 
Who loves not his own company! 
He'll feel the weight of it many a day, 
‘Unlefs he call in Sin or Vanity 
To help to bear it away. 

vi. 
Oh, Solitude! firft ftate of humankind ! 
Which blefs’d remain’d till man did find 
Ev’n his own helper’s company : 
As foon as two, alas! together join’d, 
‘The ferpent made up three, ~ 

es vin. 

Though God himfelf, through countlefs ages, thet 
His foly companion chole to be, 


FRAGMENTS, 


Thee, facred Solitude! alone, 
Before the branchy head of Numbet’s tree 
Sprang from the trunk of one ; 


Ix. 
Thou (though men think thine an ahactive part) 
Doft break and tame th’ unruly heart, 
Which elfe would know no fettled pace, 
Making it move, well manag’d by thy art, 
With fwiftnefs and with grace, 
x 


‘Thov the faint beams of Reafon’s fcatter'd light 
Dott, like a burning glafs, unite, - 
Doft nmultiply the feeble beat, 

And fortify the ftrength, till thou dott bright 

And noble fires beget. 


xi. 
Whilt this hard truth I teach, methinks I fee 
‘The monfter London laugh at me ; 
I fhould at thee, too, foolith City ! 
If it were fit to laugh at mifery ; 
But thy eftate { pity. 
xu. 
Let but thy wicked men from out thee go, 
And all the fools that crowd thee fo, 
Ev'n thou, who doft thy millions boaft, 
A village lefs than Mlingtoa wilt grow, 
A folitude almoft. 


ML. Of Obfiurity. 


Nam neque divitibus contingunt gaudia folis, 
Nec vixit male, qui natus morien{que fefellit. 
Hor, Epift. 1. i. 18. 


Gop made not pleafures only for the rich : 
Nor have thofe men without their fhare, too, liv’d, 
‘Who both iplife and-death the world deceiv’d. 


‘IV. OF Agriculture. 


Nazscio qua natale folum dulcedine Mufas 
Ducit, et immemores non finit effe fui, 


Tur Mufes ftill love their own native place, 
It has fecret charms which nothing can deface. 


As well might corn as verfe in cities grow; 

In vain the thanklefs glebe we plough and fow, 
Againft the unnatural foil in vain we ftrive ; 

*Tis not a ground in which thefe plants will thrive. 


Nios, 05 lezen fay Taeiy “Hyiev Taveds, 
"Oud “caw iv pacddonn 11 mas dagediny why’ Srevep, 
Kptrparrss yep burs O10) Biov a'stpwmner. 


Unnarry they to whom Ged has not reveal'd, 
By a ftrong light which muft their fenfe control, 
‘bat half a great eftate’s more than the whole ; 
‘Unhappy, from whom ftill conceal’d does lie 

GF rvots and herbs the wholdfome luxury. 


--——Hac (inquit) limina vidor 

Alcides fubiit, hac illum regia cepit, [oum 
Aude, Hofpes ! contemnere opes, ct te quog ; dig- 
Finge Deo, rebufque veni non afper egenis. 


‘Tis humble roof, this ruftic court, faid he, 
Raceiv’d Alcides crowa’d with viebory : 


“43s 
Scorn not, great Gueft! the fteps where he has 
But cantemin wealth, and imitate agod. —[trosds 


THE COUNTRY LIFE. 


Lib AV. Plantarum, 


Brzse’p be the man (and blefs’'d he is) whom eer 
(Plac’d far out of the roads of hope or fear) 
“A little field and little garden feeds; = 
The field givesall that frogal Nature needs 
‘The wealthy garden lib’rally beftuws 

Alblhe can afk, when fhe luxurious grows, 

The GeCous inconveniencies that wait 

Upon a life of bus’nefs and of ftate, 

Ht ies (nor does the fight difturb his ret)’ 
By {ols defir'd, by wicked men poffefe’d 

‘ThvS, thus (and this deferv'd great Virgil's praife} 
‘Theiold Corycian yeoman pafs'd his days + 

‘Thu his wife life Abdolonymus {pent ; 

Ti’ ambaffadors, which the great emp’ror fent 
To offer him a crown, with wonder found 

The rev’rend gard’ner hocing of his ground : 
Unwillingly, and flow, and difcontent, 

From his fov'd cottage to a throne he went ; 
And oft’ he ftopp’d in his triumphant way, 

And oft’ look’d back, and oft’ was heard te fay, 
Not without fighs, Alas ! I there forefake 

A happier kingdom than I go to take, 

Thus Aglaiis (a man unknown to men, : 
But the gods knew, and therefore low’d him thea) 
hus liv’d obfcurely then without a name, 
Aglaiis, now confign’d t’ cternal fame : 

For Gyges, the rich king, wicked and great, 
Prefum’d at wife Apollo's Delphic feat, 
Prefum’d to afk, oh | thou, the whole world’s eye; 
Seeft thou a man that happier is than I? 

The god, who fcorn’d to flatter man, reply’d, 
Aglaiis happier is, But Gyges cry’d, 

dna proud rage, Who can that Aglaiis be? 
We've heard as yet of no fuch king as he, 

And trite it was, through the whole earth aroun 
No king of fuch a name was to be found, ; 
Ts fume old hero of that name alive, 

Who his high race does from the gods derive ? 

Is it fome mighty gen’ral, that has done 
Wonders in fight, and godlike honours won t 

Is it fome man of endlefs wealth ? faid be. 
None, none of thefe. Who can this Aglaiis be ? 
After long fearch and vain inquiries paft, 

In an obfcure Arcadian vale at laf, 

(Th’ Arcadian life has always fhady been) 

Near Sopho’s town (which he but once.had feen) 
This Aglatis, whe monarchs’ envy drew, 
Whofe happinefs the gods ftood witnefs to, 

This mighty Aglaiis was-lab’ring found, 

With his own hands, in his own little ground. 

So, gracious God! (if it may lawful be 

Among thofe foolith gods to mention thee) 

So let me a, on fuch a private ftage, 

‘The lait dull feenes of my declining age + 

Altcr long toils and voyages in vain, 

‘This quiet port Jet my tofs’d veffel_gaia : 

Of heav'nly reft this earneft to me lend ; 

Let my life Seep, ane learn to love her gd, 

¢ ij 


ah FRAGMENTS. 


‘V. The Garden. 


j The birds that danee from bough to bough. 
: And fing -boye in ev'ry tree, 


 ‘Bwp there (with no defign beyond my wall) whole | are not from fears-and cares more free. 


aud. entire to lie, 
In no anadtive cafe, and no unglorious poverty. 


Harry-art thou, whom God does blefs . 

With the full choice of thine own happinefs ; 

And happier yet, becaufe thou’rt blefs’d ca 

‘With prudence how to cheofe the deft. 

In books and gardens thou haft plac’d aright. 

{Things which thou well doft underitand, . 7 

And both doh make with thy laborious aie’ 

‘Thy noble innocent delight ; [ 

And in thy vireuous wile where thou aga 

Both pleafures more refin'd and {weet ; 

The faireft garden in her looks, . 
nd in her mind the wilelt books. { 

Oh!.who would change thefe foft yet folid jcys; 

For empty thews and fenfclefs noile, 

Avd all which rank Ambition breeds, 

Which feem fuch beauteous flow’rs, and are fuch 

pois’nqus weeds ? 






eet 
at 


ih 
When God did man to bis own likenefs make, 
Ag moch as clay, though of the pureft kind, 
By the get Potter’s art refin'd, 
Could the divine impreffion take, 
He thought it fit to place him, where 
A kind of heav’n, too, did appear, 
‘As far ag carth could fuch a likenefs bear, 
That man no happinefs might want 
Which earth to her firft mafter could afford, 
He did a garden for him plant, 
By the. quick hand of his omnipotent Word. 
As the chief help and joy of human life, 
He gave him the fir gift, firft ev’n before a-wife. 
iris 
For God, the univerfal architect, 
It had been as cafy.to credt 
A Louvre or Efcuriai, or a Tower, Ld 
‘That might with heav’n communication hold, 
As Babe} vainly thought to do of old: 
He wanted. not the fkill er power ; 
“In the wera’s fabric thofe were fhewn, 
And ¢he matesiats were all his own : 
Bat well he knew what place would beft agree 
‘With.innacence and with felicity 5 
And we elfewhere ftill eck for them in vain, 
Uf any part of either yet remain ; 
If any part of cither we expect, 
"Chis may our judgment in the fearch direct ; 
God the Grft garden made, and the firit city Cain, 
Ww 
Oh! bleffed Shades! O pentle coal retreat 
From all th’ immoderate heat 
In which the frantic world docs burn and fweat! 
"This does the Lion-Itar, ambirion’s r 
"This avarice, the Dog-ttar’s thirit, affu. 
Ev'ry where elie their fatal pow’r we i 
'Yhey make and rule man’s wretched dett 
They ncither fer nor aifeppesr, 
Bur tyrannize o'er ail the year, 
Whillt we ac'er feel their dame cr influence here, 

















"Fhan we who lic, or fit, er walk, below, 
And fhould by right be fingers too. 

What prince’s choir of mufic can excel 
That which within this thade does dwell ? 
‘lo which we nathing pay or give 5 


-| They ike all other poetsiive, 


Without reward or thanks for their obliging pains; 
Tis well if they become not prey: 

The whiftling winds add their lefs artful ftrains, 
‘And a grave bafs the murm'rings fountains play 5 
Nature does all this harmony beftow ; 

But to our plants art’s mufic too, 

The y ipe, theorbo, and guitar, we owe ; 

‘The lute itfelf, which once was green and mute, 
When Orpheus ftrook th’ infpired Inte, 

‘The trees danc’d round, and underftood, 

By fympathy, the voice of wood, 


ve. 

Thefe are the fpells that to kind fleep invite, 
Aod nothing does within refiftance make, 
Which yet we moderately take : 
Who would not choofe to-be awake * 
While he’s encompafs’d round with fach delight 
Yo th’ ear, the nefe, the touch, the tafte, and fight? 
When Venus would her dear Afcanius keep 
A pris’ner in the downy hands of fleep, 

| She od’rous herbs and flow'rs beneath him {pread, 
As the moft foft and fweeteft bed; 
Not her own lap would more have charm’d his 
Who that has‘teafon and has fmell, (head. 
Would not among rofes and jafmine dwell, 
Rather than all his fpirits choke 
With exhalations of dirt and-fmoke = 
And all th’ uncleannefs which does dfdwn, 
In peftilential clouds, a papulous town ? 
‘The garth itfclf breathes better perfumes here, 
Than ail the female men or women there, 
Not without caufe, abeut them bear. 


Vb 

When Epicurus to the world had taught 

‘Lhat pleature was the chiefeft good, 

(And was pethaps i? th’ right, if rightly under- 
ftood) 

His life he to his do@rine brought, 

And ina garden’s thade that fov'reign pleafure 
fought. 

Wheever a true Fpicure would be, 
there find cheap and virtuous luxury. 

ius his table, which did hold 

many crea'ures as the Ark of old; 








‘That fiftal table, to which ev’ry day 
All countries did a conftant tribute pay, 
Could noching nrere delicious afford 
‘Vhan Nature’s liberagty, 

Help'd 


ih a lietle art and induftry, 

the meanett gard’ner’s beard. 

‘The wanten tafe xo fifth, ur fowl can choofe, 
: er melon he would lofe. 
“Theugh alk the whabi-ants of fea and air 

Be Hived in the glutton’s bill.ot fare, 














| Vee ftill the fraits of carth we fee 
| Placdthe third Qory high in afi her lusury- 


> 


FRAGMENTS 


eit. , 
But with no ‘fenfe the garden does comply ; 
None courts or flatters, aiit does, the eye 
When the yreat Hebrew king did almoft ftrain 
‘The wondrous treafures of his wealth.and brain, 
His royal fouthern gueft to entertain ; 
‘Though the on filver floors did tréed, 
With bright Aflyrian carpets on them fpread, 
To hide the metal’s poverty 5 
Though the look'd up to roofs of gold, 
And nought around her could behold 
But filk and rich embroidery, 
And Babylonian tapettry, 
And wealthy Hiram’s princely dye ; 
‘Though Ophir’s flarry ftones met ev'ry where 
her eye; 
“Though the herfelf, and her gay hoft, were drefs’d 
With all the thining glories of the Eat; 
When lavifh Art her coltly work had dane, 
The honour and the prize of bravery 
Was by’ the garden from the palace won ; 
And ev'ry rofe and Jily there did ftand, 
Better attir'd by Nature’s haud 
‘The cafe thus judg’d againft the king we fee, 
By one that would not be fo rich, though wifer 
far than he. 
Vint. 
Nor does this happy place only difpenfe 
Such various pleafures to the fenfe : 
Here Health ittelf does tine, 
‘That falt of life which does to all a rclith give, 
Its ftan-ding pleafure and intrinfic wealth, {hcalth. 
The body’s virtue, and the foul’s good fortune, 
The tree of Life, when it in Eden flood, 
Did its immortal head to heaven rear, 
It lafted a tallecedar till the flood ; 
Now a finallthorny fhrub it does appear, 
Nor will it thrive, too, ev'ry where; 
At always here is fretheft {eens 
“Tis only here an evergreen. 
J through the ftrong and beautcous fence 


. Of temperance and innocence, 


And wholefome labours, and a quiet mind, 
Any difeates paflage find, 


“They muft not think here to affail 


A land unarm'd, or without a guard: 
They muft fight for it, and difpure it ard, 
Before they can prevail 
Scarce any plant is growing here 
Which againft death fome weapon docs not bear. 
Let cities boaft that they provide 
For life the ornaments of pride ; 
But ‘tis the country and the field 
That farnith it with Raffand fhield. 
1x. 
‘Where does the wifdom and the pow'r divine 
in a morc bright and fwect reflection shine ?; 
Where do we finer ftrokes arid colouss ice 
Of the Creator ¢ real poctry, 
‘Than when we with attention loo's 
Upon the third day’s volume of the book ? 
Hf we could open dnd intend our eye, 
‘We all, like Mofes, thould cfpy 
Ev'n in a buth, the radient Deity: 





#52 
But we defpife thefe his inferior ways, : 
(Though no lefs full cf miracle and ate) 

Upon the flow’rs of heav’n we gaze; 

The ftars of earth no wonder in us raife, - ‘ 
Though thefe, perhaps, do more than they, 

‘The life of mankind fway : 

Although no part of mighty Nature be ; 
More ftor’d with beauty, pow’r, and myfteryg = 

-¥et, to encourage human induftry, : 
God has fo order’d, that no other part _ 

Such pace and fuch domimion leaves for art, 


x 

We 2o where Art do fo triumphant fee, 

As when it grafts or buds the tree z 

In other things we count it to excel, 

If it a docile fcholar can appear 

To Nature, and but imitate her wells 

It overrules, and is her mafter here : 

Jt imitates her Maker’s power divine, 

And ghangcs her fometimes, and fometimes dott” 
refine, 

It-does, like grace, the fallen tree reftore . - 

To it’s blefe’d ftate of Paradife before. 

Who would not joy to fee his conqu’ring hand: 

Over ail the vegetable world command ? : 

And the wild giants of the wood receive 

What Jaw he’s pleas’d to give? ? 


| He bids th’ ill-natur'd crab produce 


‘The gentler apple’s winy juice, 

The golden fruit that worthy is 

Of Galatea’s purple kifs : 

He does the favage hawthorn teach 

To bear the medlar and the pear 5 

He bids the ruftic plum to rear 

A nolJe trunk, and be a peach; 

Lv'n Daphne’s coynefs be does mock, 

And weds the cherry to her ftack, 

‘Though the refus'd Apollo's fuit ; 

Ev'n the, that chafte and virgin tree, 

Now wonders at herfelf, to fee 

That fhe’s a mdther made, and Sluthes in her fruit, « 

bat 

Methinks I fee great Dioclefian walk 

In the Saloyian garden's noble fhade, 

Which by his own imperial hands was made ¢ . 

(fee him fmile, methinks, as he’ does talk 

With the ambafladors, who come in vain 

T’ entice him to a throne again. 

{f I, my Friends! (faid he) fhould to you thew 

All the delights which in thefe gardens grow, ©. 

“Vis likelier much that you fhould with me flay, _ 

Than tis that you fhould carry me away ? 

and trift me not, my Friends! if ev'ry. day * 

I walk not here with more delight 

Than ever, after the moft happy fight, 

In iumph to the Capitol t rode, 

‘Yo thank the gods, and to be thought myfalf ab | 
moft a god. 


‘ 
Vi. Of Greatnefis 
Ie ever I more riches did defire 


Than cleanlinefs and quiet do require ; 
Ec ijj 


‘43 FRAGMENTS. 


¥f e’er ambition did my fancy cheat, The, prudent pifmire does this leffon teach,‘ 
‘With any with fo mean as to be great ; And induftry to lazy mankind preach : 
Continue, Heav'n ! {till from me to remove, The little drudge does trot about and fweary 
‘The humble bieiings of that life T-love. Nor does he ftraight devour all he can get, 


: But in his temp’rate mouth carries it home, 
‘Was it for this that Rome's beft blood he fpilt, A ftock for winter, which he knows muft come ; 


‘With fo much falfehood, fo much guilt 2 And when the rolling world to creatures here 
‘Was it for this that his ambition ftrove ‘Turns up the deform’d wrong fide of the year, 
To equal Czfar firft, and after Jove? —- . And fhuts him in with ftorms, and cold, and 
Greatnefs is barren, fure, of folid joys; wet, 

Her merchandife, I fear, is all in toys; He cheerfully does his pat labours eat. 

She could not elfe, fure, fo uncivil be O, does he fo? your wife example, th’ ant, 

‘To treat his univerfal majetty, Does not at all times reit and plenty wane; 

His hew-created deity, But weighing juftly a mortal ant’s condition, 
‘With nuts, and bounding ftones, and boys. Divides his life ’twixt labour and fruition, 


a Thee neither heat, nor forms, nor wet, nor cold, 
Sa Set guantum vertte ad auras From thy unnatural diligence can withhold: * - 
ape F To th’ Indies thou would run, rather than fee 
As far as up tow'rds heav’n the l:ranches grow, Another, though a friend, ‘richer than thee, 
As far the root finks down to hell below. Fond Man! what good or beauty can be found 
Awo what a noble plot was crofi’d, : In heaps of :reafure bury’d under ground ? 
d ve dedion was loft ! Which rather than diminith’d e'er to fee, 
And what 9 eave dota wf Thon wouldh thyfelf, too, bury'd with them b 
an on wouldit thyfelf, too, bury’d with them be. 
VIN. Of Avarice. And what's the diff’rence ? Is it not quite as bad 
pa : ' Never to ufe, as never to have had? 3 
Awp, oh! what man’s condition can be worfe , | In thy watt barns millions of quarters ftore, 
‘Than hia whom plenty ftarves and bleffings curfe? | ‘rhy dolly, for ail that, will hold no more 





‘The beggars but a common fate deplore 5 ‘Than mine does. Ev'ry baker makes rauch bread 

‘The rich poor man’s emphatically poor. What then? ‘he’s with no more than others fed, | 

T apmine, Mecznas! how it comes to pafs Do you within the bounds of nature live, 

‘That no man ever yet contented was, And to augment your own you need not ftrive. 

Nor is, nor perhaps will be, with that ftate One hundred acres will no lefs for you 

In which his own choice plants him, or his Fate. | Your life’s whole bus'nefs than ten thoufand de. 

Happy the merchant, the oltl foldier cries. But pleafant ‘tis to take from a great ftore, 

‘The merchant, beaten with tempeftuous fkies, What, Man! though you're refolv’d to take ne « 

Happy the foldier, one half hour to thee more : * f 

Gives {peedy death or glorious vidory. Than I do from a fmall one? If your will 

The lawyer, knock'd up early from his re& Be but a pitcher or a pot to fill, 

By reftlcfs clients, calls the peafant blefs’d ; To fome great river for it muft you go, 

‘The peafant, when his labours ill fueceed, When a clear fpring juft at your fect docs flow ? 

Enyies the moyth which only talk does feed. Give me the [pring which does to human ufe . 

*Tis not ({ think you'll fay) thae I want tore Safe, eafy, and untroubled ftores produce + 

~ Of in(tances, if here { add no more ; He who feorgs thefe, and needs will drink at Nile 

‘They are enough to reach at leaft a mile Mutt run the danger of the crocadile, 

Beyond fong @rator Fabius his ftyle. And of the rapid ftream itfelf, which may 

But, held, you whom no fortune e’er endears, At unawares bear him, perhaps, away. 

Gentlemen, male-contents, and mutineers, In a full flood Tantalus ftands, his fkin 

‘Who bounteotis Jove fo often cruel call, Waih’d o'er in vain for ever dry within ; 

Behold Jove’s now refolv’d to pleafe you all. He catches at the ftream with greedy lips, 

Thon, foldier, be a merchant; merchant, thou From his touch’d mouth the wanton torrent flips. 

A foldicy be ; and. lawyer, to the plough. You laugh, now, and expand your careful brow; 

Change all their flations {traight ; why de they } ’Tis finely faid, but what’s all this to you? 

ftay ? . " | Change but the name, ‘this fable is thy ftory ; 

‘The devil a man will change new when he may. { Thou in a flood of ufelefs wealth doft glory, 

‘Were Lin General Jove's abufed cafe, Which thou cant only touch, but never tate ; 

By Jove I'd cudgel this rebellious race : ‘Th’ abundance ftill, and ftill the want, does laft, 

Bug he’s too good. Be all then as you were, ‘The treafures of the gods thou wouldft not {pare, 
. ‘However, make the bett of what' you are, But when they’re made thine own, they facred 


And ia that ftate be cheerful and rejoice, are, 

Which cither was your fate or was your choice. And muft be kept with rev’rence as if thou 
No; they muft Jabour yet, and fweat, and toil, No other ufe of precious gold didf know, 
And very miferable be awhile ; But that of curious pictures, to delight, 
But ’tiswith a defign only to gain With the fair famp, thy virtuofo fight, 
‘What may their age with plentcous eafe maintain | The only truc and genuine ufe is this, 


FRAGMENTS, 


“So buy the things which Nature cannot mifs 
Without difcomfort ; oil, and vital bread, 
And wine, by which the life of Life is fed, 
And all thofe few things elfe by which we live; 
All that remains is giv’n for thee to give. 
Tf cares and troubles, envy, grief, and fear, 
"The bitter fruits be which fair Riches bear, 
Ha new poverty grow out of ftore, ; 
‘The old plain way, ye Geds! let me be poor, 


INL, Lhe dangers of an boncft man in much company. 


Honest and poor, faithful in word and thought, 
What has thee, Fabian ' to the City brought? 
‘Thou neither the buffoon nor bawd canft play, 
Nor with falfe whifpers the innocent betray ; 
Nor corrupt wives, nor from rich beldams get 

A living by thy induftry and fweat; 

Nor with vain promifes nor projects cheat, 

Nor bribe or flatter any of the great. ° 

But you're a mao of learning, prudent, juft ; 

A man of toura; , and fit for truft. 

‘Why, you may icy, and live unenvy'd here ; 
Bur, faith, go back, and keep you where you were. 


IX. Tbe Shortne/i of Life, and Uncertainty of Rises. 


Inserz nunc Melibze pyros, pone ordine vites, 


ipa: poigl 104, " 4 
Go thy orchards, and vineyards plant ; 
Bhithe nit! 


+ oo 
Warr doft thea heap up wealth, which thou muft 
Or, what is Worfe, be left by it ? quit, 
Why dog thou load thyfelf when thou’rt to fly, 
‘Oh, Man! ordain’d to dic? 
i. 

‘Why doft thou build up ftately reoms on high, 
‘Thou who art under ground to lie? ‘ 
Thou few'lt and planteft, but no fruit moft fee, 
For Death, alas! is fowing thee. 

. nL 
Suppofe thou Fortune couldft to tamenefs bring, 
And clip or pinion her wing; 
Suppofe theu couldft on Fate fo far prevail, 
As not to cut off thy entail; 


ty. 
Yet Death at all that fubtilty will laugh ; 
Death will that foolith gard’ner mock, 
‘Who does a flight and annual plant ingraff 
Upon a lafting ftock, 


v. 
Thou doft thyfelf wife and induftrious deem ; 
A mighty hufband thou wouldit feem * 
Fond Man! like a hought flave thou all the while 
Doft but for others fweet and toil. 


vi 
Officious Fool! that needs mnft meddling he 
An bus’nefs that concerns not thee ; 
For when to future years thou’ extend’ ft thy cares, 
‘Thou deal’ in other men’s affaire, 





vii, 
Ev’n aged men, as if they truly were 
Children again, for age prepare ; 
Provifions for long travel they defign, 
In the laft point of their fhort line. 

Vill. ~ 
Wifely the ant againit poor Winter hoards 
The ftock which Summer’s wealth affords ; 
‘In grathoppers, that muft at autumn die, 
How vain were fuch an induftry ? 


Ix. 
Of pow’r and honour the deceitful light 
Might half excufe our cheated fight, 
If it of life the whole {mall time would ftay, 
And be our funfhine all the day. 5 
x. * 
Like lightning that, begot but in a cloud, 
(Though fhining bright and {peaking loud) 
Whilft it begins, concludes its violent race, 
And fehere it gilds, it wounds the place. 


xh 
Oh, fcene of Fortune! which doft fair appeat 
Only to men that ftand not near : 
Proud Poverty that tinfel brav’ry wears, 
And, like a rainbow, painted tears! 

xi. 
Be prudent, and the fhore in profped& keep ; 
In a weak boat truft not the deep ; 
Plac’d beneath envy, above envying rife ; 
Pity great men, great things defpife, 

xi, 
The wife example of the heav'nly lark, 
Thy fellow-poct, Cowley ! mark ; 
Above the clouds let thy proud mufic found, 
Thy humble neft build on the ground, 


x. Te Danger of Pracraftination. 


——-—Sapere aude, “ 

Incipé, vivendi qui reéte prorogat horam, 
Rufticus expectat dum defluat amnis, at ille 
Labitur, et labetur in omne volubilis zvum. 


Beoin, be bold, and ventyre to be wife; 

He who defers this work from day to day, 

Does on a river’s bank expecting ftay, 

Till the whole ftream, which ftopp’¢ him, fhould 
be gone, 

That runs, and as it runs, for ever will run on. 


i cras hefternum csonfumpfimus, ecce aliud cray 


gerit hos annos. 


Oor yefterday’s to-morrow now is gone, 
And ftill a new to-morrow does come on, 
We by to-morrows draw up all our ftore, 
‘Till the exhaufted well can yield no more, 


XU. OF Myf. 


———Nee vos dukiffima mundi 

Nomina, vos Mufz, libertas, otia, libri, 

Hortique fylvaque anima remanente relinquam. 
Ec ii 


+ 


ase. 

Nor by me e’er shall yon, 
You of all names the {weeteft and the beft, 
You Mufes, books, and liberty, and reft ; 
You gardens, ficids, and woods, forfaken be, 
As long as life itfelf forfakes not me. . 


EPITAPHIUM 


VIVi AUCTORIS, 


HIC, 8 Viater ! fub lare parvulo 
Coulvius his of? conditus, Hie jacet 
Defundtus bumani laboris 

Sorte, fupervacudque vitd. 


Won indecord pauperie nitens, 

Et non inerti nobilis tio, . 
Vaniq; diledtis popello 

Divitiis animofur boftis, 


Poffis ut illum dicere mortuum, 

En terra jam nunc quantula fuffgit ? 
Exempta fit curis, Viator,” 

Lerra fit illa levis, precaves 


Ht: fparge flores, fparge brevis refas, 
Nam vita gaudet mortua foribus, 
Herbifque oloratis corona 

Veatis adbuc cinerem calentem, 


‘THE AUTHOR's EPITAPH. 


Upon bimfelf yet alive, but withdrawn from the bufy 
"world to a cauntry life; to be fuppafed written on 
bis bouje, e 


Heat, Paflenger ! beneath this thade, 
Lies Cowley, though entomb'd, not dead, 
"Yet freed from human toil‘and ftrife, + 
And all the impertinence of life; 


Who in his poverty is neat, 
And even in retirement great! 
‘With gold, the people’s idol, he 
Holds endlefs war and enmity. 


Can you not fay he has refign'd 

His breath, to this {mall cell confin’d ? 
With this {mall manfion let him have 
‘The reft and filence of the grave. 


Strew rofes here as on his herfe, 

And reckon this his fun’ral verfe : 
‘With wreaths of fragrant herbs adorn 
‘The yet farviving Poct’s wn. 


‘FRAGMENTS. 
Latin Epitaph on the Author's Tomb in Wefminfer 


ABRAHAMUS COULBIUS, 
Anglorum, Pindarus, Flaccus, Maro, 
Deliciz, Decus, Defiderium Avi fui, 

Hic joxta fitus eft. 


Aurea dum volitant lati tua foripta per orbem, 

Et Fama eternium vivis, Divine Pocte, 

Hic placidd jaceas requie, Cuflodiat urnam 

Cana Fides, vigilentg; perenni lampade Mule, 

Sit fucer iffe locus, Nec quis temeravius aujit 

Sucrilega turbare manu Venerabile Buflum, 

Intadli maneant, maneant per fecula dulcis 

Couleij cineres, ferveatg; immobile faxum, 

Sic Vovet ; 
Votumga; fuum apud Pofteros facratum effe voluit. 
Qui Vire Incomparabilt pofuit fepulchrale marmor. 
GEORGIUS DUX BUCKINGHAMIE, 


Excefit ¢ vita Anno Ets 49, et bonorifica pompa clan 
tus ex Fdibus Buckingamianis, ‘viris illufiribus omnium 
ordinum exfequias celebrantibus, Sepultus of Die 3° 
M, Augufi A. D. 1667. 


THE EPITAPH 


Tranferibed from the Author's Tomb in Weflninfler 
“Abbey; attenpted in Englifb. 


"Hore under lics 
ABRAHAM COWLEY, 


THE PINDAR, HORACE, AND VIRGIL, 
. Of the Englifs nation, 


Waite through the world, thy labours fhine 
Bright as thyfelf, thou Bard divine ; 

Thou in thy fame wilt live, and be 

A partner with eternity. 


Here in foft peace for ever reft,” 

(Soft as the love that filP’'d chy breaft :) 
Let hoary Faith aronnd thy urn, 

And al] the watchful Mufes, mourn. 


For ever facred be this room ; 

May no rude hand difturb thy tomb, 
Or facrilegious rage and Iuft 

Affront thy venerable duft. 


Sweet Cowley’s duf Iet none profang 
Here may it undifturb’d remain ; 
Eternity not take, but give, 

And make this fone for ever live, 


TEE 


POETICAL WORKS 


EDMUND WALLER, 


Containing his 


MISCELLANIES, EPIFAPES, 
EPISTLES, FRAGMENTS, 
SONGS, DIVINE POEMS, 
EFIGRAMS, te, He, ey 


‘To which is prefixed, 


THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 


SSE 
: When Watter, kindling with celeftial rage, 

View'd the bright Harley of that wond’ring age, . 
His pleafing pain he taught the lute to breathe; 
‘The Graces fung, and wore his myrtle wreath. 
His Mufe, by Nature form’d to pleafe the fair, 
Or fing of heroes with majeftic air, 
‘Fo melting ftrains attun’d her voice, and ftrovc 
‘To waken all the tender pow’rs of Jove-— 
‘The florid and fublime, the grave and gay, 
From Water's beams imbibe a purer ray.-~ 
‘Maker and model of melodious verfe! 


Accept thefe votive honours at thy hearfe. 
: Fenton. 
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FEoxenn Wa ter was fortunately exempted from thofe ufval concomitants of genius, obfeuritg 
in the commencement of life, and Poverty during its continuance,—his father having been a gentleman” 
of family and’ fortune in Buckinghambhire, and his mother fifter to the celebrated Hampden. The poet. 
himfelf was born at Colefhill in Hertfordthire on the 3d of March 1605. 

His father dying in the infancy of his fon, left him heir to an eftate worth three thoufand five hun~ 
dred pounds a-year ; an income more than equivalent to ten thoufand pounds of our money at prefent, 

He was educated at Eaton, whence he removed to King’s College, Cambridge. 

His debut both ‘in politics and poetry was fplendid and early; for he was chofen a member of parliae 
ment in his eighteenth year; and then too, gave a fpecimen to the world of his genius, in a copy af 
verfes on the Prince’s (Charles I.’s) efcape at St. Andero, which at once difplayed that corre tafte 
and fuavity of numbers for which he is fo juftly celebrated; and which he feems to have intuitively 
poffeffed, fince no models exifled at that time, in the Englith language, from which hg could copy 
them, Z : : 

Waller, happily for himfelf, being placed above the neceffity of writing for fubfiftence, compofed alf 
his pieces ovcafionally, at different intervals, from his eighteenth to bis eighticth year. Our poct 
indeed found a much fhorter road for improving his fortune than that leading to Parnaffus, having 
martied a rich city heirefs, though oppofed by the intereft of the court, who wifhed to provide for the 
lady a different hufband, She dying in a fhort time, left him 2 widower of five and twenty, in the full 
“enjoyment of health, wit, and affluence, to commence a frefh matrimonial engagenfent. 

Young, rich, vain, amorous and ambitious, our poet became the fuitor of the lady Dorothea Sydney, 
eldeft daughter to the Earl of Leicefter, To her we are indebted for thofe elegant ¢ffnfiens of poetical 
gallantry, in which the is celebrated under the name of Sachariffa ; an appellation which unhappily did 
not accord with the lady’s difpofition ; for, in fpite of his beautiful verfes, the treated his love with . 
dignified difdain, and at once quashed his hopes and extinguifbed his paflion, by beftowing her hand 
on the Earl of Sunderland. © ~ 

‘Waller was not, however, driven to defpair ; but diverted his difappointment by transferring his affec~ 

tion and his poetry to new objects; and accordingly attached himfelf to Lady Sophia Murray, who is : 
Suppofed to be the Amoret af fome of his moft pleafing pieces. 
; Apout the year 1640, he is thought to have taken a voyage to the iflands of Bermudas, which fup- 
plied the incidents and imagery of his poem on the battle of the Whales, the moft confiderable for length 
of all his pieces, It difplays his ufual {clicity of verfification, with fome vigorous paflages ; but it is not 
eafy to determine whether it was intended for a ferions or a miock heroic poem. 

Between his twenty-cighth and thirty-fifth year he alfo compofed feveral Jeffer pieces, fuch a8 that on 
the redudtion of Sallee—on the the repairs of St. Paul's Church,—om the Navy, &c. In all thefe, the 
fweetnefs of his numbers are confpicuous ; and he fometimes furpaffes himfelf in energy of thought, 
and vivacity of expreflion. , 

‘Waller was not of a complexion to remain long without a mate. He obtained the hand of a lady of 
the name of Breffe, unaided by poetry, In reality pectry is ‘no adjun@ to domettic felicity. Trae © 
beune-felt blifs, ike a deep ream, makes the Ieaft noife in its courfe ; and that fuch Waller enjoyed 

. in 
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in his fecond marriage, may be reafonably inferred from his wife’s having brought him thirteen 
children, eke 

Waller diftinguithed himfelf early in the cver memorable politics of the times. Connected by affinity 
with che principal leaders, in poffeflion of an ample fortune, and gifted by nature with fplendid ta- 
Jents,—had his virtue been equal to thefe endowments, he might have taken a principal lead in them. 
It does not ufually happen, that fimilar powers for profe and poetical compofition, unite in the fame 
perfon, Cicere, with the moft harmonious profe, was a wretched poet. In Waller, however, we find 
them eminently conjoined. His parliameritary {peeches furpafs all his contemporaries in eloquence andl 
‘wit. Even at this day, when Englith oratory may difpute the palm with Greece and Rome, his language 
would not be deemed obfolete. 

As Waller .was related to Hampden and Cromwell, he outwardly embraced the republican fide 
‘but his real inclination tended to monarchy. 

In 1643, we find him engaged with his brother-in-law Tomkyns and others, in a plot to reftore the 
king : His plot was however difcovered juft as it was ripe for execution. Tomkyns washanged ; but the 
poet faved his life at the expence of his honour and of half his fortune ; having accufed feveral of the! 
nobility, as being concerned with him, although unable to prove his allegations ; and he paid a fine of 
ten thoufand pounds, forfcited his feat in the hbufe, and was banifhed his country. How forcible is 
the contraft between Waller and his kinfman Cromwell! and how wide the difference between 
ading and {peaking ! All the natural and acquired accomplithments of the one, aided by 3 powerful 
fortune and dazzling eloquence, were loft, becaufe the poffeffor was deftitute of fortitude, confiftency, 
aid” active powers; while the other, wanting them all, and fearcely able to fpeak or write a fen- 
tence intelligibly, yet by an unparalelled encrgy of foul, and an intuitive perception of the human 
chara@er, overturned an ancient monarchy, ufurped the goverament, and ruled a nation of dema- 
gogucs. uncontrolled, 

‘Waller chofe Paris for his refidence in exile, where he kept open table, and lived in fplendor, till his 

. fgrtune fuffered fo much, that he was obliged to felt bis wife's jewels, At length he folicited and obtain- 
ed permiffion from the protector, to return to his native country, where he was again received into fae 
your and confidence. This kindnefs was fot forgot; for on Cromwell’s: death, which happened foon 
alter, he celebrated his memory in thofe fine lines, which are efteeved his chef 2" auvre, ang which are 
confidercd as a model for a panygerical poem. ° 

On the reftoration, Waller, not lefs a pliant courtier, than an eloquent poet, offered his adulatory 
incenfe to Majefty reftored, with the fame facility that he had before done to Charles L. and to Crom- 
well, "The king however, perccived and remarked, that the congratulatory verfes to him were’ not 
equal to.thof on the death of Oliver. The addrefs of Waller on the occafion, has been much celebrat- 
ed, “ Poets, Sir, (he replied,) fucceed better in fiétion than in truth.” 

Waller, during all this reign, ferved in parliament with his ufual celebrity. His wit, cheerfulnefs, 
and-focial powers, continued unimpaired, and procured him the attention of all diftinguithed for rank 
or abilities: Nor was his fame confined to England only ;for St. Evermond, with whonthe kept up a 
confidential correfpondence, diffeminated it over Europe. 

He alfo took an active part in the perfecution of Lord Clarendon, which was thought to arife rather 
from a vindictive {pirit than a love for juftice, becaufe the chancellor refufed to affix his feal to a grant 
given him by the king of the provofthip of Eaton College, that place being generally filled by a clergy- 
man. ' 

Thefe two grcat men, it is certain, bore no good will towards each other. Waller treated the earl 
with warmth and perfevering afperity in the houfe: The carl on the other hand hath dtawn the’ 
character of the poet, in his celebrated hiftory, in no very favourable colours, 

In 1685 fic was again cholen, being then in his eighticth year, a reprefentative in the firft parlia~ 


ment of James II, with which monarch he continued to enjoy the fame familiar confidence that he was - 


honoured with by his predeccffors. 

Being now arrived at an age feldom the lot of a poct or a courtier, he begon to feel the quick decay 
of his vital.powers, while thofe of his mind continued unimpaired; for the compofitions of the lat 
year of his life poffela all the excellencies of his former ones, 
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At length, on the 21ff O&cber 1687, he yielded up his breath, with the refignation and hope of a 
Chriftian ; for in the prineiples of Chriftianity he ever continued ftedfaft. He was buried at Beaconf 
ficld, where a monument is ereéted to his memory. 

The political character of Waller will not bear a fcrutiny. He was in truth a time-ferving courtiers. 
yet we cannot withhold an admiration, in contemplating thofe abilities which enabled him to fteer im 
fuch fecurity, in times fo: pregnant with danger, through the very: midit of contending faiions, . We 
mutt be ftruck with that confummate addrefs, thofe infinuating manners, and that conciliating pliability, 
by which he preferved his interefts with fovereigns fo very different in their tempers and in their views, | 
as were James I, Charles 1. Cromwell, Charles (1. and James Il. 

The addrefs of Atticus, in preferving the cfteem of all. amidft the moft violent contentions of pate 
ties, has been loudly celebrated. That of Waller was no lefs dextefous, and perhaps too, as virtuous; 
for, if the boafted neutrality of the Roman be fcrutinized, it will probably be found to be only a res- 
fined tergiverfation. 

The poetry of Waller, when we confider the time in which his firft pieces (which are no ways infex’ 
rior to his later onés) were written, difplays a great elegance of tafte, and a judgment almoft congeni~" 
ally matured. One can fcarcely believe, that but twenty years intervened between the laft publice~ 
tion of Spenicer, and the firft of Waller; yet the former (who indeed affeéted the obfolete,) cannot be. 
read without a gloffary; whereas, the diction and turn of ftile (fave a few fcattered expletives) of the 
the latter, are fo entirely modern, that they feem no otherwife different, than by conveying that fupo= 
rior weight and energy of fentiment, which fo ftrongly mark the character of the older poctry, and. 
which yet promifes ita longer exiftence than its florid but feeble offspring can hope for, 
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ne 
@F TEE DANGER 


fs MAJESTY [BEING PRINCE] 
KSCAPED IN THE ROAD AT ST, ANDERO. 


Now had his Highnefs bid farewell to Spain, 
And reach'd the fphere of his own pow’r, the main: 
With Britifh bounty in his fhip he feafts 
Th’ Hefperian princes, his amazed guetts, 
To find that wat’ry wildernefs exceed 
‘The entertainment of their great Madrid. 
Healths to both kings, attended with the roar 
Of cannons, echo'd from th’ affrighted shore, 
With loud refemblance of his thunder, prove 
Bacchus the feed of cloud-compelling Jove ; 
‘While to hidtharp divine Arion fings 
‘The loves and conquefts of our Albion kings. 

Of the Fourth Edward was his noble fong, 
Fierce, goodly, valiant, beautiful, and young : 
He rent the crowh from vanquifh’d Henry's head, 


“Rais’d the White Rofe, and trampled on the Red; } 


Till Love, triumphing o’er the vidtor’s pride, 
Brought Mars and Warwick to the conquer'd fide: 
Negleéted Warwick (whofe bold hand, like Fate, 
Gives and refumes the {ceptre of our ftate) 

‘Woos for his mafter; and with double fhame, 
Mimfelf deluded, mocks the princely dame, 

‘The Lady Bona, whom juft anger burns, 

And foreign war with civil rage returns,+ 


Ah! {pare your fwords, where beauty is to blame; | 


Love gave th’ affront, and muft repair the fame : 
When France fhall boaft of her, whofe conqu’ring 
cyes 
Have made the beft of Englith hearts their prize ; 
Have pow’r to alter the decrees of Fate, 
And change again the counfels of our ftate. 
‘What the prophetic Mufe intends, alone 
To him that Fedde the fecret wound is known. 
With the fweet found of this harmonious lay, 
About the keel delighted dolphins play, 
Too fure a fign of fea’s enfuing rage, 
‘Which muft anon this royal troop engage ; 
‘To wham foft fleep feems more fecure and frreet, 
‘Within the town commanded by our Bect, 
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‘Thefe mighty peers plac’d in the gilded barge, 
Proud with the burden of fo brave a charge, 
With painted oars the youths begin to fweep 
Neptune’s{mooth face, and cleave the yielding 
Which foon becomes the feat of fadden war 
Between the wind and tide that ficrcely jar. 

As when a fort of infty thepherds try 

Their force at football, care of vidory 

Makes them falute fo rudely breaft to breaft, 
are their euctanter feems eno Fags Soe 
They ply their feet, and ftill the redblefs 

‘Tofs'd to and fro, is urged by them all: 

So fares the doubeful barge ’twixt tide and winds, 
And like effeé of their contention finds. 

Yet the bold Britons ftill fecurely row'ds 
Charles and his virtue was their fecret load ; 
Than which a greater pledge Heav'n could nog 


give, 
That the good boat this tempeft should outlive. 

But ftorms increafe, ahd now no hope of grace 
Among them fhines, fave in the Prince’s face; 
‘The reft refign their courage, fill, and fight, 
‘To danger, horror, and unwelcom¢ night. 
The gentle veffel (wont with ftate and pride 
On the {mooth back of filver Thames to ride) 
‘Wanders aftonifh’d in the angry main, 
As Titan’s car did, while the golden reign 
Fill’'d the young hand of his advent’rous fon , 
When the whole world an equal hazard run 
To this of ours, the light of whofe defire 
Waves threaten now, as that was fcar’d by fire, 
‘Th’ impatient Sea grows impotent, and raver, 
That, Night affifting, his impetuous waves 
Should find refiftance from fo light a thing 5 
Thefe furges ruin, thofe our fafety bring. 
Th’ oppreffed veffel doth the charge abide, 
Only becanfe affail’d on ev'ry fide = 
So men with rage and paffion fet on fire, 
Trembling for hafte, impeach their mad defire, 

The pale Iberians had expir’d with fear, 
But that their wonder did divert their care, 
To fee the Prince with danger mov'd no more 
Than with the pleafures of their court before : 
Godlike his courage feem’d, whom hor delight 
Could foften, nor the face of death affrighs, 

‘$ Phacton, . 


aad ; 
) Next to the pow’r of making tempefts ceafe 

‘Was in that ftorm te have fo calm a peace. 

Great Maro could no greater tempeft feign, 
‘When the loud winds ufurping on the main 

For angry Juno, labour'd to deftroy 

The hated relics of confounded Troy : 

His bold Aineas, on like billows toft 

In a tall fhip, and all his country loft, 

Diffolves with fear; and both his hands upheld, 
Prockaims them happy wham the Greeks had 
In honourable fight ; our hero, fet {quell’d 
Ina fmall thallop; Fortune in his deht, 

So near a hope of crowns and fceptres, more 
"Than ever Priam, when he flourifh’d wore; 

His loins yet fall of ungot princes, all 

His glory in the bud, lets nothing fall 

‘That argues fear: if any thought annoys 

The gallant youth, "tis love's untafted joys, 

And deat remembrance of that fatal glance, 

or which he lately pawn’d his heart in France; 
‘Where he had feen a brighter nymph than fhe * 
‘That {prung out of his prefene foe, the fea. 
<That noble ardour, more than mortal fire, 

‘The conquer’d ocean could not make expire 5 
Nor angry Thetis raife her waves above 

Th’ heroic Prince’s courage ot his love : 

* Twas indignation, and not fear Me felt, 

The thrine thould petith where that image dwelt. 
Ah, Love forbid! the nobleft of thy train 
Should not furvive to let her know his pain; 
Who nor his peril minding nor his fame, 

Is entertain’ with fome lefs ferious game, 
Among the bright nymphs of the Gallic court, 
All highly born, obfeqaions to her fport: 

They rofes feent, which in their early pride 

‘But kalf reveal, and half their beauties hide ; 

She the glad morning, which her beams does throw 
Upon their fmiling leaves, and gilds them fo; 
Like bright Aurora, whofe refulgent ray 
Foictelis the fervoyy of enfuing day, 

And warns the fhepherd with his flocks retreat 
To Jeafy thadows from the threaten’d heat, 

From Cupid’s ttring of many fhafts, that fled, 
‘Wing'd with thofe plumes which noble Fame had 
fhed, 

As throngh the wond’ring world the flew, and told 
Of hisadvettures, haughty, brave, and bold; 
Some had already touch'd the royat maid, 

But Love's firft fammons feldom are obcy’d : 
Light was the wound, the Prince’s care anknown; 
She might not, would not, yet reveal her own ; 
His glorious name had fo poffefs’d her ears, 

‘That with delight thofe antique tales the hears 
Of Jafon, Thefeus, and fuch warthies old, 

As with his ftory bet resemblance hold. 

And now fhe views, as on the wail it bung, 

What old Mufeeus fo divinely fung; 

Whick art with life and love did to infpire, 

That the difcerns and favours that defire ; 

Which there provokes th’ advent’rous youth to 
And in Leander’s danger pities him ; {fvim, 
Whofe not new love alone, but fortune, fecks 
‘To frame his ftorv like that amorous Greek’s, 
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For from the ftern of fame good fhip appears 

A friendly light, which moderates their fears t 

New courage from reviving hope they take, 

And climbing »’er the waves that taper make ; 

On which the hope of all their lives depends, 

As his on that fair hero’s hand extends, 

The fhip at anchor, like a fixed rock, 

Breaks the proud billows which her large fides 

knock ; 

Whofe rage reftrained, foaming higher fwells, 

And from her port the weary barge repels, 

Threat’ning to make her, forced out again, 

Repeat the dangers of the troubled main. 

‘Twice was the cable hurl’d in vain ; the Fates 

Would not be mov’d for our fifter fates. 

For England is the third fuccefsful throw, 

And then the genius of that land they know, 

Whofe prince muft-be (as their own books devife} 

Lord of the feene where now his danger lies. 
Well fung the Roman bard, ® All human things 

** Of deareft value hang on lender ftrings.” 

O {ce thee then folc hope, and in defign 

Of Heav'n, our joy, fupported by a line ! 

Which for that inftant was heav’n's care above, 

The chain that’s fix’d to the throne of Jove, 

Ou which the fabric of our world depends, 

One link diffolv’d, the whole creation ends. 


It, 
OF HIS MAJESTY'S 
RECEIVING THE NEWS OF THE 


DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM's DEATH. 


Se carneft with thy God! can no new care, 
No fenfe of danger, interrupt thy pray’r ? 
The facred Wrettlery till a bleffing given, 
Quits not his hold, but halting, conquers Heav'n. 
Nor was the ftream of thy devotion ftopp’d, 
When from the body fach a fireb was lopp’d, 
Asto thy prefent ftate was no lefs maim, 
‘Though thy wife choice has fince repair’d the fame. 
Bold Homer durft not fo great virtue feign 
In his beft pattern *; of Patroclus flain, 
With fuch amufement as weak mothers ufe, 
And frantic gefture, he receives the news, 
Yet fell his darling by th’ impartial chance 
Of war, impos'd by royal Heétor’s lance ; 
Thine in full peace, and by a vulgar hand 
Torn from thy bofom, left his high command, 
‘The famous painter { could allow no place 
For private forrow in a prince’s face 
Yet, that his piece might not exceed belief, 
He caf a veil upon fappofed grief. 
"Pwas want of fuch a precedent as this 
Made the old Heathen frame their gods amifs. 
Their Pheebdus should not act a fonder part 
For the fair boy , than he did for his hare 5 
Nor blame far Hyacinthus’ Fate his own, 
That kept from him wilh’d death, hadft thou 
been known. 
He that with thine fhall weigh good David’s 
Shall tind his paflion nor his love excecds; [deeds, 
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Securs'd themountainswherehisbrave friend dy’d, 
Bur let falle Ziba with his heir divide} 

Where thy immértal love to thy bleft friends, 
Like that of Heav'n, upon their feed defcends, 
Such huge extremes inhabit thy great mind, 
God-like, unmov'd, and yet, ike woman, kind ! 
Which of the ancient poets had not brought 

Our Charles’ pedigree frorn Heav’n, and taught 
How fone bright dame,comprefsd by mighty Jove; 
Produc’d this ntix’d Divinity and Love ? 


tin 
ON THE 
TAKING OF SALLE, 


© Jafon, Thefcus, and fuch worthics old, 

Light feem the rales Antiquity has told : 

Such beafts and monfters as their force oppreft, 

ine places only, and fome times, infeft. 

Sallé, that fcorn'd all pow’r and laws of men, 

Conds with their owners hurrying to their den, 

And future ages threat’ning with a rude 

And favage race fucceflively renew'd ; 

‘Their king defpifing wich rebellious prides 

And foes profelt to all the world befide ; 

‘This peit of mankind gives our hero fame; 

Ami through th’ obliged world delates his name, 
‘The Prophet once to cruel Agag taid, 

‘As thy fierce {word has mothers childle/s made, 

So fhall the fword make thine, and with that word 

He hew'd the man in pieces with his fword ; 

Jutt Charles like mcafure has retarn’d to thefe 

‘Whole Pagan hands had ftain’d che troubled feas ; 

‘With fhips they made the {poiled merchant rhourn; 

‘With fhips their city and themfelves are torn. 

One {quadron of our winged caftles fent, 

O’crthrew théir fort, and all their navy rent 

For uot contént the dangers to increafe, + 

And act the part of tempefts in the feas, 

Like hungry wolves, thofe pirate from our fhore 

While flecks of fheep, and ravith'd cattle bore, 

Safely they might on other nations prey, 

Fools to provoke the Sov’ reign of the fea! 

Mad Cacus fo, whom like il fate perfuades, 

The herd of fair Alcmena’s feed invades, 

‘Who for revenge, and mortals’ glad relief, 
Sack’d the dark cave, and crufh’d that horrid thief, 
Morocco’s monarch, wondering ut this fact, 

Save that his prefence his affairs exad, 

Had come in perfon to have {cen and known 
‘The injur’d world’s revenger and his own. 
Hither he fends the chief among his peers, 
Who ia his bark proportion’d prefents bears ; 
‘l'o the renawn’d for piety and force, 

Poor captives maaumis’d, and matchlefs horfe, 








Iv. 
UFON HIS 
MAJESTY’S REPAIRING OF ST. PAUL'S. 
Tuat thipwreck’d veffel which th’ Apoftle bore, 
Scarce foffer’d more upon Melita’s fhore, 
‘Han did his temple in the fea of time, 
Our nation’s glory, and our nation’s crime, 





ag 
When firft the Monarch bf this happyfifle, 
Mov'd with the ruin of fo brave a pile, 

The work of coft and picty begun, 

To be dtcomplifh’d by his glorious fon, 

Who all that came within the ample thought 

Of his wife fire has to perfeétion brought ; 

He, like Amphion, makes thofe quarries leap 

Into fair figures from a confus’d heap; 

For in his art of regiment is found 

A pow’r like that of harmony in found. _{kings; 

Thofe antique minftrels, fare, were Charles-like 
Cities their lutes, and fubjedts hearts their flrings, 
On which with fo divine 4 hand they ftrook, 
Confent of motion from their breath they took = 
So ali our mindé with his confpire to grace 
‘Vhe Genties’ great apoitle, and deface 
Thofe flate-ob{curing fhades, that like a chain 
Seem’d ta confine and fetter him-again ; 

Which the glad faint fhakes off at his command, 
As once the viper from his facred hand ¢ 
So joys the aged oak, when we divide 
‘The creeping ivy from his injur’d fide. 

Ambition rather would affect the fame 
Of fome new firucture, to have borne her names 
‘Two diftant virtues in one a&t we find, 

‘The modetty and greatnefs of his miud 5 

Which not content to he above the rage, 

And injury of all-impairing age, 

In its own worth fecure, doth higher climb, 

And things half fwallow’d from the jaws of time 

Reduce ; an earneft of his grand defign, 

To frame no new charch, but che old refine; 

Which fpoufe like, may with comely grace com» 
mand, ‘ 

More than by force of argument or hand. 

For doubtful realon few can apprehend, 

And war brings ruin where it thould amend; 

But beauty, with 2 bloodlefs conquett, finds 

A welcome fov'reignty in rudeft minds. 

Not ought which Sheba’s wond’ring queen be-- 
Amongft the works of Solomon, excell’d —_ [held 
His fhips and building ; embleihs of a feart 
Large both in magnanimity and art. 

Whilg the propitious heav’ns this work attend, 
Long wanted thowers they forget to fend; 

As if they meant to make it underftood 
Of more importance than our vital food. 

"rhe fan which rifeth to falute the quire 
Alresdy finifo'd, fetting thall admire 
How private bounty could fo farexcend: # 
‘The King built all, but Charles the weftern end, 
So proud a fabric to devotion giv’n, 

a\t once it threatens and obliges heav’n! 

Lavmedon, that had the gods iu pay, 

Neptune, with him that roles the facred day }, 
Could no tuch ftudture raiie: Troy wall’d fo high, 
Th’ Atrides might as well have fore’d the firy. 

Glad, though aimaz’d, are our neighbeur kingy 
To fee fuch pow’r empioy’d in peaceful things s 
They Jiil nor urge it to the dreadful field; 

‘Phe talk is eafier to deftrvy than build. 
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v. 
OF THE QUEEN. 


Tue lark, that fhuns on lofty boughs to build 
Her humble nett, lies filent in the field ; 
But if (the promife of a cloudlefs day) 
Aurora finiling bids her rife and play, 
‘Then ftrait fhe fhews ’twas aot for want of voice, 
Ot pow’r to climb, fhe made fo low a choice ; 
Singing the mounts; her airy wings are ftretch’d 
‘Tow’rds heav'n, as if from heav’n her note fhe 
fetch'd. 
So we, retiring from the bufy throng, 
‘Ufe to reftrain th’ ambition of our fong; 
But fince the light which now infoms our age 
Breaks from the-court, indulgent to her rage, 
"Phither my Mufe, like bold Prometheus, flies, 
Vo light her torch at Gloriana’s eyes. 
"Thofe fow’reign beams which heal che wounded 
foul, 
And all our cares, but once beheld, control! 
"There the poor lover, that has long endur’d 
Some proud nymph’s fcorn, of his fond paflion 
curd, 
Fares like the man who firft upon the ground 
A glow-worm fpy'd, fuppofing he had found 
A moving diamond, a breathing ftone; 
For life it had, and like thofe jewrls fhone ; 
He held it dear; ’till by the fpringing day 
Inform’d, he threw the worthicfs worm away. 
She faves the lover, as we gangrenes fhay, 
By cutting hope, like a lopp’d limb, away 
"This makes her bleeding patients to accule 
High Heav’n, and thefe expoftulations ufe : 
“ Could Nature then no private woman grace, 
“ Whom we might dare to love, with fuch a face, 
“ Such a complexion, and fo radiant eyes, 
« Such lovely motion, and fach fharp replies? 
Beyond our reach, and yet within our fight, 
“ What enya pow'r hus plac’d this glorious 
“light 2" 
"Thus in a ftarry fight fond children cry 
For the rich fpangles that adorn the iky, 
‘Which, though they thine for ever fixed thgre, 
‘With light and influence relieve us here. 
All her affe@tions are to ene inclin’d ; 
Her bounty and compaffion to mankind ; 
‘Yo whom, while fhe fo far extends her grace, 
She makes but good the promife of her face : 
¥or Mercy has, could Mercy’s felf be feen, 
No fweeter look than this propitious quech. 
Such guard and comfort the diftrefied find 
From her large pow’r, and from her Jarger mind, 
"hat whom ill Fate would rnin, ir preters, 
For all the mifcrable are made her's. 
So the fair trce whercon the eagle builds, 
Poor fheep from tempcits, and their thepherds, 
+ thields: 
‘The royal bird poffeffes all the boughs, 
But fhade.and thelter to the flock allows. 
Joy of our age, and fafety of the next ; 
For which fo oft’ thy fertile womb is vext; 
Nobly contented, for the public good, 
"Fe wate thy {pirits and diffule thy blood, 





MISCELLANIES 


What vaft hopes may thefe iflauds entertain, 
‘Where monarchs, thus defcended, are to reign? 
Led by commanders of fo fair a line, 

Our feas no longer fhall our pow'r cohfine. 

A brave romance who would exactly frame, 
Firft brings his knight from fome immortal dame, 
And then a weapon and a flaming fhield, 

Bright as his mother’s eyes, he makes him wield. 
None might the mother of Achilles be, 

By the fair pear} and glory of the fea * : 

‘Yhe man to whom great Maro gives fuch fame§, 
From the high bed of heav’nly Venus cane 

And our next Charles, whom all the ftarsdefign 
Like wonders to accomplifh, fprings from thine. 


VIL 
‘THE APOLOGY OF SLEEP, 


For not approaching the lady who can do any thing but 
Seep when fee pleafeth, 

Mz charge it is thofe breaches to repair 

Which Nature takes from forrow, toil, and care > 

Reft to the limbs, and quiet 1 confer 

On troubled minds ; but nought can add to her 

Whom Heav’n, and her tranfcendent thoughts 

have plac’d 

Above thofe ills which wretched mortals tafte. 
Bright as the deathlefs gods, and happy, fhe 

From all that may infringe delight is frees 

Love at her royal feet his quiverdays, 

And not his mother with more hafte obeys. 

Such real pleafures, fuch true joys fufpenfe, 

What dream can I prefent to recompenfe ? 
Should ! with lightning fill her awful hand, 

And make the clouds feem ali at her command, 

Or place her in Olympus’ top, a gueft 

Amoug th’ immortals, who with nefar feaft, 

That pow’r would feem, that entertainment, fhort 

Of the true fplendour of her prefent court, 

Where all the joys, and all the glories, are 

Of three great kingdoms, fever’d from the care, 

1, that of fumes and huntid vapours made, . 

Afcending, do the feat of fenfe invade, 

No cloud in fo ferene a manfion find, 

‘To overcatt her ever-fhining mind, 

Which holds refemblance with thofe fpotlefs thies, 

Where Sowing Nilus want of rain fupplics ; 

‘That cryftal heaw’n, where Phebus never fhrouds 

His golden beams, nor wraps his face in clouds, 

But what fo hard which numbers cannot force; 

So ftoops the moon, and rivers change their 

courfe, 

The bold Meonian § made me dare to fteep 

Jove’s dreudiul temples in the dew of fleep ; 

‘And fince the Mufes do invoke my pow’r, 

1 thail no more decline that facred bow'r 

Where Gloriana their great miftrefs lies, 

But gently taming thofe victorious eycs, 

Charm all her fenfes, till the joyfal fun 

Without a rival half his courfe has run ; 

Wha, while my hand that fairer light confines, 

May boait himiclf the brighteft thing that fhinesé 





¢ Races, & Homer, 


MISCELLANiES. rtrd 


Vit. 
PUERPERIUM. 


You gods that have the pow’r 

‘Yo trouble and compofe 

All that's beneath your bow’r, 

Calm filence on tHe feas, on carth impofe. 


Fair Venus! in thy foft arms 

‘The God of Rage confine ; 

For thy whifpers are the charms 
Which only can divert his fierce defign. 


‘What though he frown, and to tumult do incline? 
‘Thou the flame 

Kindled in his breaft canft tame 

With that fnow which unmelted lies on thine. 


Great Goddels! give this thy facred jfland reft ; 
Make heav'n fmile, 

“Chat no ftorm difturb us while 

"Thy chief care, our halcyon, builds her neft. 


Great Gloriana ! fair Gloriana ! 

Bright as high heav'n is, and fertile as earth, 
Whole beauty relieves us, 

Whole royal bed gives us, 

Both glory and peace, 

Our prefeut joy, and all our hopes increafe, 


VI, 
THE COUNTESS OF CARLISLE 
IN MOURNING, 


a=W eeetom black clouds no part af fky is clear, 
Bnet juft fo much as lets the fon appear, 
Meav'n then would feem thy image, and refle& 
Thofe fable veltments and that bright afpect. 
A fpark of virtue by the deepeft fhade 
Of fad adverfity is fairer made ; 
Nor Iefs advantage doth thy beauty get, 
A Venus rifing from a fea of jet! 

* Such was th’ appearance of new-formed Light, 
While yet it ftruggled with eternal Night. 
‘Then mourn no mere, left thon admit increafe 
Of glory by the noble Lord’s deceafe, 

We find not that the langhter-loving dame § 
Monrn’d for Anchifes; "twas cnough fhe came 
To grace the mortal with her deathleis bed, 

. And that his living eyes fuch beauty fed : 
Had fhe been there, untimely joy through all 
Men’s hearts diflus'd, had marr’d the funeral, 
Thofe eyes were made to banith yricf: as well 
Bright Phebus nright affud in thades to dwell, 
As they to put on forrow : nothing ftands, 
But pow'r to grieve, exempt from thy commands. 
Tf thou lament, thou muit do fo alone; 
Grief in thy prefence can lay hold on none, 
Yet Mill perfift the memory to love 
Of that great Mercury of aur mighty Jove, 
Who, by the pow’r of his enchanting tongue, 








Such as made Sheba’s curious queen refort 

To the large-hearted Hebrew's § famous court. 
Had Homer fat amongtt his wend'ring guefts, 
He might have learn’d, at thofe ftupendous fealty 
With greater bounty, and more facred flate, 
‘The banquets of the gods to celebrate, 

Bat, gh! what clocution might ke ufe, 

What potent charms, that coutd fo fuen infufe 
His abfent maftct’s love into the heart 

Of Henrietta! forcing her co part 

From her lov'd brother, country, and the fun, 
And, like Camilla, o’er tlie waves to run 

Into his arms? while the Parifian dames 
Moutu for the ravith’d glory ; at hee flames 
No jefs antaz‘d than the amazed ftars,_ 

Wien the bold charmer of Theffalia wars 

With heav’n itfeli, and numbers docs Tepeaty 
Which cali defending Cynthia froni her feat. 


“ox, 
9 In anfwer to one who writ a libel avainft the 
COUNTESS OF CARLISLE. 


Wuart fury has provok’d thy wit to dare, 

With Diomed, to wound the Queen of Love 2 
‘Thy miftrefs’ envy, or thine own defpair? 
Not the juft Pallas in thy breatt did move 

So biind a rage, with fuch a diffrent fate; 
He honour won where thou haft putchas‘d hates 


She gave affiftarce to his Trojan foe ! 

‘thou, that without a rival thon may'tt love, 
Dwit to the beauty cf this Lady owe, 

While after her the gazing world does move. 
Canft thou not be content to love alone? 

Or is thy miftrefs not content with onc? : 


Haft thou not read of Fairy Arthur's thield, 
Which but difclos’d amaz‘d the.weaker eyes 
Of proudeft fues, and won the doubtfut field # 
So thali thy rebel wit become her prize, 
Should thy Jambics {well into a book, 

All were confuted with one radiant look. 


Heav'n he oblig'd that plac’d her in the fkies; 
Rewarding Phebus for infpiring fo 

His noble brain, by likening to thofe eyes 
His joyful beams; but Phoebus is thy foe, 
And neither aids thy fancy nor thy fight, 

So ill thou rhym’ft againgt fo fair a light. 


x, 
OF HER CHAMBER. 


Tuey tafe of death that do at heav'n arrive, 
But we this paradife approach alive. 

Inficad of Death, the dart of Love does ftrike, 
And renders alt within thefe walls alike. 

‘The high in titles, and the thepherd, here 


Swotds from the hands of threat’ning monarchs { Forgets his greathels, and forgets his fear. 


wrung. 
‘War he prevented, or foon made it ccafe, 
Jnfiructing princes im the arts of peace; 


‘® Vonos, 





All ftand amaz'd, and gazing on the fair, 
Lofe thought of what thenifelvcs or others are + 
@ golmon, ~ 


Fiu 


as 
* Ambition lofe, and have no other fcope, 
Save Carlifle’s favour, to employ their hope. 
_ ‘The Thracian(1) could (though all thofe tales were 
true. 
‘The bold Greeks tell) no greater wonders do + 
Before his feet fo theep and lions lay, 
Fearlefs and wrathlefs while they heard him play. 
‘The gay, the wif, the gallant, and the grave, 
Subdu'd alike, all but one paffion have : 
No worthy mind but finds in her’s there is” 
Sowiething proportion’d to the rule of his 
JWhile the with cheerfal, but impartial grace, 
((Bern for no une, but to delight the race 
Of men) like Phebus fo divides het light, 
And watins vs, that the ftoops hot fio her height. 





ox 
ON MY 
LADY DOROTHY SYDNEY'S PICTURE. 


Sc¢g_-was Philoclea, and fuch Dorus’ (2) fame! 
The matchlefs Sydney (3), that immortal frame 
Of perfeé beaury, on two pillars plac’d, 
Not his high fancy could one pattern, grac’d 
With fuch extrenics of excclience, compofe 
. Wonders fo diftant in one face difclofe! 
Sitch cheerful modefty, fach humible ftate, 
Moveé certain love, but with as doubtful fate 
As when, beyond onr greedy reach, we fee 
iiviting fruit on too fublime a tree. 
“AN the rich flow'rs through his Arcadia found, 
Amaz'd we fee in this one garland bound. 
Had but this copy (which the artift took 
From the fuir pidture of that noble book} 
Stoodat Kalander’s,the brave frieuds(4) had jarr’d, 
And, rivals made, th’ enfuing flory marr’d. 
Jott Nature, firft inftructed by his thought, 
_4n his own houfe thus practis’d what he taught. 
‘Lhis .glorious piece tranfcends what he could 
_ think, ie 
So much his biood ismobler than his ink ! 
Xi 
AT PENSHURST, 
Hap Dorothe’ liv’d when mortals made 
Choice.of their deities, this facred fhade 
‘ad held an altar to her pow’r that gave 
"Fhe peace and glory which thefe allies have $ 
Embroider’d fo with flowers where the ftood, 
"That it became a gurden of a wood. 
Her prefence has fuch more than human gract, 
"hat it can civilize the rudeft place ; 
And beauty too, and order, can impart, 
here Nature ne’er intended it, nor art, 
‘Tie: plants acknowletge this, aid her admire, 
Nou lef than thofe of cld did Orpheus’ tyre. 
fhe fit down, with tops all tow’rds her bow’d, 
“they round about her iftto arbours crowd 5 
Or if fhe walk, in even ranks they ftand, 
Like fome well marfhall'd and cbfequious bend, 
Amphicn fo made ftenes and timber Ieap 
Auto fait figures from a confus’d heap ¢ 
(3) Sir Pahip Syency. 








(1) Gept cas, (2) Pammelay 
ia) Pylucles and Mufworus, 


MISCELLANIES 
i And in the fymmetry’ of her parts is found 


A pow’r like that of harmony ist found. 

Ye lofty Beeches! tell this matchlefs dame, 
\That if together ye fed all one flame, 
It could not equalize the hundredth part 
OF what her eyes have kindled in my heart !~ 
Go, Boy, and carve this pafffo on the bark 
Of yonder tree, which ftands the facted mark 
Of noble Sydney’s birth ; when uch benign, 
Such more than mortal-making {tars did thine, 
‘That there they cansot but for ever prove _ 
‘The monument and picdge of humble love ; 
His humble love whofe hope fill se’er rife higher 
‘Than for a pardon that he dares admire: 


XM 
OF THE LADY 
WHDb CAN SLEED WHEN SRE PLEASES. 


No wonder ficep from careful lovers flies, 

To bathe himfeif in Sachariffa’s eyes. 

As fair Aftrea once from earth to heav’n, 

By ftrife and loud impiety was driv’n; 

So with our plaints offended, and our tears, 

Wife Sommas to that paradife repairs ; 

Waits on her will, and wretches does forfake, 

‘To court the nymph for whom thofe wretche 

wake, 

More proud than Pha:bus of his throne of gold, 

is the feft God thofe {ofter limbs to hold; 

Nor would exchange with Jove, to hide the tkics 

In dark’ning clouds, the pew’r to clofe her eyes 5 

Eyes which fo far all other lights control, 

‘They warm our mortal parts, but thefé oc aoxe>—" 
Let her frée fpirit, whofe ancoriquer’d breatt 

Holds fuch deep quiet and untroubled reft, 

Know that though Venus and her fonthould {pare 

Her rebel heart, and never teach her carey 

Yet Hymen may in force his vigils keep, 

And for another's joy fufpend her fleep. 


XIV. 
OF THE MISREPORT 
OF WER HEING PAINTED, 


As when a fort of wolves infec the night 

With their wild howlings at fair Cy nthia’s light, 
‘The noife may chafe fweet flumbet from our eyes, 
But never reach the miftreis of the tkies;” 

So with the news of Sachariffa’s wrongs, 

Her vexed fervants blame thofe envious tongues; 
Call Love to witnefs that no painted fire 

Can teorch men fo, or kindle fuch defire ; 

While, unconcerned, fhe feems mov’d no more 
With this new malice than our loves before; 

But from the height of her great mind looksdowr 
On both our paffions, without fmile or frown, 

Sa little care of what is done below 

Hath the bright dame whom Heav’n affecteth fot 
Paints her, “tis true, with the fame hand which 





fpreads 
iike glorious coluurs through the flow'ry meads, 
When lavifh Nature, with her beft actire, a 


Clothes the gay fpring, the feafon of defire. 


MISCELEANLES 


Paints her, cis true, and dees her check adorn 
‘With the fame art wherewith fhe paints the morn ; 
With the fame art wherewith the gilded fo 

“Fhofe painted clouds which formThaumantias’ bow. 


XV. 
OF HER PASSING 
# THROUGH A CReWD OF PEOPLE. 


As in old chans (heav’n with earth confus’d, 
And (tars with rocks together crufh’d and bruis’d) 
The fun his light no further could extend 

‘Than the next hill, which on his fhoulders lean’d ; 
So in this throng bright Sachariffa far'd, 
Opprefi’d by thofe who ftrave to he her guard’; 
As thips, though never fo obfequious, fall 

Foul in a tempeft on their adnsiral, 

A greater favour this diforder brought 

Unto her fervants than their awful thought 
Durft entertain; when thus compel’, they pret 
‘Phe yielding marble of her {nowy breatt. 
While love infults, difgvifed in the cloud 

And welcome force of that unruly crowd. 

So th’ amorous tree, while yet the air is calm, 
Jute dittancekeeps from his defired palm ; 

Lut when the wind her ravith'd branches throws 
Into his arms, and mingles all their boughs, 
“Fhough loth he feems her tender leaves to prefs, 
More loth he is that friendly ttorm fhould ceafe, 
From whofe rude bounty he the double ufc 

At once receives, vf pleafure and excufe. 


7 XVL 


TUE STORY OF 
e 
PHOEBUS AND DAPHNE 
APPLIED, 


-Tayasrs, n youth of the infpired train, 

Vair Sachariffa lov’d, but lov’d in vain: 

Like Phecbus fung the no lefs am'rous boy ; 

Vike Daphne fhe, as lovely, and as coy! 

With numbers he the flying nymph purfues, 
With numbers fuch as Pheebus’ felf might ufe ! 
Such is the chafe when Love and Fancy leads, 
O'cr craggy mountainr, and through flew’ry 
Jnvok'd to reftify the lover’s care, {meads; 
Gr form fame image of his cruel fair, 

Virg'd with his fury, like a wounded deer, 

Ver thefe he fled; and now approaching near. 
Had reach’d the nymph with his harmonious lay, 
Whom all his charins could not incline to fay. 
Yet what he fung in his immortal itrain, 

‘Though unfuccefsful, was not tang in vain: 

All but the nymph that thould redrets his wrong, 
Attend bis paffion, and approve hia fong. 

dake Phoebus, thus acquiring unfought praife, 
He catch'd ag love, and Gill'd his arms with bays, 


XVII 
FABULA PHOEBI ET DAPHNIS, 


AxcApix juvenis Thyrfis, Phebique facerdos, 
ingent fruftra, Sacharifie ardebas amors, 


Haud Deus ipfe olim Daphni majora canebat ; 
Nec fuit afperior Daphne, nec pulchrior illa 
Carminibus Pheebo dignis premit ille fagacem 
Per rupes,. per faxa, volans per florida vates 
Pafcua : formofam nunc his componere nymphamg 
Nunc illis crudelem infana mente folebat. aoe 
Audiit illa procul miferum, eytharamque fonan= 
Andiit, at nullis refpexit mota querelis! {tem} 
Ne tamen omnino caneret defertus, ad alta 

Sidera perculfi referunt nova carmina montes. 

Sic, non quefitus cumulatns laudibus, olim 

Elapfa reperit Daphne fua laurea Phoebus 4 


be XVII. 


AT PENSHURST. 


Waite in this park J fing, the lift’ning deer 
Attend my paffion, and forget to fear ; 

When to the beeches t report my flame, 

‘They bow their heads, as if they felt the fame, 
TS gods appealing, when I reach their bow'rs 
With loud compiaints, they anfwer me in fhow’ssy 
To thee a wild and cruel foul is giv'n, [heav’n! 


“More deaf than trees, and pronder than the 


Love's foe profefs'd: why doit thou falfely feign 

‘Phyfelf a Sydney? from which noble ftrain 

He fprung (a), that could fo far exale the name 

Of Love, and warm our nation with his fame ;_ 

That all we can of love or high defire 

Seems but the fmoke of am’rous Sydney’s fire. 

Nor call her mother who fo well does prove 

One breait may hold both chaftity and love. 

Never can fhe, that fo exceeds the {pring 

Tn joy and bounty, be fuppos’d to bring 

One fo deftru@ive. To no human ftock 

We owe this fierce unkindnefs, but the rock, 

‘That cloven rock praduc’d thee, by whofe fide 

Nature, to recompenfe the fatal pride - 

Of fuch ftern beauty, plac’d thofe healing fprings(b) 

Which not more help than qhat deftrudtion brings, 

Thy heart no ruder than the rugged ftone, 

I might, like Orpheus, with my num’rous moan 

Melt to compaflion: now my trait’rous fong 

‘With thee confpires to do the finger wrong ; 

While thus I fuffer not myfelf to lofe 

‘The memory of what augments my woes; 

Fut with my own breath ftill foment the fire, 

Which flames as high as fgncy can afpire! £ 
‘This laft complaint th’ indulgent ears did pierce 

Of ju Apollo, prefident of verfe; ian 

Highly concerned that the Mufe thould bring 

Damage to one whom he had taught to fing = 

Thus he advis’d me: “ On yon’ aged tree 

“ Hang up thy late, and hie thee to the fea, 

‘That there with wonders thy diverted mind 

* Some truce, at feaft, may with this paffion find.” « 

Ah, cruel Nymph! from whom her humble fwain 

Flies for relicf into the raging main, 

And from the winds and tempefts does exped 

A milder fate than from her cold negle&! 

Yet there he'll pray that the unkind may prove 

Bieft in her choice ; and vows this endlefs love 

Springs from no hope of what fhe can confer, 

But from thofe gifts whititheav’n hasheap’d on he 

siz Papi . (b) Tunbridge-Wellsy, 





XIX. 
OW THE FRIENDSHIP BETWIXT 
SACHARISSA AND AMORET. 


Ter. me, lovely, loving Pair! 
Why fo kind, and fo fevere? 
Why {0 carelefs of our care, 

. Only to yourfelves fo dear ? 


By this cunning change of hearta, 
*¥ou the pow’r of Love control, 
“While the Boy's deluded darts 
an arrive at neither foul, 


For in vain to either breatt 
* Still beguiled Love does come, 
‘Where he finds a forcign guett, 
\ Neither of your hearts at home. 


Debsors thus with like defign, 

« When they never mean to pay, 
"That they may the law decline, 
‘To fome friend make all away. 


* Not the filver doves that fly, 

“\ Yok’d in Cytherea’s car, 

* Not the wings that lift fo high, 
And convey her fon fo far, 


. Are fo lovely, fweet, and fair, 
* Or do more cnnoble Jove ; 

+ Are fo choicely match’d « pair, 
- Or with more cpnient do move. 


Pema 


xx. 
ALA MALADE. 


> Au, lovely Amoret! the care 
Of all that know what’s good or fair! 
¥s heav'n become ourival too? 
Had the rich gifts confer'd on you 

+, So amply thence, the common end 

x Of giving lovers——to pretend? 

*.  Henee to this pining ficknefs (meant 
To weary thee to a confent 
OF leaving tis) no pow’r is giv’n 
Thy beauties to impair’; for Heav'n 
Solicits thee with fuch™ care, 
As rofes from their flalks we tear, 
‘When we would {till preferve them new, 

. And frefh as on the bush they grew. 

: With fuch a grace you entertain, 
And look with fuch contempt on pain, 
That, languithing, you conqucr more, 
And wend ys deeper than before. 
So lightnings whidh in ftorms appear, 
Scorch more than when the fkics arc cleay. 

‘And as pale'ficknefe does invade 

Your frailer part, the breaches made 
An that fair lodging, ftill more clear 
Make the bright gueft, yur foul, appear. 
So nymphs o ey pathlefs mountains borne, 
‘Their light robes by the brambles torn, 
From their fair lib: ofing new 
And unknown beautivs te chg view 
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Of following gods, increafe their flame, 
And hafte to catch the flying game. 


XXI. 
UPON THE DEATH 
OF MY LADY RICH. 


Mav thofe already curs’d Effexian plains, # 
Where hafty death and pining ficknels reigns, 

4 Prove ail a defert! and none there make flay, 
But favage beafts, or men as wild as they : 
There the fair light which all oyr ifland grac’d, 
Like Hero's taper in the window plac'd, 

Such fate from the malignant air did find, 

As that expofed to the boift’rous wind. =; 

Ah, cruel Heav’n ! to fnatch fo foon away 
Her for whofe life, had we had time to pray, 
With thoufand vows and tears we fheuld have 

fought 
That fad dcerce’s fufpenfion to have wrought. 
But we, alas! no whifper of her pain 
Heard, till "twas fin to with her here again. 
‘That horrid word, at once, like lightning {pread, 
Strook all our ears,—The Lady Rich is dead ! 
Heart-rending news! and dreadful to thofe few 
Who her refemble, and her fteps purfue 5 
‘That Death fhould licenfe have to range.among 
The fair, the wife, the virtuous, and the young! 

"The Paphian Queen (1) from that fierce battle 
With gored hand, and veil fo rudely torn, [borne, 
Like terror did among th’ immortals breed, 
Taught by her wound that goddeffes may tia34-— 

All ftand amazed ! but beyond the reft 
Th’ heroic dame (2) whofe happy womb the bleft, 
Mov’d with juit grief, expoftulates with Heav'a, © 
Urging the promife to th’ obfequious giv’n, 

Of longe life ; for ne’er was pious foul 

More apt v’ obey, more worthy to control. 

A fkilful eye at once might read the race 

Qf Caledonian monarchs in her face, 

And {weet humility : her look and mind « 
At once were lofty, and at once were kind. 
There dwelt the {corn of vice, and pity too, 

For thofe that did what fhe difdain’d to do ; 

So gentle and fevere, that what was bad, 

At once her hatred and her pardon had. 
Gracious to all ; but where her Jove was due, 

So faft, fo faithful, loyal, and fo true, ‘ 
That a bold hand as foon might hope to force 
The rolling lights of heav’n, as change her courfe, 

Some happy angel, that beholds her there, 
Inftrué us to record what fhe was here! 

And when this cloud of forrow’s overblown, 

‘Through the wide world we'll make her graces 
known. 

So fregh the wound is, and the grief fo vaft, 

‘That ali our art and pow’r of fpeech is waite. 

Here paffion fways, but there che Miufe fhall raife 

‘ternal monuments of louder praife. 

There our delight complying with her fame, 
Shall have occafion to recite thy name, 

Fair Sachariffa !—-and now only fair | 
Yo facred fricndfhip we'll an altar rear, 








{0 Venes, (2) Chriftian Countels of Deventaire, 


Beads ot 





(Such as the Romane did ered of old) 
Where ona marble pillar fhall be told 
‘Fhe lovely paffion cach to other bare, 
¢ With the refemblance of that matchlefs paic. 
Narciffus to the thing for which he pin’d 
‘Was not more like than your's to her fair mind, 
Save that the grac’d the fev'ral parts of life, 
A fpotlefs virgin, and a faultlets wife. 
Such was the fweet converfe "twixt her and you, 
As that fhe holds with her affociates now. 
How falfe is Hope, and how regardlefs Fate, 
‘That fuch a love fhould have fo fhort a date! 
Lately | faw her, fighing, part from thee: 
. (Alas that the laft farewell fhould be !) 

So look’d Aftraa, her remove dcfign’d, 

On thofe diftreffed friends the left behind, 
Confent in virtue knit your hearts fo faft, 

That fill the knot, in {pite of death, does lait ; 
For as your tears, and forrow-wounded foul, 
Prove well that on your part this bond is whele, 
So all we know of what they do above, 

Is that they happy are, and that they love, 

Let dark oblivion, and the hollow grave, 
Content themfelves our frailer thoughts to have : 
Well chofen love is never taught to die, 

But with our nobicr part invades the tky. 

‘Then grieve no more that one fo heav’nly thap’d, 
‘The ctooked hand of trembling age cicap’d : 
Rather, fince we beheld her not decay, 

But that the vanith’d fo entire away, 

Her wondrous beauty and her goodnefs merit 
‘We fhoyld fuppofe that fome propitious fpirit 
= deat frequented here, 

nd is not dead, but ceages to appear. 


. XXII. 
OF LOVE. 


Ancer, in hafly words or blows, 
Itfelf difcharges on our foes ; 

« And forrow too, finds fome relief 
In tears, which wait upon our grief + 
So ev'ry pattion, but fond love, 
‘Unto its own redrefs does move; 
But that alone the wretch inclines 
‘To what prevents his own defigns ; 
Makes him lament, and figh, and weep, 
Difordes'd, tremble, fawn, and creep ; 
Poftures which render him defpis’d, 
Where he endeavours to be priz’d. 
For women, (born to be control’d) 
Stoop to the forward and the bold ; 
Affeét the haughty and the proud, 
"The gay, the frolic and the loud, 
Who firft the gen’rous fteed oppreft, 
Not kneeling did falute the beaft ; 
But with high courage, life, and force, 
Approaching, tam’d th’ unruly hotfe. 

Unwilely we the wifer Eaft 

Pity, fuppofing them oppreft 
‘With tyrants’ force, whofe law is will, 
By which they govern, fpoil, and kill : 
Fach nymph, but moderately fair, 
Commands with no lefs rigour here. 
Should fome brave Turk, that walks among 
His twenty laffes, bright and young, 
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And beckons to the willing dame, 
Preferr’d to quench his prefent flame, 
Behold as many gallants here, 
With modeft guife and filent fear, 
All to one female idoi bend, 
‘While her high pride does fearce defend 
To mark their fellies, he would fwear 
That thefe her guard of eunuchs were, 
And that a more mageftic qhcen, 
Or humbler flaves, he had not feen. 

All this with indignation fpoke, 
In vain I ftruggled with the yoke 
Of mighty Love : that conq'ring look, 
‘When next beReld, like lightning ftrook 
My blafted foul, and made me bow 
Lower than thofe I pity’d now. 

So the tall ftag, upon the brick 
Of fome fmooth ftrcam about to drink, . 
Surveying there his armed head, 
With fhame remembers that he fled 
The {corned dogs, refalves to try 
‘The combat next ; but if their cry 
\nvades again his trembling ear, 
He ftrait refumes his wonted care, 
Leaves the untaited {pring behind, 
And, wing’d with fear, outilies the wind, 





XXII. 

FOR DRINKING OF HEALTHS. 
Ler brutes and vegetals, that cannot think, 
So far as drought and nature urges, drink 5 
A morc indulgent miftrefs guides out fp’ rite, 
Reafon, that dares beyond our appetites: ° 
She would our care a3 well as thirft redrefs, 
And with divinity rewards excels. 
Deferted Ariadne, thus fapply'd, 
Did perjur'd Thefeus’ cruelty deride + 
Bacchus embrac’d, from hér exalted thou; hy 
Banith'd the man, her paffion and his fault, 
Bacchus and Phebus are by Jove ally’d, 
And each by other’s timely heat fupply’d : 
All that the grapes owe to his rip’ning fires 
ts paid in numbers which their juice infpires. 
Wine fills the veins, and healths are undesftood 
To give our friends a title to our blood ; 
Who, naming me, doth warm his courage fo, 
Shews for my fake what his bold hand would do, 


XXIV. 
OF MY LADY ISABELLA 
PLAYING ON THE LUTE, 
Sven moving founds from fuch a earelefs touch £ 
So unconcern’d herfelf, and we fo much i 
‘What art is this, that with fo little pains - 
‘Tranfports us thus, and o’er pur {pirits reigns ? 
The trembling ftrings about her fingers crowd, 
And tell their joy for ev'ry kifs aloud, 
Small force there needs to make them tremble fo ; 
‘Touch’d by that hand, who ‘would not tremible 
too? x 

Here Love takes ftand, and while the charms the 
Empities his quiver on the lift'ning deer. fear, 
Moufic fo foftens and difarms the mind, 

| ‘Phat not an arrow does refiftance find, 


Pi 





‘Thus the fair tyrapt e¢lebrates the prize, 

And ads herfcif the triumph of her eyes ¢ 

So Nero once, with harp in hand, furvey’d _ 
His flaming Rome, and as it burn’d he play’d. 


XXV. 
OF MRS, ARDEN. 

Benorop, and liften, while the fair 
Breaks in fwect founds the willing air, 
And with her own breath fans the fire, 
Which her bright eyes do firft infpirc. 
‘What reafon can that love control, 
‘Which more than one way courts the foul ? 

So when a flath of lightning falls 
On our abodes, the danger calls 
For human aid, which hopes the flame 
‘To conquer, though from heav’n it came ; 
But if the winds with that confpire, 
Men ftrivg not, but deplore the fire. 


XXVI. 


oF THE 
MARRIAGE OF THE DWARFS, 


Destan or Chance makes others wive, 

But Nature did this match contrive : 

Eve might as well have Adam fled, 

As fhe deny’d her Jittle bed 

'To him, for whom ‘Heav'n feem’d to frame 

And meafure out this only dame. 
Thrice happy is that humble pair, 

Beneath the level of all care! 

Over whofe heads thofe arrows fly 

Of fad diftruft and jealonfy ; : 

Secured in as high extreme, 

As if the world held none but them. 
To him the faireft nymphs do thew 

Like moving mountains topp'd with faow ; 

And ev'ry man a Polypheme 

Does to his Galatca feem : 

None may prefume her faith to prove ; 

He proffers death that proffers love. 
Ah! Chloris! that kind Nature thus 

From all tie world had fever’d us; 

Creating for ourfclves us two, 

As Love Mas me for only you! 


XXVIL 
LOVE'S FAREWELL, 


.Traeaptne the path to nobler ends, 


A long farewell to love I gave, + ~ 
Refolv'd my country and my friends 
All that remain’d of me fhould have. 


And this refolve no mortal dime, 

None but thofe eyes could have o’erthrown 5 
‘The nymph ! dafe not, need not name, 

So high, fo like herfelfalgne. 


‘Thus the tall oak, which now afpires 
Above the fear of private fires, 

Grown and defign’d for nobler ufe, 

Not to make warm, but build the houfe, 
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} Though from our meancr flames fecure, 
‘Mutt that which falls from heav’n cadure. 


XXXVI 

FROM A CHILD. * 
Manan, as in fome climes the warmer fun 
Makes it full fummer e’er the fpring’s begun, 
And with ripe fruit the bending boughs can load, 
Before our violets dare look abroad ; : 
So meafure not by any commion ufe 
The early love your brighter eyes produce. 
When kately your fair hand ir woman’s weed 
‘Wrapp’d my glad head, I wifh’d me fo indeed, 
‘That hafty time might never make me grow 
Out of thofe favours you afford me now ; 
That { might ever fuch indulgence find, 
And you not blufh, or think yourfelf too kind; 
Who now, I fear, while I thefe joys exprefs, 
Begin to think how you may make them lefs. 
The found of Joye makes your foft heart afraid, 
And guard itfelf, though but a child invade, 
And innocently at your white breaft throw 
A dart as white, a ball of new-fall’n fnow. 





XXIX. 
ON A GIRDLE. 

Tuar which her flender wailt confin’d, 
Shalt now my joyful temples bind: * 
No monarch but would give his crown, 
His arms might do what this has done. 

it was my heav’n’s extremett fphere, 
The pale which held that lovely decr. 
My joy, my gricf, my hope, my love, 
Did all within this circle moves 

A narrow compafs! and yet there @ 
Dwelt all that's good, and all that’s fair; 
Give mg but what this riband bound, 
‘Take all the reft the fun goes round.” 


XKX. 

THE FALL. 
Sze! how the willing earth gave way, 
‘To take th’ impreffion where the lay, 
See! how the mould, as Ioth ta leave 
So {weet a burden, ftill doth cleave 
Clofe to the nymph’s ftain'd garment. Here 
The coming {pring would firit appear, 
And all this place with rofes ftrow, 
If bufy feet would let them grow. 

Here Venus fimil’d to fee blind Chance 

Itfelf before her fon advance, 

And a fair image to prefent, 

Of what the Boy fo long had meant. 
Twas fuch a chance as this made ull 
The world into this order fall; 
‘Thus the firft lovers, on the clay, 

Of which they were compofed, lay. 
So in their prime, with equal grace, 
Met the firit patterns of our race. 

Then blufh not, Fair! or on him frown, 
Or wonder how you both came down; 
But toch him, and he'll tremble frait ; ° 
How could he then fupport your weight? 

ca aes 
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, How could the youth, alas! but bend, 

“ "When his whole heav'n upon him lean'd? 
If ought by him amifs were done, 
"Twas that he let you rife fo foon. 


KXXL 

OF SYLVIA. 
Our fighs are heard ; juft heav'n declares 
The fenfe it has of lovers’ cares: 
She that fo far the reft outfhin'd, 
Sylvia the fair, while fhe was kind, 
‘As if her frowns impair’d her brow, 
Seems only not unhandfome now. 
So, when the ky makes us endure 
A ftorm, itfelf becomes obfcure, 


Hence ’tis that 1 conceal my flame, 
Hiding from Flavia’s felf her name, 

Left the, provoking Heav’n, fhould prove 
How it rewards neglected love. 

Letter a thoufand fuch as f, 

"Their grief untold, fhould pine and die, 
‘Than her bright morning, overcaft 


With fullen clouds, fhould be defac’d, 


XXXII. 
THE BUD. 
Larery on yonder fwelling buth, 
Big with many a coming rofe, 
This early bud began to blufh, 
_ And did buc half itfelf difclofe 
J pruck'd x though no better grown, 
And now you <> how full’ts blown. 


Still as T did the leaves infpire, 

‘With fuch a purple light they thone, 

As if they had been made of fire, 

And fpreading fo would flame anon. 

All that was meant by air or fun, 

‘To the young flow’r, my breath has done, 


IF our loofe breath fo much can do, 
What may the fame in forms of love, 
Of poreft love and mufic too, 

‘When Flavia it afpires to move ? 
When that which lifelefs buds perfuades 
‘Yo wax more foft, her youth invades? 


XXXIU, 
ON THE DISCOVERY 
OD A LADY'S PAINTING. 


Pyomasion’s fate revers’d is mine ; 
His marble luve took flefh and bloed : 
‘Alt that I worfhipp’d as divine, 

"Phat beauty | now ‘tis underftood 
Appears to have no more of life 

"1 han that whereof he fram’d his wife. 


As women yet, who apprehend 

Some fadden caulfe of caufelefs fear, 
Although that feeming caufe take end, 
And they behold no danger near, 


| A fhaking through their Hmbs they find, 
} Like leaves faluted by the wind : 


So though the beauty do appear 

Neo beauty, which amaz’d'me fo; 

Yet from my breaft I cannot tear 

‘The paflion which from thence did grow 5 
Nor yet out of my fancy rafe - 

‘The print of that fuppofed face, 





























A real beauty, though too near, 
The fond Narciffus did admire : 
I dote on that which is no where; 
The fign of beauty feeds my fire. 
No mortal flame was e’er fo cruel 
As this, which thus furvives the fuel! 
XXXIV. 
OF LOVING AT FIRST SIGHT, 
Nort caring to obferve the wind, 
Or ‘he new fea explore, : 
8p-.tch’d from myfelf, how far behind * 
Already Y behold the shore! 


May not a thoufand dangers fleep 

In the fmooth bofom of this deep ? 

No : ’tis fo rocklefs and fo clear, 

‘That the rich bottom does appear 

Pav'd all with precious things ; not torn 
From fhipwreck’d veffels, but there borne, 


Sweetnefs, truth, and ev’ry grace, 
Which time and ufe are wont to teach, 
‘The eye may in a moment reach, 

And read diftinétly in her face. 


Some other nymphs with colours faint, 
And pencil flow, may Cupid paine, 
And a weak heart in time deftroy ; 
She has a ftamp, and prints the Boy; 
Can with a fingle look inflame 

‘The coldeft breaft, the rudeft tame. 


XXXV. 
THE SELF-BANISHED: | 
Ir is not that I love you lefs, 
Than when before your feet I lay; 
But to prevent the fad increafe 
Of hopelefs love, I keep away, 


In vain, alas! for ev'ry thing 

Which ! have known belong to you, 
Your form does to my fancy bring, 
And makes my 1d wounds bleed anew. 


Who in the fpring, from the new fun, 
Already has a fever got, 

Too late begins thofe fhafts to fhun, 
Which Phoebus through his veins has thot : 


Too fate he would the pain affuage, 
And to thick fhadows does retire; 
About with him he bears the rage, 
And in his tainted blood the fire. 





ae 
But vow'd T have, aod never mutt _ 
Your banith’d fervant trouble you ; 
For if T break, you may. miftrait 

The vow f made—to love you too, 


XXXVI. 
THYRSIS, GALATEA. 


TRYRS15. 


” As lately 1 on filwer Thames did ride, 


Sad Galatea on the bank I fpy’d: ~ 
Such was her, look as forrow taught to fhinc 
And thus the grac’d me with a voice divine. 
eat. You that can tune your founding ftrings 
‘Of ladies’ beauties, and of Jove to tell, [fo well, 
‘Once chagge yoor rote, ‘and let your lute report 
The jufteft grief that ever touch’d the Court. 
vars, Fair nymph! Ihave in your delights no 
Nor ought to be concerned in your care; {fl are, 
Yet would F fing, if 1 your forrows knew, 
And to my aid invoke no mufe but you. 
Gat, Hear then, and let your fong augiment our 
Which is fo great as not to wifh relief. —_[ grief, 
She that, had all which Nature gives, or Chance, 
‘Whom Fortune join’d with Virtue to advance 
‘To all the joys this iland could afford, 
The greateft miftrefs, and the kindeft lord ; 
‘Who with the royal mix’d her noble blood, 
And in high grace with Gloriana flood ; 
Her bounty, fweetnefs, beauty, goodnefs, fuch, 
‘That none c’er thought her happinefs tou much 5 
So well inclin’d hernvenn ‘0 confer, 
And. kind to all, as Heaw’n Mad been to ber ! 
The virgin’s part, the mother, and the wifc, 
So well the acted in this fpan of life, 
‘That though few years {too few, alas!) the told, 
She feem'd in all things but in beauty old. 
As unripe frnit, whofe verdant ftalks do cleave 
Clofe to the tree, which grieves no lefs to leave 
The f{miling pendant which adorns her fo, 
And until Autumn on the boughs fhould grow ; 
So feem’d her youthful foul, not eas’ly fore’d, 
Or from fo fair, fo fweet, a feat divorc’d : 
Her fate at once did hafty feem and flow ; 
At once too cruel, and unwilling too. 
tuyr, Under how hard a law are mortals 
born! 
‘Whom now we envy, we anon muft mourn : 
What Heav'n fetshigheft, and feems moft to prize, 
Js foon removed from our wond’ring cyes: 
But fince the fitters’ did fo foon untwine 
So fair a thread, I'll ftrive to piece the line. 
Vouchfale, fad nymph! to let me know the dame, 
And to the mufes I'l] commend her name : 
Make the wide country ccho to your moan, 
‘The lift’ning trees, and favage mountains groan. 
“What rock’s not moved, when the death is dung 
Of one fo good, fo lovely, and fo young ? 
Gat. "Twas Hamilton!—whom I had nam’d 
before, _ 
Byt naming her, grief lets me fay no more. 


q Parez, 
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XXXVIL 
ON THE HEAD OF A STAG. 


So we fome antique hero’s ftrength 

Learn by his lance’s weight and length ; 
As thefe vaft beams exprefs the beaft, 
Whofe fhady brows alive they dreft. 

Such game, while yet the world was new, 
The mighty Nimrod did purfue. 

What huntfman of our feeble race, 

Or dogs, dare fuch a monfter chace? 
Refembling, with each blow he ftrikes,” 
The charge of a whole troop of pikes. 

O fertile Head! which ev’ry year 

Could fuch a crop of wonder bear! 

‘That teeming carth did never bring, 

So foon, fo hard, fo huge a thing ; 

Which might it never have becn caft, 
(Each year’s growth added to the laft) 
‘Thefe lofty branches had fapply’d 

The earth’s bold fon’s prodigious pride : 
Heav’n with thefe engines had been feal’d, 
When mountains heap’d on mountains fail’d. 


XXKVIL 
THE MISER’S SPEECH. 


IN A MASK. 


Baxts of this metal flack’d At’lanta’s pace, 
And on the am'rous youth (a) beftow’d the race + 
Venus, (the nymph’s mind meafuring * y ner Swit)” 
‘Whom the rich fpoils of cities o»=carown 

Had proftrated to Mars, couti well advile 

Th’ advent’rous lover how to gain tie prize. 
Nor lefs may Jupiter to gold afcribe, 

For when he turn’d himfelf into a bribe, 

Who can blame Danae, or the brazen tow’r, 
That they withftood not that almighty fhow’r? 
Never till then did love make Jove put on 

A form more bright and nobler than his own 5 
Nor were it juft,-would he refume that shape, 
That flack devotion fhould his thunder ‘feape. 

°T was not revenge for griev’d Apollo's wrong, 
Thofe afs’s ears on Midas’ temples hung, 

But fond repentance of his happy with, 

Becaufe his meat grew metal like his difh. 

Would Bacchus blefs me fo, I'd conftant hold 
Upoa my wifh, and die creating gold. 


XXXIX. 


UPON BEN, JOHNSON, 
Mrrror of Poets! mirror of our age! 
Which her whole face beholding on thy ftage, 
Pleas’d and difpleas’d with her own faults, endures 
A remedy like thofe whom mufic cures, 
Thou baft alone thofe various inclinations 
Which Nature gives to ages, fexes, nations = 
So traced with thy all-refembling pen, 
“That whate’er cuitom has impos’d on men, 
Or ill-got habit, (which deforms them fo, 
‘Vhat {carce a brother can his brother know) 


{2) Hippomgacs, 


MISCELLANIES, 


fe Is reprefented to the Wand'ring eyes 

Of all that fee or read thy Comedies. 

Whoever ia thofe glaffes looks, may find 

‘The {pots return’d, or graces, of his mind ; 
And by the help of fo divine an art, 

At leifure‘view and drefs his nobler part. 
Narciflus, cozen’d by that flatt’ring well, 
Which nothing could but of his beauty tell, 
Had here, difcov’ring the deforni’d eftate 

Of his fend mind, preferv'd himfelf with hate, 
Bue virtue teo, as weil as vice, is clad 

In fleth and blood fo well, that Plato had 
Beheld, what his high fancy once embrac’d, 
Virtue with colours, fpeech and motion grac’d. 
‘The {yndry poftures of thy copious Mule 
Who would exprefs, a thoufand tongues mutt ufe, 
Who's fate’s no lefs peculiar than thy art 5 

For as thou couldft all chara&ters impart, 

$o none could render thine, which till efcapes, 
Sike Protcus, i in variety of fhapes ; 

Who was not this, § hor that; ‘bur all we find, 
And all we can imagine, in mankind, 


XL, 
ON MR. JOFIN FLETCHER’s PLAYS. 


Fierenyn! to thee we do not only owe 

All thefe good plays, but thofe of others too: 
Thy wis repeated does fupport the ftage, 
Credits the laft, and entertains this age. 

No worthies, forn’d by any Mufe but thine, 
Could puschafe robes to make themfelves fo fine. 
7 Ww iat Ds Ke Sommandcr § is at provd to fee 
Thy brave Mctsagius in his gallantry 

Our greatet sine to fee their icorn 
Outdone by tine in what themfelves have worn: 
‘Th’ impatient widow, e’er the year be done, 
Sees thy Afpafia weeping in her gown. 

T never yet the tragic ftrain affay’d, 

Deterr'd by that inimitable maid(1) 5 

And when { venture at the comic ftyle, 

‘hy Scornful Lady feems to mock my toil. 

"Vhus has thy Mufe at once improv’d and marr’d 

Our fport in plays, by rend’ring it too hard! 

So when a fore of lufty fhepherds throw 

‘The bar by turns, and none the reft outgo 

So far, but that the beft are meas’ring cafts, 
‘Their emulation and their paitime latts ; 

But if fome brawny yeoman of the guard 

Step in, and tofs the axletree a yard 

Or more beyond the fartheft mark, the reft 

Jefpairing ftand ; their fport is at the belt. 








XLI. 
VERSES TO 
DR. GEORGE ROGERS, 
On bis taking the degree of Doftor in Phyfic at Padua, 
in the year 1664. 


Wuen as of old the earth’s bold children ftrove, 
‘With hills on hills, to {eale the throne of Jove, 
Pallas and Mars ftood by-their fov'reign’s aie 
And their bright arms in his defence employ’ ; 


(1) The Maig's Tragedy 


aye 
While the wile Phecbus, Hermes, and the refi, 
Who joy in peace, and love the Mufes beft, 
Defcending from their fo diftemper’d feat, 

Our es and meadows chofe for their rétreat. 
There fir& Apollo try’d the various ufe 

‘Of herbs, and learn’d the virtues of their juice, 


And fram’d that art, to which who can pretesd 


A jufter title than our noble Friend ? 


| Whom the like tempeft drives from his abede, 


And like employment entertains abroad, 
‘This crowns him here, and in the bays fo earn’d, 
His country’s honour is no Sefs concern’d, 
Since it appears not all the Englith rave, 
To ruin bent ; ome ftudy how to fave t 
And as Hippocrates did once extend 
His facred art, whole cities to amend 5 
So we, brava Friend ! fuppefe that thy great skit, 
Thy gentle mind, and fair example, will, .- - +: 
At thy return, reclaim oar frantic ifle, 
‘Their fpirits caim, and peace again fhall file. 
EDM, WAELER, Anghity 
ra Patavij typis Pauli Frambettt, 





XLIt. 


CHLORIS AND HYLAS, 
MADE TO A SARABAND. 
cHLoris. 

Hytas, oh Hylas! why fit we mute, 4S 
Now that each bird faluteth the fprii 2 ats 
Wind up the flacken’d ftrings of thy Inte, 
Never canft thou want matter te fing 5 
For love thy breaft does fill with fuck a fireje*- 
That whatioe’er is fair. moves thy defire, 

uv. Sweeteft! you know the fweeteft of things 
Of various flow’rs the bees do compofe 5 
Yet no particular tate it brings 
Of violet, woodbine, pink, or rofe : © 
So Jove the refult-is of all the graces 
Which flow from a thonfand fev'ral faces, 

cuLo. Hylas! the birds Which chant in this 

grove, 
Could we but know the language they ufe, 
‘They would inftrust us better in love, 
And reprehend thy inconftant, Mufe ; 
For love their breafts does fill with fuch a fire, 
That what they once do choofe, hounds their de- 
fire. 

Hvt. Chloris ! this change the birds do approve, 
Which the warm feafon hither does bring; 
Time from yourfelf does further remove 
You than the winter from the gay {pring : 
She that like lightning thin’d while her face Iafted, 
The bes now refembles which Hightning bath 

latted. 


XL 
IN ANSWER OF 
SIR JOHN SUCKLING’s VERSES, 
con. 
Stay here, fond Youth ! and afk no mote ; be wife; 
Kpowing too nich long fince loft Paradife, 
Fro. And by your knowledge we fhould bebe- 
Of all that paradife which yef is left. [refe 





* 
‘ake 
con, The virtuous joys then haft, thou wouldit 
fhould fill 
Laft in their pride ; and wouldft not take it ill 
lf cudely, from {weet dreams, and for a tey, 
‘Thou wak'd: he wakes himfelf that does enjoy. 
pre. How can the joy or hope which you allow 


Be ftyled virtuous, and the end not fo? 
Talk in your fleep, and fhadows ftill admire ‘ 


* *Tis True, he wakes that feels this real fire : 


But-—to fleep better ; for whoe’er drinks deep 
@8£ this Nepenthe, rocks himfelf afleep. 
con. Fruition adds no new wealth, but deftroys, 
nd while it plealeth much, yet ftill it cloys. 
ho thinks he fheuld be happier‘made for that, 
As reas'nably might hope he might grow fat 
By eating to a furfeit : this once paft, 
‘Whar relithes ? ev'n kiffes lofe their tafte. 
pra. Bleffings may be repeated while they cloy, 
But fhall we ftarve, ‘cane furfeitings deftroy ? 
And if fruition did the tafte impair 
Of kiffes, why fhould yonder happy pair, 
‘Whofe joys jut Hymen warrants ali the night 
Confume the day too in this lefs delight ? J 
con. Urge not ’tis neceffary ; alas! we know 
The homelieft thing that mankind does is fo. 
‘The world is of a large extent we fee, 
And muft be peopled; children there muft be :— 
So muft bread too; but fince there arc enough 
Born to that drudgery, what need we plough? 
PaO. J need not plough, fince what the looping 
une 
Gets of my pregnant land muft all be mine : 
Butdn this nobler tillage ’tis not fo; 
For when Anchifes did fair Venus know, 
‘What int’reft had poor Vulcan in the hoy, 
Famous Aineas, or the prefent joy ? 
con, Women enjoy’d, whate'er before they've 
been, 
Are like romances read, or fcenes once feen : 
Fruition dulls or {poils the play much more 
Than if one read of knew the plot before. 
pro. Plays and romances read and feen, do fall 
In our opinions ; yet not feea at all, 
‘Whom would they pleafe? To an heroic tale 
Would you not litten, left it thould grow fale? 
con, Tis expectation makes a blefling dear ; 
Weav’n were not heav’n if we knew what it were. 
Pro, Jf ’twere not heav’n, if we knew what it 
were, 
*Twould not be heav’a to thofe that now are there. 
con, And as in profpects we are there pleas'’d 
mot, . 
Where fomething keeps the eye from being loft, 
And leaves us roam to guefs; fo here reftraint 
Holds up delight, that with excefs would faint. 
pro. Reftraint preferves the plcafure we have 
‘ot, 
But te ne’er has it that enjoys it not. 
In goodly profpeéts who contradts the f{pace, 
Or takes not all the bounty of the place ? 
‘We with remov'd what ftandeth in our light, 


And Nature blame for limiting our fight ; 


Where you fland wifcly winking, that the view 
Of the fair profpect may bc always new. 


MISCELLANIES 


con. They who know alfthe wealth they have 


are poor; 
He’s only rich that cannot tell his ftore. 
ere. Not he that knows the wealth he has is 


poor, 
But he that dares not touch gor ufe his tore, 


XLIV. 
AN APOLOGY < 


FOR HAVING LOVED BEFORE, 


‘Tuey that never had the ufe 

Of the grape’s furprifing juice, . 
To the firft delicious cup 

All their reafon render up; 

Neither do nor care to know 

Whether it be beft or no. 


So they that are to love inclin'd, 
Sway’d by chance, not choice, or arty 
To the firft ‘that’s fair or kind, 

Make a prefent of their heart : 

it is not fhe that firft we love, 

But wham dying we approve. 


To man, that as in th’ ev’ning made., 
Stars gave the firft delight, 
Admiring, in the gloomy fhade, 
Thofe little drops of light : 

‘Then at Aurora, whofe fair hand 
Remov'd them from the tkies, 

He gazing tow'rd the caft did ftand, 
She entertain’d his eyes. 


But when the bright fun dif ppear, 
All thofe he "gan defpife; 

His wonder was determin’d there, 
And could no higher rife. 

He neither might, nor'wifh’d to know 
A more refulgent light ; 

Fer that (as mine your beauties now) 
Employ’d his utmoft fight. 


XLV. 
‘THE NIGHT-PIECE : 
OR, A PICTURE DRAWN IN THE DARK, 


Darkness, which faireft nymphs difarms, 
Defends us ill from Mira’s charms : 
Mira can lay her beauty by, 
Take no advantage of the eye, 
Quit all that Lely’s art can take, 
And yet a thoufand captives make. 
Her fpeech is grac’d with fweeter found 
‘Than in another's fong is found; 

And all ber well-plac’d words are darts, 
Which need no light to reach our hearts, 
“As the bright ftars and Milky Way, 

Shew'd by the night, are hid by day ; 

So we, in that accomplifh’d mind, 
Help’d by the night, new graces find, 
Which by the fplendour of her view, 
Dazzled before, we never knew. 


aP 


While we converfe with her, we mark 


. No want of day, nor think it dark : 


Her fhining image is a light 
¥ix'd in our hearts, and conquers night. * 

Like jewels to advantage fet, 

Her beauty by the thade does get; 
"There bluthes, frowns, and cold difdain, 
All that our paflion might reftrain, 

Is Aid, and our indulgent mind 

Prefents the fair idea kind. 

Yet friended by the night, we dare 
Only in whifpers tell our care : 

He that on her his bold band lays 
With Cupid’s pointed arrows plays; 
‘They with 2 touch, (they are fo keen !) 
Wounds unfhot, and fhe unfeen. 

All near approaches threaten death ; 
We may be thipwreck’d by her breath : 
Love, favour’d once with that fweet gale, 
Doubles his hafte, and fills his fail, 

"Lill he arrive where fhe muft prove 
‘The haven or the rock of love, 

So we th’ Arabian coaft do know 

At diftance, when the {pices blow; 


“By the rich odour taught to fteer, 


‘Tho’ ncither day nar ftars appear. 


XLVI. 
PART GF THE FOURTH BOOK OF 
VIRGIL’S AENEIS. 
TRANSLATED. 


ginning at V. 437» 
Fonasd wastes Groeceoens 
And ending with 
Acniki torquent fpumaa, et aterula vemruat. V. 583, 


Ait this her weeping fifter (a) does repeat 

To the ftern man (b), whom nothing could entreat! 
Loft were her pray’rs, and fruitlefs were ber tears; 
Fate and great Jove had ftopp’d his gentle ears. 
As When loud winds a well-grown oak would rend 
Up by the roots, this way and that they bend 

Hit reeling trunk, and with a boift'rous found 
Scatter his kaves, and {trew them on the ground, 
He fixed ftands; as deep his roots doth lie 

Down to the centre, aa his top is high : 

No leds on every fide the hero pref, 

Feels love and pity fhake his noble breaft, 

And down his cheeks though fruitlefs tears do roll, 
Unmov'd remains the purpole of his foul. 

Then Dido, urged with approaching fate, 

Begins the light of cruel Heav’o to hate. 

Hcr refolution te difpatch and die, 

Confirm’d by many « horrid prodigy! 

‘The watcr confecrate for facrifice, 

Appears all black to her amazed eyes ; 

‘The wine to putrid blood converted flows, 

Which from her none, not her own fitter, knows, 








£2) Amma, {b) Eases. 


MISCELLANIES; 


co 
Befidesthere ftood, as facred to hér lord(c}), 
A marble temple which the much ador'd, 
With {nowy fleeces and freth garlands crown’ 
Hence ev'ry night proceeds a dreadful foun: 
Her hufband’s voice invites her to his tomb, 
And difmal owls prefage the ills to come. 
Befides, the prophecies of wizards old - 
Increas’d her terror, and her fall foretold : 
Scorn’d and deferted to herfelf the feems, 





| And finds Eneas cruel in her dreams. 


So to mad Pentheus double Thebes appeary, 
And furies howl in his diftemper’d cars,” 
Oreftes fe, with like diftra&tion tof, 

Is made to fly his mother’s angry ghoft. 

Now grief ani fury to their height arrive. 
Death the decrees, and thus does it contrive. 

Her grieved fifter, with acheerful grace, _- 
(Hepe well diffembled shining in her face) » 
She thus deceives, Dear Sifter! let us prove . 

The cure I have inventedMfor my love. 

Beyond the land of Ethiopia lies 

The place where Atlas docs fupport the skies ; 
Hysce came an old magician, that did keep . 
‘Yn’ Hefperian fruit, and made the dragon fleep : 
Her potent charms do troubled fonls relieve, 
And, where fhe'lifts, makes calmeft minds to grieve: 
The courfe of rivers, and of heav’n,.can Qop, 
And call trees down from th’ airy mountain's top. 
Witnefs, ye Geds! and thou, my deareft pert! - 
How loth 1am to tempt thie guilty art, z 
Ere a pile, and on it let us place . 

‘That bed where | my ruin’ did embrace 3 

With all the reliques of our impious gue, 
Arms, fpoils, aad prefents, let the pile be drefts 
(The knowing woman thus prefcribes) that wo 
May raife the man out of our memory, =... ~~ 

‘Thus fpeaks the Queen, but hides the fatal end. 
For which the doth thofe facred rights pretend. 
Nor worfe effects of grief her fifter thought 
Would follow, than Sichseus’ marder wrought ; - 
Therefore obeys her : and now, heaped high 
‘The cloven oaks and lofty ping do lie; 

Hung all with wreaths and flow’ry garlands round, 
So by herfelf was her own fun'ral crown’d! 
Upon the tup the Trojan’s image lies; 

And his fharp fword, wherewith anon the dies. 
They by the alter and, while with loofe hair 
‘The magic prophetefs begins her pray’r: 

On Chaos, Erebus, and ali the gods 

Which in th’ infernal fhades have their abodes,. 
She loudly calls, befprinkting all the room : 
With drops, fuppes’d from Lethe’s lake to come. 
She feeks the knot which op the forchead grows’ 
Of new foal’d colts, and herbsby moonlight mows. 
A cake of Jeaven in her pious hands 

Holds the devoted Queen, and barefoot ftands : 
One tender foot was bare, the other fhod, . 

Her robe ungirt, invoking ev'ry god, 

And ev'ry pow’r, if'any be above, 2 
Which takes regard of ill-requited love ! 

Now was the time when weary mortals fte: 
Their careful temples in the dew of fleep: 


(c) Sichaes, 


abs 


MISCEL 


On fees, on earth, and all that in them dweil, 
A death-like quiet and deep fitence fell ; 

But not on Dido! whofe untamed mind 
Refus’d to be by facred night confin’d : 

A. double paffion in her breaft docs move, 
Love, and fierce anger for negleGed love. 
Thus the afflicts her foul ; What fhall t do? 
‘With fate inverted thall { humbly woo? 

And fome proud prince, in wild Numidia born, 
Pray to accept me, and forget my fcorn? 

Or shall I with th’ ungrateful Trojan go, 

Quit all my ftate, and wait upon my foe? 

Is not enough, by fad experience known, 

"The perjur'd race of fale Laomedon ? 

‘With my Sidonians thall I give tiem chafe, 
Bands hardly forced from their native place? 
No :—die! and let this {word thy fury tame ; 
‘ought but thy blood can quench this guilty fame. 

Ah, Sifter} vanquith’d with my paffion, chou 
Betray'dit me firft, difp&nfing with my vow, 
Had I been conttant to Sichzus ftill, 

And fingle liv’d, I had not known this ill! 
Such thoughts torment the Queen’s cnrtged 
brea, 
Whils the Dardanian does fecurely reft 
To hie tall fhip, for fudden flight prepar'd ; 
‘To whom once more thé fon of Jove appear’d ; 
{Thus feems to {peak the youthful deity ; 
Voice, hair, and colour, all like Mercury. 

Fair Venus’ feed ! canft thou indulge thy fleep, 
Nor better guard in fuch great danger keep? 
Mad, by negle& to lofe fo fair a wind! 

Tf here thy fhips the purple morning find, 
‘Thou fhalt behold this hoftile harbour fhine 
‘With a new fleet, and fires, to-ruin thine: 
She meditates revenge, refolv’d to die; 
‘Weigh anchor quickly, and her fury fly. 

This faid, the god in fhades of night retir’d, 
Amaz’d JEncas, with the warning fir'd, 

Shakes off dull fleep, and roufing up his men, 

Beheld! the gods command our flight again. 

Fall to your oare, fnd all your canvafs fpread = 

‘What god foe'er that thus vouchfafes to lead, 

We follow gladly, and thy will obey ; 

Ait us ftill, fmoothing our happy way, 

And make the reft propitious !=-With that word 

He cute the cable with his thining fword ; 

‘Through all the navy doth like ardour reign, 

‘They quit the fhore, and rufh into the main ; 

Plac'd on their banks, the lufty Trojans fweep 

Neptune's fmooth face, and cleave the yielding 
deep, 


SLVIL | 


ON THE 
PICTURE OF A FAIR YOUTH, 


TAKEN APTER HE WAS DEAD. 
& 
As gather'd flowers, while their wounds are new, 
Look gay and freth, as on the ftalk they grew, 
"Torn from the root that nourifh’d them a while, 
(Not taking notice of their fate) they file, 


LANIES 


| And in the hand which rudely pluck’d them fhew 
Fairer than thofe that to :heit autumn grow ; 
So love and beauty fill that vifage grace ; 
Death cansot fright them from their wonted place. 
Alive the hand of crooked. Age had marr’d 
Thofe tovcly features which cold Death has fpar'd, 

No wonder them he {ped in love fo well, 

When his high paflion he had breath te tell ; 
When that accomplith’d foul, in this fir frame, 
No bus’nefs had but to perfuade that dame, 
Whofe mutual love advanc’d the youth fo high, “ 
‘That, but to heav’n, he could no higher fy. 


XLVIIL 
ON A 
BREDE OF DIVERS COLOURS. 
WOVEN BY FOUR LADIES. 


‘Twice twenty flender virgin-fingers twine 

‘This curious web, where all their fancies thine. 
As nature them, fo they this fhade have wroughty 
Soft as their hands, and various as their thought. 
Not Juno's bird, when his fair train difpread, 

He woos the female to his painted bed : ' 

No, not the bow, which fo adorns the tkics, 

So glorious is, or boafts fo many dyes. 


XLIX. 


OF A WAR WITH SPAJA, 
AND FIGHT AT/rA. 
- 
Now for fome ages had the pride of Spain 
Made the fun fhiae on half the world in vairr, 
While the bid war, to all that durft, fupply 
The place of thofe her cruelty made die. 
Of Nature’s bounty men forbore to tafte, 
And the beft portion of the earth lay wafte. 
From the new world her filver and her gold 
Came, like a tempeft,te confound the old : 
Feeding with thefe, the brib d Electors’ hopes, 
Alone ihe gives us Emperors and Popes: 
With thefe accemplithing her vatt defigns, 
Europe was fhaken with her Indian mines. 
When Britain, looking with a juft difdain 
Upon this gilded majefty of Spain, 
And knowing well that empire uit decline, 
Whofe chief support and finews are of coin, 
Our nation’s foiid virtue did oppofe 
To the rich troublers of the world’ srepofe, 
And now fome months, encamping on the maitt, 
Our naval army had befieged Spain : 
‘They that the whole world's monarchy defign’d, 
Are to their ports by our bold fleet confin’d,, 
rom whence our Red Crofs they triumphant fee 
Riding without a rival on the fea. 
Others may ufe the ocean as their road, 
Only the Englith make it their abode, 
Whofe ready fails with ev'ry wind can fly, 
Agd make a cov uant with th’ inconftant iy 2 


3" 


MISCELLANI#S. 


Our oaks fecure, as if they there took root, 
q We tread on billows with a fleady foot. 
» "Meanwhile the Spaniards in America, 
Near to the line the fun appreaching faw, 
And hop’d their European coatts to find 
Cilear’d from our fhips by the autumnal! wind : 
‘Their huge capacious gallcons ftuff’d with plate, 
‘The lab‘ring winds drive flowly tow'rds their fate. 
Aefore Saint Lucar they their guns difcharge, 
‘To rell their joy, or to mvite a barge: . 
‘This heard fume hip of ours, (though out of view) 
And, fwift as cagles, to che quarry flew; 
So heedlefs lambs, which for their mothers bleat, 
‘Wake hungry lions, and become their meat. 
Arriv'd, they {oon begin that tragic play, 
And with their fmoaky cannons banihh day : 
Night, horror, flaughter, with confufien meets, 
And in their fable arms embrace the fleets. 
Through yielding planks the angry bullets fly, 
And of ene wound hundreds together die : 
Born under diff 'rent ftars, one fate they have, 
‘The fhip their coffin, and the fe. their grave! 
Bold were the men which on the ocean firft 
Spread their new fails, when fhipwreck was the 
work: 
More danger now from man alone we find, 
‘Than from the rocks, the billows, or the wind, 
They that had fail’d from near th’ Antartic Pole, 
Their treafure fafe, and all their veffels whole, 
In fight of their dear country ruin’d be, 
Without the guilt of either rock or fea! 
‘What they would fpare our fiercer art deftroys, 
Surpafling ftorms in terror and in noife 
Once Jovonfrom Ida did both hofts furvey, 
And, when’ leas‘d to thunder, part the fray; 
Here Heav’n in*majn that kind retreat fhould 
found ;- 
The louder cannon had the thunder drown’d. 
Some we made prize ; while others, burnt and rent, 
With their rich lading to the bottom went : 
Down finks at once (fo Fortune with us {ports !) 
The pay of armies, and the pride of courts. 
Vain inan! whofe rage buries as low that ftore 
As avarice had digg’d for it before : 
What earth in her dark bowels could not keep 
From greedy hands, lies fafer in the deep, 
‘Where Thetis kindly does from mortals hide 
‘Thofe feeds of luxury, debate, and pride. 
And now into her Jap the richeft prize 
Feli with the nobleft of our enemies : 
The Marquis (a), (glad to fe@the fire deftroy 
Wealth that prevailing foes were to enjoy) 
Out fron: his flaming fhip his children feut, 
"Fo perith in a milder element ; 
Then laid him by his burning lady's fide, 
And, fince he could not fave her, with her dy’d, 
Spices and gums about them melting fry, 
And phoenix-like, in that rich neft they die : 
Alive, in flames of equal love they burn’d, 
And now together are to afhes turn’d; 
Afhes! more worth than ail their fun’ral coft, 
‘Than the huge treafure which was with them loft. 
Thefe dying lovers, and their floating fons, 
Sifpend the fight, and filence ail our gun : 
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Beauty and youth about toperifh, finds +. 

Such noble pity in brave Englith minds, 

‘That (the rich fpoit forgot, their valour’s prize} 

All labour new to fave their enemies, 

How frail our paffions! how foon changed are 

Our wreth and fury to a friendly care, 

They that but sow for honour and for plate 

Made the fea biuth with blood, refign their hate; 

And, their young foes endeav'ring to retrieve, 

With greater hazard than they fought, they dive. 
With thefe return vi@orious Montagu, : 

With faurels in his hand, and half Peru. ~ 

Let the brave generals divide that bough, 

Our great Protector hath fuch wreaths enough = 

His conq’ring Kead has no more room for bays: 

Then let it be as the glad nation prays; 

Let the rich ore forthwith be melted down, 

And the ftate fix'd, by making him a crown: 

With ermine clad, and purple, let him hold 

A royal {ceptre, made of- Spanith gold, 


L. 


UPON THE DEATH OF 


THE LORD PROTECTOR, 


Wes mnt reign! Kleav’n his great foul dow 
claim 

In ftorms, as loud as his immortal fame : 

His dying groans, his laft breath, thakes onr ifley’ 

And trees uncut fall for his fun'ral pile ; 

About his palace their broad roots are toh 

Into the air.——So Pama was loft! g 

New Rome in fuch a tempeft mifs’d her king, © 

And from obeying fell to worfhipping. 

On Octa’s tup thus Hercules lay dead, _ 

With ruin’d oaks ayd pines about him fpread. 

The poplar, too, whofé bough he wont to wear 

On his victorious head, lay proftrate there. 

Thofe his laft fury from the neountain rent ¢ 

Onr dying hero from the continent 

Ravifh’d whole towns, and forts from Spaniards 

reft, : 

As his laft legacy to Britain left. 

‘The ocean, which fo long our hopes confin’d, 

Could give no limits to his vafter mind ; 

Our bounds enlargement was his lateft toil, 

Nor bath he left us pris’nersto our ifle: 

Under the tropic is our language fpoke, 

And part of Flanders hath receiv’d our yoke. 

From civil broils he did us difengage, 

Found nobler objets for our martial rape; 

And, with wife condua, to his country fhew'd 

‘The ancient way of conquering abroad. 
Ungrateful then! if we no tears allow 

To him that gave us peace and empire too. 

Princes that fear’d him grieve, concern’d to fee 

No pitch of glory from the grave is free. 

Nature herleif took notice of his death, 

And, fighing, fwell’d the fea with fuch a breath, 

‘That to remoteft fhores her billows roll’d, 

‘Th’ approaching face of their great ruler toldy. 


5 EL 
ON ST. JAMES’S PARK, 
AS LATELY IMPROVED BY HIS MAJESTY. 


‘Or the firft Paradife there’s nothing found ; 
Plants fet by Heav’n are vanith’d, and the ground; 
‘Yet the defcription lafis; who knows the fate 
Of lines that fhall this Paradife relate ? 
Inftead of rivers rolling by the fide 
‘Of Eden’s garden, here flows in the tide: 
‘The fea, which always ferv’d bis empire, now 
Pays tribute to our Prince's pleafure too. 
OF famous cities, we the founders know ; 
But sivers, old as feas, to which they go, 
Are Nature’s bounty: 'tis of more renown 
‘To make a river than to build a town. 
For future fhade, young trees upon the banks 
Of the new ftream appear in even ranks :. 
"The voice of Orpheus, or Amphion’s hand, 
In better order could not make them ftand : 
May they increafe as fat, and {pread their boughs, 
As the high fame of their great owner grows! 
‘May he live long enough to fee them all 
Dark thadows caft, and as his palace tall ! 
Methinks { fee the love that fhall be made, 
‘The lovers walking in that am’rous fhade, 
‘The gallants dancing by the river fide ; 
‘They bathe in fummer, and in winter flide; 
Methinks 1 hear the mufic in the boats, 
And che loud echo which returns the notes, 
. While over head a flock of new fprung fowl 
langs in the air, and does the fun control, 
Dark’ning the Sky ; they hover u’er, and throwd 
‘The wanton failors with a feather’d cloud. 
Beneath, a shoal of filver fithes glides, 
And plays about the gilded barges’ fides : 
‘The ladies angling in the cryftal lake, 
Feaft on the waters with the prey they take =. 
At once victorious with their lines and eycs, 
‘They make the fifhes and the men their prize, 
Athoufsnd Cupids en the billows ride, 
And fea-nymphs enter with the {welling tide; 
From Thetis fent as {pics, to make report, 
And tell the wonders of her fov’reign’s court. 
4 ll that can, living, feed the greedy eye, 
Or dead, the palate, here you may defcry : 
‘The choiceft things that furnith’d Noah's ark, 
Or Peter's fheet, inhabiting this Parks 
All with a border of rich {ruit-trees crown’d, 
‘Whofe loaded branches hide the lofty mound. 
Such various ways the fpacious alleys lead, 
My doubtful Mafe knows not what path to tread. 
Yonder, the hatveft of cold months laid up, 
Gives a freth coglnefs to the royal cup: 
‘There ice, like cryfial firm, and never lof, 
‘Tempers hot July with December's frott ; 
‘Winter’s dark prifon, whence he cannot fly, 
"Though the warm fpring, hisenemy, draws nigh. 
Strange that extremes fhould thus preferve the 
High on the Alps, or in deep caves below. [{now, 
Here a well-polith’d Mall gives us the joy 
‘To fee our Prince his matchlefs force employ; 
His manly pofture, and his graceful mien, 
Nigour and youth, in all his motions {cen; 


MISCELLANIES. 


His thape fo lovely, and his limbs fo ftrong, 
Confirm our hopes we fhall obey him lotig. 
No fooner has lie touch’'d the flying ball; 
But ’tis already more than half the Mall; 
And fuch a fury from his arm has got, 
As from a fmoking culv’rin it were fhot. 

Near this my Mufe, what moft delights her, fecs, 
A living gallery of aged trees ; 
Bold fons of Earth, that thru their arms fo High, 
Asif once more they would invade the fky. 
In fuch green palaces the firft kings reign’d, 
Stept in their thades, and angel’s entertain’d; 
With fuch old counfellors they did advife, 
And by frequenting facred groves grew wile. 
Free from th’ impediments of light and noife, 
Man, thusretir’d, his nebler thoughts employs. 
Here Charles contrives th’ ordering of his flates, 
Here he refolves his ncighb’ring princes’ fates; 
What nation fhall have peace, where war be made; 
Determin’d is in this orac’lous fhade ; 
The world, from India to the frozen North, 
Concern’d in what this folitude brings forth. 
His fancy objedts from his view recvives ; 
‘The profpect thought and contemplation gives. 
That feat of empire here falutes his eye, 
To which three kingdoms do themfelves apply 
The ftrudture by a prelate (t) rais’d, Whitehall, 
Built with the fortune of Rome’s Capitol : 
Both, difprcportion’d to the prefent fate 
Of their proud founders, were approv’d by Fate, 
From hence he does that antique pile (2) behold, 
Where royal heads receive the facred gold : 
It gives them crowns, and does their afhes keep; 
There made like gods, like mortals therg heyfleeps < 
Making the circle of theit reign apatite, 
‘Thofe funs of Empire! whereffey rife, they fet. 
When others fell, this ftanding did srefage 
The erown should triumph over pop'lar rage : 
Hard bythat Houfe(3) where all ourillswere thap’d 
Th’ aufpicious temple food, and yet efcap’d. 
So fnow en ZEtna does unmelted lie, 
Whence rolling flames and featter’d cinders fly; ~ 
‘The diftant country in the ruin fhares; 
What falls from heav'n the burning mountain fparess 
Next that capacions Hall (4) he fees, the room 
Where the whole nation does for juftice cotne 5 
Under whofe large roof flourifhes the gown, 
And judges grave on high tribunals frown, 
Here, like the people's paftor, he dogs go, 
His Rock fubjeéted to his view belew ; 
On which refiectingein his mighty mind, 
No private paftion does indulgence find : 
‘The plcafures of his youth fufpended are, 
And made a facrifice to public care 
Here, free from court compliances, he walks, 
And with himfclf, his beft advifer, talks. 
How peaceful olives may his temples fhade, 
For mending iaws, and for reftoring trade : 
Or how his brows may be with laurel charg'd, 
For nations conquer’d and our bounds enlarg’d, 
Of ancient prudence here he ruminates, 
Of rifing kingdoms and of falling flates : 
What ruljng arts gave great Auguftus fame, 
And how Alcides purchas’d fuch a name. 


(2) Wehtminitenaddey, 
fy) Wotteniager Hak, 
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~ MISCELLANIES. 


His eyes, upon his mative palace | bent, 

Clofe by, fuggeft a greater argument. 

His thoughts rife higher, when he does refle& 
On what the world may from that ftar expe 
Which at his birth appear’d, to let us fee 

Day, for his fake, could with the hight agree: 
A ptince on whom fuch diff 'rent lights did fmile, 
Born the divided world to reconcile ! 
‘Whatever Heav’n, or high extracted blood 
Could promife, or foretel, he will make good; 
Reform thefe aatinns, and improve them nrore 
‘Than this fair Park, from what it was before. 


Li 


Of the inoafion and defeat 
OF THE TURKS, 
IN THE YEAR £683. 


‘Tae modern Nimrod, with a fafe delight 

Purfuing beafts, that fave themlelves by flight, 

Grown proud, and weary of his wonted game, 

‘Would Chriftians chafe, and facrifice to fame. 
A prince with cunuchs and the fofter fex 

Shut up fo long, would warlike nations ver, 

Provoke the German, and, negleéting heav'n, 

Forget the trace for which his oath was giv’n, 
His Grand Vifier, prefuming to invett 

‘The chief Imperial city of the Weft , 

‘With the firlt charge compell’d in hafte to rife, 

His treafure, tents, and cannon, left a prize : 

‘The Randa loft, and Janizaries dain, 

Render the hopt.he gave his thafter vain. 

‘The flying Turks, that bring the tidings home, 

Renew the meim’ry of his father’s doom ; 

And his guard murmurs, that fo often brings 

Down from the throne their unfuccefeful kings, 
The trembling Sultan’s fore’d te expiate 

~ Eis own ill conduct by anothes's faite + 

‘Yhe Grand Vifier, a tyrant, though a flave, 

A fair example to his mafter gave ; 

He Buffs’ heads, té fave his own, made fly, 

And now, the Sultan, to preferve, mutt die. 
The fatal bowftring was not in his thought, 

When, breaking truce, he fo unjuftly fought ; 

‘Madc the world tremble with a num’rous hoft, 

And of undoubted vidory did boatt. 

Strangled he lies ! yet feems to cry aloud, 

‘To warn the mighty, and inftru@ the proud, 

That of the great, negleing to be juit, 

Heav'n in a moment makes an heap of duft. 
‘She Turks fo low, why fhould the Chriftians 

lofe 

Such an advantage of their harh'rous foes? 

Neglect their prefent ruin to complete, 

Before another Solyman they get ? 

Too late they would with thame, repenting, dread 

‘That num'rous herd, by fuch a lion Ied : 

He Rhodes and Buda from the Chriftians tore, 

Which tintcly union might again reftore. 
But, Sparing Turks, as if with rage poffett, 

The Chriftians perith, by themfelves oppreft: + 
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Cities and provinces fo dearly won, 
That the victorious people are undone ! 
What angel fhall defcend to reconcile 
The Chriftian ftates, and end their guilty toil ? 
A prince more fit from Heav’n we cannot afk 
Than Britain’s king, for fuch a glorious tafk 5 
His dreadful navy, and his lovely mind, 
Gives him the fear and favour of mankind : 
His warrant does the Chriftian faith defends 
On that relying, all their quarrels end. 
The peace is fign’d, and Britain does obtain 
What Rome had fought from her fierce fons ia 
vain. 
In battles wan Fortune a part doth claim, 
And foldiers have their portion in the fame; 
Jn this fuccefsful union we find 
Only the triumph of a worthy mind. 
"Tis all accomplith’d by his royal word, 
Without unfheathing che deftructive word; 
Without a tax upon his fubjedts laid, 
Their peace difturb’d, their plenty, or their trade z 
And what can they to fuch a Prince deny, 
With whofe defires the greateft kings comply ? 
The arts of peace are not to him unknowa $ 
This happy way he march’d into the throne ; 
And we owe more to Heav'n than to the {word, . 
The wifk’d return of fo benign a lord. 4 
Charles! by old Greece with a new freedom 
grac'd, 
Above her antique heroes fhall be plac’d. 
What Thefeus did, or Theban Hercules, 
Holds no compare with this vidorious peace; 
Which on the Turks thall greater honour gain, 
Than all their giants and their monfters ‘fain 5 
Thofe are bold tales, in fabulous ages told, 
This glorious aét the living do behold. 


Li. 
OF HER MA;ESTY, 
ON NEW YEAR’S DAY, 1683. 


Wuar revolutions in the world have been ! 
How are we chang’d fince we firft faw the Queeny 
She, like the fun, doe: ftill the fame appear, 
Bright as fhe was at her arrival here ! 
‘Time has commiffion mortals to impair, 
But chings celeftial is oblig’d to fpare. 

May ev'ry new year find her ftill the fame 
In health and beauty as fhe hither came! 
When Lords and Commons with united voice, 
Th’ Infanta nam'd, approv’d the goyal choice = 
Firft of our queens, whom not the King alone, 
But the whole nation, liftedto the throne. 

With like confent, and like defert, was crown'd 
The glorious Prince § that does the Turk con- 
found. i 

Vidtorious both ! his condué wins the day, 
And her example chafes vice away: 
‘Though louder fame attend the martial rage 5 
"Lis greater glory to reform the age. 


‘ Jobn Sqbieti, King of Poland; 
Ge 


Ws 





Liv. 
OF TEA. 
COMMENDED BY HER MAJFSTY. 


Venus her myrtle, Phecbus has his bays; 
"Tea both excels, which fhe vouchfafes to praife. 
The beft of queens, and beft of herbs, we owe 
To that bold mation which the way did thew 

+ “To the fair region where the fun does rife, 
Whofe rich produgtions we fo juftly prize. 
‘The Mufes’ friend, tea does our fancy aid, 
Reprelfs thofe vapiirs which the head invade, 
And’ keeps that palace of the foul {erene, 
Fit on her birth-day to falute the Queen, 


LY. 


OF HER ROYAL HIGHNESS, 


Mother ta the Prince of Orange: and of ber portrait 
written by the late Duchefs of York while foe lived 
with ber, 


Henore Nymph! in tempetts the fupport, 

In peace the glory of the Britith court ! 

Into whofe arms the church, the ftate, and all 

"That precious is, or facred here, did fall. 

Ages to come, that hall your bounty hear, 

‘Will think you miftrefs of the Indies were 
hough ftraiter bounds your fortune did confine, 

In your large heart was found a wealthy mine : 

Like the bleft oil, the widow’s lafting feaft, 

Your treafare, as you pour’d it out, increas’d. 

While fome' your beanty, fome your bounty fing, 

Your native ifle does with your praifes ring : 

But above all, anymph(r} of your own train 

Give us your character in fach a ftrain, 

As none but the, who in-that court did dwell, 

Could know fuch wofth, or worth defcribe fo well. 

So while we mortals here at heav’n do guefs, 

And more our weaknefs than the place exprefs, 

Some angel, a domeftic there, comes down, 

And tells the wonders he hath feen and known. 


LVL 
UPON HER MAJESTY’S [2] 
NEW BUILDING AT SOMERSET-HOUSE, 


Great Queen! that does our ifland blefs 

With princes and with palaces ; 

‘Treated fo ill, chas’d from you? throne, 

+ Returning, you adorn the ‘fown; 

And with a brave revenge do thew 

‘Their glory went and came with you. 3 
While Pasce from hence and you were gone, 

‘Your houfesin that form o’erthrown, 

‘Thofe wounds which civil rage did give, 

At once you pardon and relieve, 





MISCELLANIES. 


Conftant to England in your fove, 
As birds are to their wonted grove, 
‘Though by rude hands their nefts are fpeil’d, 
There the next fpring again they build. 

Accufing fome malignant flar, 

Not Britain, for that fatal war, 
Your kindnefs banifhes your fear, 
Refolv’d to fix for ever here. 

But what new mine this work fupplies? 
Can fuch a pile from ruin rife? 

This, like the firft creation, thews, 
Asif at your command it rofe. 

Frugality and bounty too 
(Thofe diff ring virtues) meet in you > 
From a confin’d, well-mamag’d ftore, 
You both employ and feed the poor. 

Let foreign princes vainly boaft 
The rude cffcéts of pride and coft; 

Of vaiter fabrics, to which they 
Contribute nothing but the pay : 

This, by the Queen herfelf defign’d, 
Gives us a pattern of her mind : 

The ftate and order does proclaim 
The genius of that Royal Dame, 
Each part with juit proportion grac’d, 
And all to fuch advantage plac’d, 
‘That the fair view her window yields, 
The town, the river, and the fields, 
Ent’ring, beneath us we defery, 

And wonder how we came fo high. 

She needs no weary fteps afcend 
All feems before her fect to bend; 

And here, as fhe was born, the lies, 
High, without taking pains to rife 
cy 


LVI. 
OF A TREE CUT IN PAPER. 


Farr hand! that can on virgin-paper write, 
Yet from the ftain of ink preferve it white; 
Whofe travel o'er that filver field does thew 
Like track of leverets in mornfng fnow. 

Love’s image thus in pureft minds is wrought, 
Without a {pot or blemifh to the thought. 
Strange, that your fingers fhould the pencil foil, 
Without the help of colours or of oil! 

For though a painter boughs and leaves can make, - 
*Tis you alone can make them bend and fhake ; 
Whofe breath falutes your new-created grove, 
Like fouthern winds, and makes it gently move. 
Orpheus could make the foreft dance, but you 
Can make the motion and the foreft too, 


LVIIi. 
OF THE LADY MARY, 
PRINCESS OF ORANGE. 


As once the lion honey gave, f 
Out of the freng fuch fweetnefs cate; 


MISCEL 


‘To her the pritice, that did oppofe 
Such mighty armies in the field, © 
And Holland from prevailing foes 
Could fo well free, himself does yield. 


Not Belgia’s flect (his high command) 
Which triumphs where the fan does rife, 
Nor all the force he leads by land, 

Could guard him from her conqu’ring eyes. 


Orange with youth experience has; 
In adtion young, in counfel old : 
Orange is what Auguitus was, 
Brave, wary, provident, and bold. 


On that fair tree which beats his name, 
Bloffoms and fruit at once are found : 

In him we all admire the fame, 

His flow’ry youth with wifdom crown’d! 


Empire and freedom reconcil’d 

In Holland are by great Naffau + 

Like thofe he fprung from juft and mild, 
To willing people he gives law. 


‘Thrice-happy Pair! fo near ally’d 
In royal blood, and vircue too ! 
Now Love has you together ty’d, 
May none this triple knot undo! 


The church fhall be the happy place 

Where ftreams which from the fame foutce ran, 
"Though divers lands awhile they grace, 

Unite again, «:4 are made one. 


A thoufand thanks the nation owes 
‘To him that does protect us all, 
For while he thus his niece beftows, 
About our ifle he builds a wail; 


A wall! like that which Athens had, 

By th’ oracle’s advice, of wood 

Had theirs been fuch as Charles has made; 
‘That mighty ftate till now had ftood. 


Lx. 


OF ENGLISH VERSE. 


Porrs may boalt, as fafely vain, 

‘Their works fhall with the world remain + 
Both bound together live or dic, 

‘The verfes and the prophecy. 


But who can hop¢ his line fhould long 
Lait in a daily changing tongue ? 
While they are new, envy prevails, 
And as that dies our language fails. 


When architeéts have done their part, 
‘The matter may betray their art + 
‘Time, if we ufe ill-chofen ftone, 
Suon brings a well-built palace down. 


LANIES. 407 
Poets that lafting marble feel, 

Mutt carve in Latin or in Greek : 

We write in fand, our language grows, 

And, like the tide, our work o’erflows. 


Chaucer his fenfe can only boat, - 
The glory of his numbers loft ! 

Years have defac’d his matchlefs ftrain, 
And yet he did not fing in vain. 


The beauties which adorn’d that age, 
The thining fubjeéts of his rage, 
Hoping they fbould immortal ares 
Rewarded with fuccefs his low 


This was the gen’rous poet’s feopey 
And all an Englith pen can hope, 
To make the fair approve his flames 
That can fo far extend their fame. 


Vere, thus defign’d, has no ill fate, 
If it arrive but at the date 

Of fading beauty, if it prove 

But as long-liv'd as prefent love. 


LX. : 
UPON THE EARL 02 ROSCOMMON'S 


Tranflation of Horace, De Arte Poetitd : and of thy 
ufe of Portry: 


Rome was not better by her Horace taught, 

Than we are here to comprelicnd his thought ¢ 

‘The poet writ to noble Pifo there; 

A noble Pifo does inftruct us here ; 

Give us a pattern in his flowing ftyle, 

And with rick precepts does oblige our iff 

Britain ! whofe genius is in verfe exprefs'd, 

Bold and fublime, but negligently drefs'd. 
Horace will our fuperfluous branches prune, 

Give us new rules, and fet our harp in tune ; 

Diredt us how to back the winged horfe, 

Favour his flight, and moderate his force. 
Though poets may of infpiration baat, 

Their rage, ill govern’d, in the clouds is loft. 

He that proportion’d wonders cau difclofe, 

At once his fancy and his judgment thews, 

Chafte moral writing we may learn from hence, 

Negic& of which no wit can recompence; 

The fountain which from Helicon proceeds, 

"That facred ftrcam! ftould never water weeds, 

Nor make the crop of -horns and thifiles grow, 

Which envy or perverted nature fow. 
Well-founding verfes are the charm we ule, 

Heroic thoughts and virtue to infufe : 

Things of deep fenfe we may in profe unfold, 

But they move more in lofty numbers told. 

By the loud trumpet, which our courage aids, 

We learn that found, as well as fenfe, perfuadety 
The Mules’ friend, unto himfelf fevere, 

With filent pity looks on alt that err; 

Ent where a brave, a public action fhines, 

That he rewards with his immortal lines, 
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ACh 
Whether it be in council orin fight, 
His country's honour is his chief delight; 
Praife of great acts he fcatters as a feed 
‘Which may the like in coming ages breed. 
Here taught the fate of verfes, (always priz’d 
‘With admiration, or as much defpis'd) 
Men will be lefs indalgent to their faults, 
And patience have to cultivate their thoughts. 

y Poets lofe half the praife they should have gor, 
Could it be known what they difcrectly blot, 
Finding new words, that to the ravifh’d ear 
May like the language of the gods appear, 

Such as of old wyfe bards employ’g, to make 
Unpolith’d men Mitir wild retreats forfake : 
Lawegiving herots, fam’d for taming brutes, 
And raifing cities with their charming lutes: 
For rudeft minds with harmony were caught, 
And civil life was by the Mufes taught. 

So wand’ring bees would perish in the air, 

Did not a found, preportion’d to their car, 
Appeafe their rage, invite them to the hive, 
‘Unite their force, and teach them how to thrive = 
‘To rob the flow'rs, and to forbear the {poil, 
Preferv’d in winter by their fummer’s toil; 
They give us food which may with neetar vic, 
And wax that docs the abfent fun fupply, 


EX. 
AD COMITEM MONUMETENSEM 


DE BENTIVOGLIO suo, 


Frorisus Angligenis non hanc tibi neo corollam, 

Clim fatis indigenis te probet ipfe Liber : 

be me Roma [ciet tibi fe debere, quod Anglo 
omanus didicit cultids ore loqui. 

Ultiina qua tellus Aquilas duce Coefare vidit, 

Candida Romulidugs te duce feripta vider. 

Confilio ut quondam Patriam nil juveris, efto! 

‘Bed ftudio cives imgeniogue juvas. 

Namque dolis liber hic inftrudtus, et arte Batava, 

A. Belga nobis ut caveamus, ait. 

Horremus per te civilis dira furoris 

Vulnera; difcordes Flandria quafla monet. 

Vic difcat miles pugnare, orare fenator ; 

Qui regnant, leni {ceptra tenere manu. 

Ma@e, Comes! virtute nova ; vettri ordinis ingens 

Ornamentum, xvi deliciaque tui! 

Dum ftertunt alii fomno vinoque fepulti, 

Nobilis antiquo ftemmate digna facis. 


LX. 


ON THE DUKE OF MONMOUTH'S 
” Expedition into Scotland in the fummer folftice. 
Swirt as Jove’s meffenger, (the winged god |) 

Wh fword as potent as his charming rod, 


He flew to execute the King’s command, 
And in a moment reach’d that northern land, 


ql Mercury 
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Where day contending with approaching night, 
Affifts the hero with continu’d light. 
Qn foes furpris’d, and by no might conceal’d, 
He might have rafh’d; but noble pity held 
His hand awhile, and to their choice gave {pace 
Which they would prove, his valour er his grace. 
‘Fhis not we!l heard, his cannon louder {poke, 
And then, like lightning, through that cloud he 
broke. s: 
His fame, his condvét, and that martial lack, 
The guilty €cots with fuch a terror ftrook, 
That to his courage they refign the field, 
Who to his bounty had refus’d to yield. 
Glad that fo little loyal blood it cof, 
He grieves fo many Britons fhould be loft ; 
"faking more pains, when he beheld them yield, 
To fave the flyers than to win the ficld; 
And at the Court his intereft does employ, 
That none, who "{cap’d his fatal fword, fhould die. 
And now thefe rath bold men their error find, 
Not trufting one beyond his promife kind ; 
One! whofe great mind, fo bountiful and brave, 
Had kearn’d the art to conquer and to fave. 
In vulgar breafts no royal virtues dwell’; 
Such deeds as thefe his high extra@tion tell, 
And give a fecret joy to him that reigns *, 
‘To iee his blood triumph in Monmouth’s veings 
To fee a leader whom he got and chofe, 
Firm to his friends, and fatal to his foes. 
But feeing envy, like the fun, does beat, 
With fcorching rays, on all that’s high and great, 
‘This, ill-requited Monmouth ! is the bough 
The Mules fend to fhade thy conqu’ring brow. 
Lampoons, like {quibs, may make>-hrefent blaze, 
But time and thonder pay refpect co bays. 
Achilles’ arms dazzle our prefent view, 
Kept by the Mute as radiant and as new 
As from the forge of Vulcan firft they came ; 
‘Vhoufands of years are paft, and they the fame 
Such care the takes to pay defert with fame! 
‘Than which no monarch, for his crown’s defence, - 
Knows how to give a nobler recompence, 


_ LXuL 
THE TRIPLE COMBAT. 


Wuen through the world fair Mazarine had run, 
Bright as her fellow-traveller the fun, 

Hither at length the Roman Eagle fies, 

As the laft triumph of her conqu’ring eyes. 

As heir to Julius, fhe may pretend 

A fecond time to make this iftand bend ; 

But Portfmouth, fpringing from the ancient racs 
Of Britons, which the Saxon here did chafe, 

As they great Ccefar did oppofe, makes head, 
And does againft this new invader lead. 

That goodly nymph, the taller of the two, 
Ca-eiefs and fearlefs to the field does go. 
Becoming blafhes on the other wait, 

And her young Icok excufes want of height. 
Beauty gives courage ; for fhe knows the dag 
Muit not be won the Amagqnian way. 


% King Coarigs 1 . ” 
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Legions of Cupids to the battle come, 

For Little Britain thefe, and thofe for Rome. 
Drefi’d to advantage, this illufriens pair 
arriv’d, for combat in the lift appear. 

‘What may the fates defign! for never yet 
From diftant regions two fuch beauties met. 
Venus had been an equal friend to beth, 

And vidt’ry to declare herfelf {eems loath ; 
Over the camp, with doubtful wings the flies, 
Till Chloris fhining in the field the fpics. 

‘The lovely Chloris well-2ttended came, 

A thoufand graces waited on the dame : 

Her matchlefs form made all the Englith glad, 
And foreign beauties lefs affurance had : 

Yet, like the Three on Ida‘s top, they all 
Pretend alike, contefting for the ball: 

Which to determine love hitnfelf declin’d, 
Left the negle&ed fhould become lefs kind, 
Such killing looks! fo thick the arrows fly! 
‘That 'tis unfafe to be a ftander-by. 

Pocts, approaching to defcribe the fight, 

Are by their wounds inftrudted how to write. 
‘They with lefs hazard might look oa, and draw 
‘The ruder combats in Alfatia ; 

And with that foil of violence and rage, 

Set off the fplendour of our Golden age : 
Where Love gives law, beauty the {ceptre fways, 
And, uncompell’d, the happy world obeys, 


LXIv. 
OF AN 
ELEGY MADE BY MRS, WHARTON 
. 
ON GHZ EARL @F ROCHESTER, 


Tuus mourn the mufes, on the hearfe 
Not itrowing tears, but lafting verfe, 
Which fo preferve the hero’s name, 
Zhey make him live again in fame, 

Chloris, in lines fo like bis own, 
Gives him fo juit and high renown, 
“That fhe th’ affliéted world relieves, 
And fhews that ftill in her he lives; 
Her wit as graceful, great, and good ; 
aya in genius as in blood. 

is lofs fupply’d, now all our fears 

Are, that the nymph fhould melt in tears, 
‘Then, faireft Chloris! comfort take, 
For his, your own, and for our fake, 
Left his fair foul, that lives in you, 
Should from the world for ever go. 


LXV. 
UPON OUR LATE L086 
OF THE DUKE OF CAMBRIDGE. 
"Tur foiling bloffoms which 2 young plant bears, 
Engage our hope for the fucceeding years ; 


And hope isall which Art or Nature brings, 
As the Srft trial, to accomplith things. 





hy 
‘Mankind was firft created an effays 

That ruder draught the deluge wafh’d away. 

How many ages pafs'd, what blood and toil, 
Before we made one kingdom of this ifleT 

How long in vain had Nature ftriv’d to frame 

A perfed princefs e’er her Highnels came? 

For joys fo great we muft with patience wait ; 
’Tis the fet price of -happinefs complete. 

Asa firft fruit Heav'n claim’d that lovely boy 5 


_| The next fhall live, and be the nation’s joy. 


LXVL 
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INSTRUCTIONS TO A PAINTER, 


For the drawing of the poflure and progrofi of bis Max 
jehy’s forces at fea, under the command of bis Highs 
nefi-Royal ; together with the battle and vidtory ob~ 
tained over the Dutch, Fuae 3. 1665. 


First draw the fea; that portion which between . 

The greater world and this of ours is feen : 

Here place the Britith, there the Holland Meet, 

Vait floating armies! both prepar’d to meet. 

Draw the whole world, expecting who fhould 
reign, 

After this combat, o’er the conquer’d main, 

Make Heav'n concern’d, and an unufual ftar 

Declare th’ importance of th’ approaching war, 

Make the fea thine with gallantry, and all 

‘The Englith youth flock to the Admiral, 

‘Phe valiant Duke! whofe carly deeds abroad 

Such rage in fight, and art in conduS fhew’ds 

His bright fword now a dearer int’reft draws, 

His brother’s glory, and his country’s caufe. 

Let thy bold pencil hope and, courage {pread 
Through the whole navy, by that hero led: 
Make all appear where fuch a Prince is by, 
R«folv’d to conquer, or refolved to die. 

With his extraction and his glorious mind, 

Make the proud fails fwell more than with the 
wind : 

Preventing cannon, make his louder fame 

Check the Batavians, and their fury tame. 

So hungry wolves, though greedy of their prey, 

Stop when they find a lion in their way. 

Make him beftride the ocean, and mankind 

Afk his confent to ufe the fea and wind, 

While his tall fhips in the barr’d Channel ftand, 

He grafps the Indies in his armed hand. . 

Paint an eaft-wind, and make it blow away 
Th’ excufe of Holland for their navy’s ftay : 
Make them lJook pale, and, the bold Prince t& 


fhun, 

Through the cold orth and rocky regions run, 
To find the coaft where morning firt appears, , 
By the dark pole the wary Belgian fteers ; 
Confefling now, he dreads tle Englifh more 
"Than ali the dangers pf a frozen fhore ; 
While from our arms, fecurity to find, 
They fly fo far, they leave the day behind. 
Defcribe their fleet abandoning the fea, 

} And all their merchants left a wealthy prey § 
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vOur firft fuccefs in war make Bacchus crown, 
And half the vintage of the year our own. 
‘The Dutch their wine, and all their brandy lofe, 
Difarm’fof that from which their coprage grows}; 
While the glad Englith, to relieve their toil, 
In healths ta their great leader drink the {poil. 
His high command to Afric’s coaft extend, 
And make the Moors before the Englith bend ¢ 
Thafe barb'rous pirates willingly receive 
Conditions fuch as we arc pleas’d to give.. 
Deferted by the Dutch, let nations know 
‘We can our own and their great bus'nefs do; 
Falfe friends chaftife, and common foes reftrain, 
Which worfe than tempetts did infeft the main. 
‘Within thofe Straits make Hollands Smyrna fleet 
‘With a fmall fqnedron of the Englifh meets 
Like Falcons thefe, thofe tike a num’rous flock 
OF fowl, which featter tg avoid the fhock. 
‘There paigt confufion in a various fhape; 
Some fink, fome yield ; and, flying, fome efcape. 
Europe and Africa, from either fhore, 
Spedtators are, and hear our cannon roar 5 
‘While the divided world in this agrec, 
‘Men that fight { deferve to rule the fea. 
But, nearer home, thy pencil ufe once more, 
“And place our navy by the Holland fhore ; 
‘The world they compafs'd while they fought 
with Spainy ©" 
Rut here already they refign the main; 
‘Thofe grecdy mariners, out of whofe way 
Diffufive Nature could uo region lay, 
At home, prefery'd from rocks and tempefts, lic, 
Compell’d, like others, in their beds to dic. 
‘Their. fingle towns th’ Iberian armics preft ; 
‘We all their provinces at once inveft ; 
And jn a month rujn their traffic more 
‘Than that long war could in an age before. 
But who cap always on the billows lie? 
"The wat'ry wilderncfe yields no fupply. 
Spreading our fails, to Harwich we refort, 
And meet the beauties of the Britith court. 
‘Th’ ilu@rious Duchefs, and her glorious train, 
(Like Thetis with her rymphe) adorn’ the main. 
The gazing fea-gods, fince the Paphian Queen | 
Sprang from among them, no fuch fight had feen. 
Charm'd with the graces of a troop fo fair, 
‘Thofe deathfefa pew’rs for us themfelves declare, 
Refolv'd the ald of Neptune's court to bring, 
‘And help the ation where fach beauties {pring ; 
‘The foldier here his wafted fore {upplies, 
And takes new valonr from the ladies’ eyes. (gone, 
Meanwhile, like bees, when ftormy winter's 
‘The Dutch (as if the fea were all their own) 
Defert their ports, and, falling in their way, 
bad Hamburg merchants are become their prey. 
‘Thus tlourith they, before th’ approaching fight, 
As dying tapers give a blazing light. 
“ To check their pride, our fleet half-vi@uall'd 
Enough to Serve us till we reach our foes;’ [goes, 
‘Who now appear fo numerous and bold, * 
‘The a&ion worthy of our arms we hold, 
A greater force than thet which here we find 
Qe’er prefe'd the ocean, nor employ’d the wind. 


4 Venus, 
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Reftrain’d awhile by the unwelcome night, * 
Th’ impatient Englifh fearce attend the light. 
But now the morning (heav'n feverely clear ‘) 
To the fierce work indulgent does appear ; 
And Phoebus lifts above the waves his light, 
That he-might fee, and thus record the fight. 

As when loud winds from diffrent quarters 
Vat clouds encount'ring one another crufh ; (ruth, 
With fwelling fails fo, from their {ev'ral coafts, 
join the Batavian and the British hofts, 

For a lef prize, with lefs concern and rage, 

The Roman fleets at Actium did engage; ~ 

They for the empire of the world they knew, 
Thefe for the Old contend, and for the New. 

At the firft fhock, with blood and powder ftain’d, 
Nor heav’n nor fea their former face retain’d ; 
Fury and art produee effects fo ftrange, 

They trouble Nature, and her vifage change. 
Where burning fhips the banith’d fun fupply, 
And no light fhines but that by which men die, 
There York appears! fo prodigal is he 

Of royal blood as ancient as the fea! 

Which down to him fo many ages told, 

Has through the veins of mighty monarchs roll’d! 
The great Achillis march'd not to the field 

‘Till Vulcan that impenetrable thield 

And arms had wrought; yet there no bullets flew, 
But thafts and darts which the weak Phrygi 
Our bolder hera on the deck docs ftand  {threw. 
Expos’d, the bulwark of his native land ; 
Detenfive arms laid by-as ufelefs here, 

Where maffy balls the neighb’ring rocks do tear. 
Some pow’s unfeen thofe princes does protect, 
Who for their country thus themfelves neglect. 

Againft him firft Opdam his fquadron leads, 
Proud of his late fuccefs againft the Swedes, 
Made by that action, and his"high command, 
Worthy to perifh by a prince's hand, 

‘The tall Batavian in 4 vaft hip rides, 

Bearing an army in her hollow fides ; 

Yet not inclin’d the Englif& fhip to board, 

More on his guns relies than on his {word ; 

From whence a fatal volley we receiv’d ; 

It mife'd the Duke, but his great heart it griew’d; 

‘Three worthy perfons (a) from his fide it tore, 

And dy’d his garment with their fcatter’d gore. 

Happy! to whom this glorious death arrives, 

More to be valu'd than a thoufand lives! 

On fuch a theatre as this to die, oe 

For fuch a caufe, and fuch a_witnefs by! 

Who would not thus a facrifice be made, 

‘To have his blood on fuch an altar laid ? 

The reft about him ftrook with horror ftood, 

To fee their leader cover'd o’er with blood. 

So trembled Jacob, when he thought the ftains 

OF his fon's coat had iffued from his veins. 

He feels no wound but in his troubled thought ; 

Before for honour, now revenge he fought : 

His friends in pieces torn, (the bitter news 

Not brought by fame) with his own eyes he views, 

His mind at cnce refteing on their youth, 

‘Their worth, their love, their valour, and their 
truth, 


(2) Earl of Falmouth, Lora Matkerry, and Mr, Boyle, 
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The joys of court, their mothers, and their wives, 
"To follow him abandon'd,—-and their lives! 

He ftorms and fhoots ; but flying bullets now, 
‘To execute his rage, appear too flow : 

They mifs, or fweep but common fouls away; 
For fuch a lofs Opdam his life maft pay. 
Encouraging his men, he gives the word, 

‘With fierce intent that hated ship to board, 

And make the guilty Dutch, with his own arm, 
‘Waicon his friends,while yet their blood.is warm. 
His winged veffel like an eagle fhews, 

‘When through the clouds to trufs afwan the goes : 
‘The Belgian ship unmov'd, like fome huge rock 
Inhabiting the fea, expects the fhock : 

From both the fleets men’s eyes are bent this way, 
Neglecting afl the bus’nefs of the day : 

Bullets their flight, and guns their noife fufpend; 
‘The filent ocean does th’ event attend, 

Which leader thall the doubtful vict’ry blefe, 
And give an earneft of the war’s fuccefs, 

When Heav'n itfelf, for England to declare, 
‘Turns thip, and men, and tackle, into air. 

‘Their new commander from his charge is toft, 
Which that young prince ¢ had fo unjuitly loft, 
‘Whofe great progenitors, with better fate, 

And better condudt, fway'd their infant ftate. 

His flight tow'rds heav’n th’ afpiring Belgian 
took, 

But fell, like Phaeton, with thunder ftrook, 

From vatter hopes than his he feem’d to fall, 

‘That durft attempt the Britith Admiral ; 

From her broad fides a ruder flame is thrown 

‘Than from the fiery chariot of the fan ; 

‘That bears the radiant enfign of the day, 

And fhe the flag that governs in the fea, {vent 

‘The Duke, (ill-pleas'd that fire fhould thus pre- 
The work which for his brighter fword he meant, 
Anger ftill burning in his valiant breaft, 

Goes to complete revenge upon the reft. 
So on the guardlefs herd, their keeper fain, 
Rubhes a tyger in the Lybian plain. 
. The Dutch accuftom’d to the raging fea, 
And in black ftorms the frowns of Heav’n to fee, 
Never met tempeft which more urg’d their fears, 
‘Than that which in the Prince’s look appears, 
Fierce, goodly, young! Mars he refembles, when 
Jove fends him down to fcourge perfidious men ; 
Suchas with foul ingratitude have paid 
Both thofe that led, and thofe that gave them aid, 
Where he giveson difpofing of their fates, 
‘Terror and death on his loud cannon waits, 
With which he pleads his brother’s caufe fo well, 
He thakes the throne to which he does appeal : 
‘The fea with {poils bis angry bullets trow, 
‘Widows and orphans making as they go : 
Before his thip fragments of veffels torn, 
Flags, arms, and Belgian carcaffes, are borne, 
And his defpairing foes, to flight inclin’d, 
Spread all their canvafs to invite the wind. 
Se the rude Boreas, where he lifts to blow, 
Makes clouds abuve, and billows fly below, 
Beating the thore, and with a boiit’rous rage 
Pocs heav'n ut once, and earth, and fea engage. 


4G Prince of Orange, 
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The Dutch, elfewhere, did through the wat'ry 


field, 
Perform enough to have made others yield. 
But Englith courage, growing as they fight, 
In danger, noife, and flaughter, takes delight = 
Their bloody taf, unweary'd ftill, they ply ; 
Only reftrain’d by death or victory. 
Tron and lead, from earth's dark entrails torn, 
Like fhow’rs of hail, from either fide are borne & 
So high the rage of wretched mortals goes, 
Hurling their mother’s bowels at their foes! 
Ingenious to their ruin, ev'ry age 
Improves the arts and inftruments of rage. 
Death-haft’ning ills Nature enough hath fent, 
And yet men Au] a thoufand mere invent ! 
But Bacchus now, which led the Belgians on, 
So fierce at firft, to favour us begun : 
Brandy and wine (their wonted friends) at length 
Render them ufelefs, and betray their @rength, 
So corn in fields, and in the garden flow'rs, 
Revive and raife themfelves withmod’rate fhow’rs; 
But ovércharg’d with never-ceafing rain, 
Become too moift, and bend their heads again, 
Their reeling thips on one another fall, é 
Without a foe, enough to ruin all. 
OF this diforder, and the fav’ring wind, 
The watchful Englith fuch advantage find, 
Ships fraught with fire among the heap they throw, 
And up the fo-entangled Belgians blow. 
‘The flame inyades the powder-rooms, amd then 
Their guns thoot bullets, and their veffels men, 
The fcorch’d Batavians on the billows float, 
Sent from their own, to pafs in Charon’s boat, 
And now our Royal Admiral fuccefa 
(With all the marks of victory) does blefs: 
The burning fhips, the taken, and the flain, 
Proclaim his triumph o'er the conquer’d main. 
Nearer to Holland as their hafty fight 
Carries the noife and tumult of the fight, 
His cannons rear, forerunnet of his fame, 
Makes their Hague tremble, and their Amfterdgm: 
The Britifh thunder does their hoafes rock, 
And the Duke feems at ev’ry door to knock. 
His dreadful ftreamer (like a comet’s hair, 
‘Threat’ning deftruction) haftens their defpair 5 
Makes them deplore their featter’d flect as loft, 
And fear our prefent landing on. their coaft, 
The trembling Dutch th’ approaching, Prince 
behold : 
As fheep a lien leaping tow’rds their fold 
Thofe piles which ferve them tp repel the maia, 
They, think too weak his fury to reftrain. § - 
“ What wonders may not Englifh valour wark, 
“ Led by th’ example of vidtorious York? —~ 
“ Or what defence againft him can they make, 
“ Who at fuch diftance does their country thake? 
* His fatal hand their bulwarks will o’erthrow, 
* And let in both the ocean and the foe.” 
Thus cry the people ;—and their land to keep, 
Allow our title to command the deep; 
Blaming their States’ ill condud&, to provoke 
Thofe arms which freed them from the Spanifh 
yoke. 
Painter! excufé me, if { have awhile 
Forgot thy art, and us’d another ftile ; 
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For though you draw arm'd heroes as they fit, 
‘The tafk in battle does the Mufes fit : 
‘They in the dark confufion of a fight 
Difcover all, inftru@ us how té write; 
And light and horiour to brave actions yield, 

id in the fmoke and tamult of the field. 
Ages to come fhall know that leader’s toil, 
And his great narne on whom the Mufes {mile : 
‘Their di@atcs here let thy fam’d pencil trace, 
And this relaticn with thy colours grace. - 
‘Then draw the Parliament, the nobles met, 
And our great Monarch (a) high above them fet : 
Like young Auguftus let his image be, 
‘Triumphing for that viftory at fea, 
‘Where Egypt's Queen (b),and thé Eaftern Kings 

o’erthrown, 

Made the poffeffion of the world his own. 
Laft draw the Commons at his royal feet, 
Pouring out treafure to fupply his fleet : 
‘They vow with lives and fortunes to maintain 
‘Their King’s cternal title to the main : 
And with a prefént to the Duke, approve 
Bis valour, conduct, and his country's love. 


LXV. 
A Prefage of the Ruin 
PF THE TURKISH EMPIRE, 
Prefented to 
WIS MAJESTY KING JAMES 11. 
On bis Hirth- Day. 


Srnce James the Second grac’d the Britifh throne, 
Truce, well obferv'd, has been infring’d by none : 
Chriftians to him their prefent union owe, 
And ate fuccefs againft the common foe ; 
‘While neighb’ring Princes, loth to urge their fate, 
Court his affiftance, ahd fufpend their hate, 
So angry bulls ‘the combat do forbear, 
When froni the wood a lion does appear. 
‘This happy day peace to ‘our ifland fent, 
As now he gives it to the Continent. 
A prince more fit for fuch a glotious tafk 
‘Than Englarid’s King from Heav’n we cannot afk: 
He (great and good !) proportion’d to the work, 
‘Their ill-drawn fwords fhall turn againft the Tork. 
Such kings, like ftars with influence unconfin'd, 
Shine with afpeét propitious to mankind; 
Favour the innoéent, reprefs the bold, 
And while they flonrifh, make an Age of Gold. 
"Bred ih the camp, fam’d for his valour, young ; 
At fea fuccefsful, vigorous, and frong ; 
His fleet, his army, and his mighty mind, 
Efteem and rev’rence through the world do find. 
A prince with fuch advantages as thefe, 
‘Where he’ perfuades not, may command a peace. 
Britain declaring for the jufter fide, 
‘The theft ambitious will forget their pride : 
‘They that complain will their endeavours ceafe, 
Advis'd by him, inclin’d-to prefent peace, 
fee fa) King C. arles 12, {b) Cleopatra, 
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Join to the Turk's deftrudtion, and thén bring 
All their pretences to fo juft a king. 

If the fuccefeful troublers of mankind, 

With laurel crown’d, fo great applaufe do find, 
Shall the vex’d world lefs honour yield to thofe 
That ftop their progrefs, and their rage eppofe ? 
Next to that Pow’r which does the ocean awe, 
fs to fet bounds, and give Ambition law. 

‘The Britith Monarch fhall the glory have, 
.That famous Greece remains no longer flave ; 
‘That fouree of art and cultivated thought ! 
Which they to Rome, and Romans hither brought. 
‘The banith’d mufes fhall no longer mourn, 

But may with liberty to Greece revurn : 

Though flaves (like birds that fing not in 4 cage) 
They loft their genius and poetic rage ; 

Homers again, and Pindars, may be found, 

And his great ations with their numbers crown’d, 

The Turk’s vaft empire does united ftand + 
Chriftians. divided under the command 
Of jarring princes would be foon undone, 

Did not this hero make their int’reft one ; 
Peace to embrace, ruin the common foc, 
Exalt the Crofs, and lay the Crefcent low. 

‘Thus may the gofpel to the rifing fun 
Be fpread, and flourifh where it firft begun; 
And this great day, (fo juftly honour’d here!) 
Known to the Eaft, and celebrated there, 


«Hee eho longeerus cecint tint, maxime rerum} 


Acfus et iple mann juvenum teatare ladorem." VIAG.. 


LXVII. 
THESE VERSES 


awere writ inthe © 


TASSO OF UER ROYAL HIGHNESS, 


Tasso knew how the fairer fex to grace, 
But in no one durft all perfe@ion place, 
Tu her alone that owns this book is feen 
Clorinda’s fpirit, and her lofty mien, 
Sophronia’s picty, Erminia’s truth, 

Armida’s charms, her beauty, and her youth. 
Our Princefs here, as in a glafs, does drefs 
Her well taught mind, and every grace exprefs. 
More to our wonder than Rinaldo fought, 
The hero’s race excels the poet’s thought. 


LXIX. 
‘THE BATTLE 
oY THE 
SUMMER ISLANDS, 
: CANTO LL 


‘What frults they have, and how Heav'n finiles 
Upon Unase kate aifcover'd ittes 1 


Arp me Bellona! while the dreadful fight 
Betwixt a nationand two whales I write: 
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Seas ftain’d with goré I fing, advent’rous toil ! 

And how thefe monfters did difarm an ifle. 
Bermuda, wall’d with rocks who dues not know? 

‘That happy ifland whéré hugé lemons grow, 

And orange trges, which golden‘frait do bear, 

‘Th’ Hefperian garden boafts of nome fo fair 5 

Where thining pearl, afd coral, many a pound, 

On the rich fhore, of atnbergtis is found. 

‘The lofty cedar, which to heav’n afpires, 

‘The prince of trees! is fuel for their fires : 

‘The fmoke by which their loaded pits do turn, 

For incenfe might on facred altars burn : 

‘Their private roofs on od’rous timber borne, 

Such as might pslaces for kings adorn. 

The fweet palmettos a new Bacchus yield, 

With leaves as ample as the broadett fhicld, 

Under the fhadow of whofe friendly boughs 

“They fit caroufing where theit liqnor grows, 

Figs there unplanted through the ficlds do grow, 

Such as fierce Cato did the Romans fhew, 

‘With the rare fruit, inviting them to fpoil 

Carthage, the miftrefs of fo rich a foil. 

The uaked rocks arc not unfruitful there, 

But as fome conitant feafons, ev'ry year 

Their barren tops with lufcious food abound, 

And with the eggs of various fowls are crown’d. 

‘Tobacco is the worft of things, which they 

‘Te Englith landlords, as their tribute, pay. 

Such is the mould that the bleft tenant feeds 

On precious fruits, and pays his rent in weeds, 

With candy’d plantains and the juicy pine, 

On choiccit melons and fweet grapes they ane 

And with potatoes fat their wanton fwine. 

Nature thefe cates with fuch a lavith hand 

Pours"out among them, that our coarfer land 

‘Taftes of that bounty, and does cloth return, 

Which not fer warmth, but ornament, is worn : 

For the kind fpring, which but falutes us herc, 

Inhabits there, and courts them all the year. 

Ripe fruits and bloffoms on the fame trees live 

‘At once they promife what at once they give, 

So {weet the air, fo moderate the clime, 

None fickly lives, or dics before his time. 

Heav'n fure has kept this {pot of earth uncurft, 

‘To fhew how all things were created fir, 

‘The tardy plants in our cold orchards plac’d, 

Referve their frnit for the next age’s tate : 

“There a {mall grain in fome few months will be 

A firm, a lofty, and a fpacious tree. 

The palma-chrifti, and the fair papa 

Now but a feed, (preventing Nature's law) 

Tn half the circle of the hafty ycar 

Project a fhade, and lovely fruits do wear. 

And as their trecs, in our dull region fcr, 

But faintly grow, and no perfection get, 

So in this northern track our hoarfer throats 

Utter unripe and ill-conftrained notes, 

While the fapporter of the poets’ ftyle, 

Phebus, on them cternully does fiuile. 

Oh! how I long my carelefs limbs to lay 

Under the plartain’s fhade, and all the day 

‘With amorous airs my fancy entertain, 

Invoke the Mules, and improve my vein! 

No paffion there in my free breait fhould move, 

None but the fweet and belt of paflions, love. 








A¥3 
‘There while I fing, if pentle Loverbe by, 2 
‘That tunes my lute, and winds the firing fo high 
With the fiveet found of Sacheriila’s name : 
Ti make the lift'ning favages grow tatie.--aiie 
But while I do thefe pleafing dreams indite, 

Tam diverted from the promis’d fight. 


CANTO Ie 


Of their alarm, and how their foes 
Difcover’d were, this Canto hews. 


Tuo’ rocks fo high about this ifland rife, 

That well they may the num’rous Turk defpife, 

Yet is no human fate exempt from fear, 

Which thakes their ‘hearts, while theough the iffe 
they hear * 

A lafting noif. as horrid and aslond 

As thunder makes before it breaks the cloud. 

‘Three days they dread thie murmur eer they know: 

From what blind caufe th’ unwonted found may 
grow: 

At length two monfters of unequal fize, 

Hard by the hhore, a fifherman efpies ; 

Two mighty whales! which fwelling feas had toft, 

And left them pris’ners on the rocky coaft A 

One as 4 mountain vaft, and with her came 

A cub, nut much Inferior to his dam. 

Here in a pool, among the rocks engag’d, 

‘They roar'd, like lions caught in toils, and a 

‘The man knew what they wete, who ote 

Had feen the like lie murder’d on the fhore; 

By ue hey fury of fone cait, : 

The fate of fhips, and Mhipwreck’d men, to tafte, 

As carelefs ‘dines: whort witre and ff 7 

To frantic dreams, their infants overkay ; 

So there forrietimes the raging oteau fails, : 

And her own brood expofes; when the whales 

Againtt tharp rocks, like recling veffels quath’d, 

‘Though huge as mountuins, gre in pieces dath’d : 

Along the fhore their dreadful limbs lie fcatter’d, 

Like hills with earthquakes fhaken, torn, and 
thatter’d. . 

Hearts, fure, of brafs they had who tempted firft 

Rude feas, that fpare not what themfelves have 
nurtt, S 

The welcome news through alt the nations fpreat 

To fudden joy and hope converts their dre: 

‘What lately was their public terror, they 

Behold with glad eyes as a certain rey 5 

Difpofe already of th’ untaken fpoil, ; 











And, as the purchafe of their futare toil, 

Thefe thare the bones, and they divitte the oil. 

So was the huntfman by the bear oppreft, 

Whole hide he fold— before he caught the beaft ! 
‘They man their boats, and all their young meg 

arm 

With whatfoever may the monfters harm 3: 

Pikes, halberts, fpits, and darts that wound-{o fary 

The tools of peace, and inftruments ofwar. 

Now was the time for vig’rous lads to fhew 

What love or honour could inyite them to: 

Ai goodly theatre ! where rocks are round 

With revugnd age and lovely lafigs crown’d, 


aye 

Such was the lake which held this dreadful pair 

‘Within the bounds of noble Warwick’s thare ; 

“Warwick's bold Earl ! than which no title bears 

A greater found among our Britith pecrs ; 

And worthy he the mem’ry to renew, 

‘The fate and honour to that title due, 

Whofe brave adventures have transferr'’d his name, 

And through the new world f{pread his growing 
fame.— 

But how they fought, and what their valour gain’d, 

Shall in another Canto be contain’d. 


CANTO 111. 


“The bloody fight, fitrcetslets toll, 
And how the fifhes fack'd the Ife. 
"ax boat which on the firit affault did go, 
Strook with a harping-ir'n the younger foe; 
Who, when he felt his fide fo rudely ger’d, 
Loud as the fea that nourifh’d him he roar’d. 
Asa broad bream, to pleafe fome curious tafte. 
‘While yet alive, in boiling water caft, 
‘Vex’d with unwonted heat he flings about 
‘The fcorching brafs, and hurls ¢he liquor out ; 
So with the barbed jav'lin ftung, he raves, 
And fcourges with his tale the fuff’ring waves, 
“Like Spenfer's Talus with his iron flail, 
He threatens ruin with his pond’rous tail ; 
Diffolving at one ftroke the batter’d boat, 
And down the men fal¥ drenched in.the moat ; 
‘With ev'ry fierce encounter they are fore’d 
To quit their boats, and fare like men unhors’d. 
The bigger whale like fome huge carrack lay, 
‘Which wanteth fea-room with her foes to play : 
Slowly the fwime, and when provok'd, fhe wou'd 
Advance her tail, her head falutes the mud : 
‘The thallow water doth her force infringe, 
“And renders vain her tail’s impetuous fwinge : 
‘The fhining fteel her tender fides receive, 
And there, like bees, they all their weapons leave. 
"This fees the cuby and docs himfclf oppofe 
Betwixt his cumber'd mother and her foes : 
“With defp’rate sourage he receives her wounds, 
And men and boats his active tail confounds, 
"Their forces join’d, the feas with billows fill, 
And make a tempeft though the winds be ftill. 
Now would the men with half their hoped prey 
Be well content, and with this cub away : 
"Their with they have he (to direct his dam 
Unto the gap though which they thither came) 
Before her fwims, and quits the hoftile lake, 
A pris'uer there but for his mother’s fake. 
She by the rocks compell’d to ftay behind, 
Js by the valtnefs of ber bulk confin’d, 


~MISBCELLANIES, 


They fhout for joy ! and now on her alone” 
Their fury falls, and all their darts are thrown, 
‘Their lances fpent, one, bélder than the reft, 
With his broad fword provok’d the fluggift healt 5 
Her oily fide devours both blade and haft. 

And there his fteel the bold Bermudan left, 
Courage the reft from his example take, 

And now they change the colour of the lake : 
Blood flows in rivers from her wounded fide, 

As if they would prevent the tardy tide, 


” And rife the flood to that propitious height, 


As might convey her from this fatal ftreight. 

She fwims in blood, and blood does fpouting throw 

To heav'n, that Heav’n men's crueltics might 
know. 

Their fixed jav’lins in her fide fhe wears ; 

And on her back a grove of pikes appears, 

You would have thought, had you the moniter 
feen 

Thus dreft, the had another ifland been. 

Roaring fhe tears the air with fuch a noife, 

‘As well refembled the confpiring voice 

Of routed armies, when the field is won, 

To reach the cars of her efcaped fon : 

He, though a league removed from the foe, 

Hates to her aid : the pious Trojan (4) fo, 

Neglecting for Creufa’s life his own, 

Repeats the danger of the burning town, 

‘The men, amazed, bluth to fee the feed 

OF monfters human piety exceed, 

Well proves this kindnefs, what the Grecian fung, 

That Jove’s bright mother from the Ocean fprung. 

Their courage droops, and, hopelefs now, they with 

For compofition with th’ unconquer’d fifh ; 

So fhe their weapons would reftore again, 

Through rocks they'd hew,her paffage to the main. 

But how inftruéted in each other’sgnind ? 

Or what commerce can men with monfters find ? 

Not daring to approach their wounded foe, 

Whom her courageous fon protected fo, 

They charge their mufquets, and, with hot defire 

Of fell revenge, renew the fight with fire; e 

Standing aloof, with lead they bruife the fcales, 

And tear the flefh of the incenfed whales, . 

But no fuccefs their fierce endeavours found, 

Nor this way could they give one fatal wound, 

Now to their fort they are about to fend 

For the loud engines which their ile defend ; 

But what thofe pieces, fram’d to batter walls, 

Would have effected on thofe mighty whales, 

Great Neptune will not have us know, who fends 

A tide fo high that it relieves his friends. 

And thus they parted with exchange of harms; 

Much blood the moniters loft, and they their arms, 


(1) Eacas, 








L 
TO THE KING. 


ON His NAVY, 


‘Wuere’ir thy navy. {preads her canvafs wings, 

Homage to thee, and peace to all fhe brings : 

‘The French and Spaniard, when thy flags appear, 

Forget their hatred, and confent to tear. 

So Jove from Ida did both hofts furvey, 

And when he pleas'd to thunder, part the fray. 

Ships herefefare in feas like fithes fped, 

‘The mightieft ftill upon the fmalleft fed : 

‘Thou on the deep impofeft nobler laws, 

And by that juftice haft remov'd the caufe 

Of thofe rude tempefts, which for rapine fent, 

"Too oft’, alas! involv'd the innocent, 

Now ithall the Ocean,.as thy ‘Tames, be free 

From both thoge fates of ftorms and piracy. 

But we moft happy, who can fear no force 

But winged troops, or Pegafean horfe. 

*Tis not fo hard for greedy foes to {poil 

Another nation, as to touch our foil. 

Should Nature's telf invade the world again, 

And o’er the centre {pread the liquid main, 

‘Thy pow’r were fafe, and her deftructive hand 

‘Would but enlarge the bounds of thy command : 

‘Thy dreadful flect would ftyle thee Lord of All, 

And ride in triumph o'er the drowned ball ; 

‘Thole tow’rs of oak o’er fertile plains might go, 

And vifit mountains where they once did grow. 
‘The world’s Reftorer once could not endure 

‘That finith'd Babel fhould thofe men fecure, 

‘Whofe pride defign’d that fabric to have ftood 

Above the reach of any fecond flood ; 

‘Tothec, his chofen, more indulgent, he 

Pares truft {uch pow’r with fo much piety. 


It. 
TO THE QUEEN, 
Cccafioned upon fight of 


HER MAJESTY’S PICTURE. 


Wes fare the hand which to our humble fight 
Prefents that beauty which the dazaling light 


EPISTLES. 





Of royal fplendour hides from weaker eyes, 

And ail acces, fave by his art, denies, 

Here only we have courage to behotd 

‘This beam of glory, here we dare untold 

In numbers thus the wonders we conceive 

The gracious image, feeming to give leave, 

Propitious ftands, vouchfafing to be feen, 

And by our Mufe faluted Mighty Queen, 

In whom th’ extremes of pow’r and beauty movey 

The Queen of Britain, and the Queen of Love! 
As the bright fun (to which we owe ne 

Of equal glory to your beauty’s light) 

Is wifely plac’d in fo fublime a feat, co 

T’ extend his light and moderate his heat 3: ° 

So happy ‘tis you move in fuch a {phere, - 

As your high Majefty with awful fear: “ 

fn human Breafts might qualify that fire,’ : , 

Which kindled by thofe eyes had-flamed higher’ 

‘Than when the fcorched werld like hazard run... 

By the appreach of the ill-guided fun. a 
No other nymphs have title to men’s hearts, 

But as their meannefs larger hope imparts : 

Your beauty more the fondeft lover moves ' 

With admiration than his private loves; 

With admiration ! for a pitch fo high, 

(Save facred Charles his) never love durft fly. 

Heav’a that preferr'd a {ceptre to your hand, 

Favour’d our freedom more than your command ¢ 

Beauty had crown’d you, and you muft have been 

The whole world’s miftrefs, other than a Queen. 

All had been rivals, and you might have fpar'd, 

Or kill'd and tyranniz’d, without a guard, 

No pow’r achiev’d, either by arms or birth, 

Equals Love’s empire both in heav’n and earth. - 

Such eyes as your’s on Jove himfelf have thrown, 

As bright and fierce a lightning as his own : 

Witnefs our Jove, prevented by their flame - 

In his fwift paffage to th’ Hefperian dame 3 

‘When, like a lion, finding in his way 

To fome intended fpoil a fairer prey, 

The royal youth purfuing the report 

Of beauty, found it in the Gallic court 5 

There public care with private paffion, fought 

A doubtful combat in his noble thought ; 

Should he confefs his greatnefs and his love, 

And the frce faith of your great brother (1) prove; 


{2} Lewis XIS1.K of France, 


a 
‘With his Achates (1) breaking through the cloud 
Of that difguife which did their graces fhroud ; 
And mizing with thofe gallants at the ball, 

Dance with the ladies, and outfhine them all; 

Or on his journey o’er the mountains ride ?— 

So when the fair Leucothvé he efpy'd, 

To check his fteeds impatient Phabus yearn’d, 
‘Thongh ail the world was in his courfe concern’d. 
What may hereafter her meridian do, : 

Whole dawning beauty warm’d his bofom fo? 
Not fo divine a flame, fince deathlefs gods} 
Forbore to vifit the defil’d abodes 

Of men, in any mortal breatt did burn ; 

Nor fhall, till Piety and they retarn, 


It, 
TO THE 
QUEEN-MOTHER OF FRANCE, 


WPON HER LANDING. 


Gaeav Queen of Europe! where thy offspring 
wears * 

All the chief crowns; where princes are thy heirs; 
At welcome thou to fea-girt Britain’s thore 
Aserft Latona (who fair Cynthia bore) 
‘To Delos was: here fhines a nymph as bright, 
By thée difclos’d with like increafe of light. 
Why was her joy in Belgia confin’d? 
Or why did you fo much regard the wind? 
Scarce could the ocean (tho’ enrag’d) have toft 
‘Thy fov’reign bark, but where th’ obfequious coaft 
Pays tribute to thy bed. Rome’s conqu’ring hand 
More vanquifh’d nations under her command 
Never reduc’d. Glad Berecynthia fo 
Among her deathlefs progeny did go ; 
A wreath of tow’rs adorn’d her rev’rend head, 
Mother of all that on ambrofia fed, 
‘Thy godlike race muft {way the age to come, 
As fhe Olympus pegpled with her womb. 

‘Would thofe cotienattders of mankind obey 
‘Thefr honour’d parent, all pretences lay 
Down at your royal feet, compofe their jars, 
And onthe growing Tork difcharge thefe wars; 
‘The Chriftiau knights that facredtomb fhould wreft 
From Pagan hahds, and triumph o'er the Eaft + 
Our England's Printe, and Gailia’s Dolphin, might 
Like young Rinaldo and Tancredi fight : 
In fingle combat by their fwords again 
‘The proud Argantes and fierce Soldan flain : 
Again might we their valiant deeds recite, 
And with your Tufcan Mufe (2) exalt the fight. 


Iv. 
THE COUNTRY. 


TG MY LADY OF CARLISLE, 


Mapam, of all the facred Mufe infpir’d, 
“Orpheus alone could with the woods comply; 


ek i ak aac a gy a: | 


EPISTLES. 


Their rude inhabitants his fong admir'd, 

Ard nature's felf, in thofe that could not ite = 
Your beauty next our folitude invades, 

And warms us shining through the thickeft fhades, 


Nor ought the tribute which the wond’ring court 
Pays your fair eyes, prevail with you to {corm 
The anfwer and confent to that report, 

Which, echo-like, the country does return = 
Mirrors ate taught to flatrer, but our {prings 


Prefent th’ impartial images of things. 


A rural judge (3) difpos’d of beauty’s prize ; 
A fimple thepherd (3) was preferr’d to Jove; 
Down to the mountains from the partial fkies, 
Came Juno, Pallas, and the Queen of Love, 
To plead forthat which was fo jutly giv’n 
To the bright Carlifle of the court of heav’n. 


Carlifle ! a name which all our woods are taught 
Loud as their Amaryllis to refound : 

Carlifle! a name which on the bark is wrought 
Of ev'ry tree that’s worthy of the wound. 

From Phebus’ rage our fhadows and our ftreams 
May guard us better than from Carlifle’s beams. 


v. 
TO PHYLLIS, 


Puyuris! "twas love thatinjur’d you, 
And or that rock Your Thyrfis threw, 
Who for proud Czlia could have dy’d, 
While you no lefs,accus’d his pride. 
Fond Jove his darts at random throws, ~ 
And nothing fprings from what hefows; 
From foes difcharg‘d as often mect 
The shining points of arrows fleet, 
In the wide air creating fire, 
As fouls that join in one defire. 
Love made the lovely Venus byrn 
In vain, and for the cold youth (4) mourm, 
Who the purfuit of churlith beafts 
Preferr’d to fleeping on her breatts. 
Love makes fo many hearts the prize 
Of the bright Carlifle’s conqu’ring eyes, 
Which fhe regards no more than they 
‘The tears of leffer beauties weigh. 
So have } feen the loft clouds pour 
Into the fea an ufelefs fhow’r, 
And the vex'd failors curfe the rain, 
For which poor fhepherds pray’d in vain, 
Then Phyllis, fince our paflions are 
Govern’d by chance; and not the care, 
But {port of Heav'n, which takes delight 
‘Yo fook upon this Parthian fight 
Of Love, fill flying, or in chafe, 
Never encount’ring face to face, 
No more to Love we'll facrifice, 
But to the beft of deities; 
And Jet our hearts, which Love disjoin’d 
By his kind mother be combin’d. 


(9) Patis 4) Adouis, 





EPISTLES 


Vi. 
TOMY 
LORD OF NORTHUMBERLAND, 
UPON THE DEATH OF BIS LADY, 


Tothis great lofs a fea of tears is due, 

But the whole debt not tobe paid by you: 

Charge not yourfelf with all, nor render vain 

Thofe fhow’rs the cyes of us your fervants rain. 

Shalt grief contra the largenefs of that heart 

In which nor fear nor anger has a part? 

Virtue would blufh if time fhould boaft (which 

dries, 

Her fole child dead, the tender mother’s eyes) 

Your mind’s relicf, where reafon triumphs fo 

Over alt paffions, that they ne’er could grow 

Beyond their limits in your noble breaft, 

‘To harm another, or impeach yous ref, 

"This we obferv’d, delighting to obey 

One who did never from his great Seif flray = 

‘Whofe mild example feemed to engage 

‘Th’ obfequious feas, and teach them not to rage. 
The brave /Emilius, his great charge laid down, 

(The force of Rome and fate of Maccdom) 

Jit his loft fons did feel the cruel itroke 

Of changing fortune, and thus highly fpoke 

Before Reme’s people ; “ We did oft’ implore, 

“ That if the Heav’ns had any bud in ftore 

© For your imilius, they would pour that ill 

© On his own houfe, and let you flourish fill,” 

You on the barren feas, my Lord, have {pent 

Whole fprings and fummers to the public lent; 

Sufpended. all the pleafures af your life, 

And fhorten'’d.zhe thort joy of fuch a wife; 

For which your country’s more obliged than 

For many lives of old lefs happy men. 

You that have facrific’d fo great a part 

Of youth, and private blifs, ought to impart 

Vour forrow too, and give your friends a right 

As well in your afiliction as delight. 

‘hen with AEmilian courage bear this crofs 

Since public perfons only public lofs 

Ought to affed. And though her form and youth 

Her application to your will and truth, 

‘That noble fweetnefs, and that humble ftate, 

(All fnatch’d away by fuch a hafty fate !) 

Might give excufe to any common breaft, 

With the huge weight of fo juft griet oppreft ; 

Yet let no portion of your iife be ttain’d 

‘With paffion, but your chara@er maintain'd 

‘To the laft aét. It isenough her ftone 

May honour'd be with fuperfcription 

Of the fole lady who had pow’r to move 

‘Fhe great Northumberland to grieve and love, 


VIL 


TO MY LORD ADMIRAL, 


OF NIS LATE SICKNESS AND RECOVERY, 


Witu joy like our’sthe Thracian youth i 
@srhens returning from th’ Elyfian tha 


vades 








47 
; Embrace the hero, and his fay implores & 
Make it their public fuit, he would no more 
Defert them fo, and for his fpoufe’s fake, 

His vanifb’d love, tempt the Lethean lake, 

‘The ladies, too, the brighteft of that time, 
(Ambitious all his lofty bed to climb) 

Their doubtful hopes with expectation fecd, 

Who fhail the fair Eurydice fucceed : 


-) Eurydice! for whom his num’rous moan 


Makes lift’ning trees and favage mountains groar: 

Through all the air his founding ftrings dilate 

Sorrow like that which touch’d our hearts of lates 

Your pining ficknefs, and your reftlefs pain, 

At once the land affeéting and the main, 

When the glad news that you were Admisat 

Scarce through the nation {pread, "twas fear’d by} 
all, 

That our great Charles, whofe wildem fhincs int 
you, 

Would be perplexed how to choofe a new. 

So mere than private was the joy and grief,' 

Thatat the worft it gave our fouls relief, 

That in our age fuch fenfe of virtue liv'd, 

They joy'd fo juflly, and fo juttly griev'd. 

Nature (her fairett lights eclipfed) feems 

Herfelf to fuffer in thofe fharp extremes; 

While not from thine alone thy blood retires, 

But from thofe cheeks which all the world ad~ 
mires, 

The item thus threaten’d, and the fap in thee, 

Droop all the branches of that noble tree! 

Their beauty they, and we our love ft ds 

Nought can our withes, fave'thy health, intend, 

As lilies overcharg’d with rain, they bend 

Their beauteous heads, and with high heav’p 
contend ; 

Fold thee within their frowy arms, and 

He is too faultiefs and too young to die. ae 

So like immortals round about thee they 

Sit, that they fright approaching death away, 

Who would not languith, by fo fair a train 

"Po be lamented and reftor’d again ? 

Or, thus witbheld, what hafty foul would go, 

Though to the bleft ? O’er young Adonis fo 

Fair, Venus mourn’d, and with the precious 
thow’r 

Of her warm teats cherifh’d the fpringing flow'r. 

‘Lhe next fupport, fair hope of your great 

name, 

And fecond pillar of that noble frame, 

By lofs of thee would no advantage have, 

But ftep ty ftep purfue thee to the grave. 

And now relentlefs Fate, about to end 

The line which backward does fo far extend 

That antique ftock, which fill the world fupplies 

With braveft fpirits and with brightett eyes, 

Kind Phebus, interpofing, bid me fay, 

Such hia no more fhall fhake that houfe but 
they, 

Like Neptune. and his feaborn niece (1) thall be 

The fhining glories of the land and fea ; - 

With courage guard, and beauty warm, our age, 

And lovers fil] with like poetic rege, 





2: Fenway 


at EPISTLES, 


* Vit. 
TO VAN DYCK. 


Rare Artifan! whofe pencil moves 
Not our delights alone, but loves; 
From thy thop of beauty we 

Slaves return’d that enter’d free, 

‘The heedlefs lover does not know : 
‘Whole eyes they are that wound him fo; 
But, confounded with thy art, 

Inquires her name that has his heart. 
Another, who did ‘long refrain, 

Feels his old wound bleed frefh agdin 
‘With dear remembrance of that face, 
‘Where now he reads new hope of grace : 
Nor fcorn nor cruelty does find, 

But gladly fuffers a falfe wind 

To blow the alhes of defpair 

From the reviving brand of care, 

Fool! that forgets her tubborn look 
‘This foftnefs from thy finger took. 
Strange ! that thy hand fhauld not infpire 
‘The beauty only, but the fire ; 

Nor the form alone, and grace, 

Bur ad and power of a face. 

Mzy’tt thon yet thyfelf as well, 

As all the world befides, excel ! 

So you th’ unfeign’d truth rehearfe, 
(That § may make it live in verfe) 
Why thou couldft not at one effay, 
‘That face to aftertimes convey, 

Which this admires, Was it thy wit 
‘To make her oft before thee fit? 
Confefs, and we'll forgive thee this; 
For who would not repeat that blifs 2 
And frequent fight of fuch a dame 

Buy with the hazard of his fame? 

Yet who can tax thy blamclefs fill, 
‘Though thy good hand had failed {till, 
‘When nature’s felf % often errs? 

She for this many thoufand years 

Seems to have practis’d with much care, 
‘To frame the race of women fair ; 

Yet never could a perfcét birth 
Produce before to grace the earth,’ 
‘Which wared old e’er it could fee 

Her that amaz'd thy art and thee. 

But now ’tia done, O let me know 
Where thofe immortal colours grow 
‘That could this deathlefs piece compofe! 
In lilies? or the fading role ? 

No; for this theft thou haft climb'd higher 
Than did Prometheus for his fire. 


TX. 
TO MY LORD OF LEICESTER. 


Nor that thy trees at Penfhurt groan, 
“Oppreffed with their timely load, 

And fecm to make their fitevt moan, 
That their great Lord isuow abroad + 
‘They to delight his tafte or cye 

Would {pend ghemfelvcs in fruit, and dics 





Not that thy harmlefs deer repiné; 

And think themfelves unjuftly aia 

By any other hand than thine, 

Whofe arrows they would gladly ftain ; 

No, nor thy friends, which hold too dear 

“Lhat peace with France which keeps thee there: 


All thefe are Jefs than that great canfé 
Which now exaéts your prefence here, 
Wherein there meet the divers laws 

Gf public and domeftic care. 

For one bright nymph our youth contends, 
And on your prudent choice depends, 


Not the bright fhiield of ‘Thetis’ fon * 
(For which fuch ftern deliate did rife; 
‘That the great Ajax Telamon 
Refus'q to live without the prize) 
Thofe Achive peers did more engage 
Than the the gallants of our age. 


That beam of beauty which begun 
‘To warm us fo when thou wert here, 
Now feorches like the raging fun, 
When Sirius does firft appear. 

O fix this flame ! and let defpair 
Redcem the reft from endlefs care. 


xX. 
.TO MRS. BRAGHTORN, 
SERVANT TO SACHARISSA, 


Farr fellow-fervant ! May your geatle ear 
Prove more propitious to my flighted care 
‘Shan the bright dame’s we ferve : for her relie€ 
(Vex’d with the long expreffions of my grief) 
Receive thefe plaints; nor will her high difdain 
Forbid my humble mufe to court her train. : 
So, in thofe nations which the fun adore, 
Some modeft Perfian, or fome weak-ey'd Moor, 
No higher dares advance his dazzled fight, 
‘Than to fome gilded cloud, which near the light 
Of their afcending god adorns the eaft, 
And, graced with his beams, outfhincs the reft. 
Thy fkiliful hand contributes to our woe, 
And whets thofe arrows which confound us fo, 
A thoufand Cupids in thofe curls do fit 
(Lhofe curious ners!) thy lender fingers knit, 
‘The Graces put not more exactly on 
Th’ attire of Venus when the ball the won, 
"Than Sachariffa by thy care is dreft, 
When all our youth prefers her to the reff, 
You the feft feafon know when belt her ming 
May be to pity or to love inclin'd : 
In tome well-chofen hour fupply his fear, 
Whole hopelefs love durft never tempt thé ear 
Of that ern goddefs. You, her prieft, declare 
What off rings may propitiate the fair : 
Rich orient pearl, bright ftones that ne'er de cay 
Or polith’d lincs, which Jouger laft than they + 








» Achivies, 


EPISTLES,- 


~ For if I thought the took delight in thofe, 
‘To where the cheerful morn does firft difclofe, 
(The shady night removing with her beams) 
‘Wing’d with bold love I'd fly to fetch fach gems, 
But fioce her eyes, her teeth, her lip, excels 
All that is found: in mines or fithes’ fhells, 
Her aobler part as far exceeding thefe, 
None but immortal gifts her mind fhould pleafe. 
‘The fhining jewels Greece and Troy beftow’d 
‘On Sparta’s Queen (a) her lovely neck did load, 
And inowy wrifts; but when the town was burn’d, 
Thofe fading glories were to athes turn’d ; 
Her beauty, too, had perifh'd, and her fame, 
Had not the mufe redeem'd them from the flame. 


XL 
TO MY YOUNG LADY LUCY SIDNEY. 


Way came | fo untimely forth 

Into a world which, wanting thee, 
Could entertain us with no worth 
Or thadow of felicity ? 

That time fhould me fo far remove 
From that which I was born to love 


Yet, faireft bloffom! do not flight 
‘That age which you may know fo foon; 
‘The rofy morn refigns her light 

And milder glory to the noon : 

And then what wonders fhall you do, 
Whofe dawning beauty warms us fo? 


Hope waits upon the flow’ry print: ; 
And fummer, though it be lefs gay, 

Yet is not look'd on as a time 

Of declination or decay: 

Yor with a full hand that does bring 
All that was promis’d by the fpring. 


xn, 
TO AMORET. 


Fain! that you may truly know 
‘What you unto Thryfis owe, 

J will tell you how I do 
Sachariffa love and you. 

Joy falutes me when f fet 
My bieft eyes on Amoret; 

But with wonder I am ftrook, 
‘While I on the other. lgok. 

If fweet Amoret complains, 

1 have fenfe of all her pains ; 
But for Sachariffa I 
Do not only gricve, but die. 

All that of myfelf is mine, 
Lovely Amoret'!t is thine; 
Sachariffa’s captive fain 
‘Would untic his iron chain, 
And thofe feorching beams to fhun, 
‘To thy gentle fhadow run. 

(a) Helen, 


3 





If the foul had free ele@ion 
‘To difpofe of her affection, 

I would not thus long have borne 
Haughty Sachariffa’s fcern : 

But 'tis fure fome pow’r above, 
Which controls our wills in love !, 

If not a love, a ftrong defire 
Te create and {pread that fire 
In my breaft, folicits me, 
Beauteous Amoret! for thee. 

*Tis amazement more than love 
Which her radiant eyes do move : 
If lefs {Splendor wait on thine, 

Yet they fo benignly thine, 

1 would turn my dazzled fight 

To behold their milder light : 

But as hard ’tis to deftroy 

‘That high flame as to enjoy; 

Which how eas’ly [may do, 

Heav'n (as eas’ly {cal’d) does know ¥ 

Amoret! as fweet and good 
As the moft delicious food, 

Which but tafted does impart 
Life and gladnefs to the heart, 

Sachariffa’s beanty’s wine, 
Which to madnefs doth incline; 
Such a liquor as no brain 
That is mortal can fuftain, 

Scarce can J to heav’n excufe 
The devotion which 1 ule 
Unto that adored dame ; 

For ‘tis not unlike the fame 

Which I thither ought to fend; 

So that if it could take end, 
*Twould to Heav'nitfelf be due, 
To fucceed her and not you; 

Who already have of me 

All that’s not idolatry ; 

Which, though not fo fierce a flame, 
Islonger like to be the fame. 

Then fmile on me, and I will prove 
Wonder is thorter liv'd than love. 


XU, 
TO AMORET. 


Amorert! the milky way 

Fram’d of many namelefs ftars! 

‘The fmooth ftream where none can fay 
He this drop to that prefers? 


Amoret! my lovely foe! 

Tell me where thy ftrength does lie ? 
Where the pow’r that charms us fo? 
In thy foul, or in thy eye? 


By that fnowy neck alone, 

Or thy grace in motion feen, 

No fuch wonders could be done; 
Yet thy waift is ftraight and cleam 
As Cupid’s thaft, or Herme’s rod, 
And pow’rful, too, as cither god. 


Ped 
XIV. 
TO PHYLLIS, 


Payiiis! why fhould we delay 

Pleafures fhorter than the day ? 

Could we (which we never can) 

Stretch our lives beyond their fpan, 

Beauty like a thadow flies, 

And our youth before us dies. 

Or would youth and beauty flay, 

Love hath wings, and will away. 

Love hath {wifter wings than time. 

Change in love to Heav'n does climb, 

Gods, that never change their ftate, 

Vary oft their love and hate. 
Phyllis! to this truth we owe 

All the love betwixt us two. 

Let not you and | inquire 

What has becs our pat defire ; 

On what thepherds you have fmil'd, 

Or what nymphs T have beguil’d 

Leave it to the planets too 

“What we thail hereafter do; 

For the joys we now may prove, 

Take advice of prefent love. 


XV. 
TO MY LORD OF FALKLAND. 


Brave Holland leads, and with him Falkland goes: 
‘Who hears this told, and does not ftraight fuppofe 
‘We fend the Graces and the Mufes forth, 

To civilize and to inftru the North? 

Not that thefe ornaments make fwords lefs harp; 
Apollo bears as weil his bow as harp + 

And though he be the patron of that {pring, 
‘Where, in calm peace, the facred virgins fing, 

He courage had t@ guard th’ invaded throne 

Of Jove, and caft th’ ambitious giants down, 

Ah, noble Friend | with what impatience all 
"That know thy worth, and know how prodigal 
Of thy great foul thou art, (longing to twift 
Bays with-that ivy which fo carly kifs'd 
‘Thy youthful temples) with that horror we 
Think on the blind events of war and thee? 

To fate expofing that all-knowing breaft 

Among the throng as cheaply as the reft : 

‘Where oaks and brambles (if the copfe be burn’d) 
Confounded lie, to the fame afhes turn’d. 

Some happy wind over the ocean blow 
‘This tempelt yet, which frights our ifland fo! 
Guarded with fhips, and all the fea our own, 
From Heav’n this naifchicf on our heads is thrown. 

Ina late dream the Genius of this land, 
Amaz’d, | faw, like the fair Hebrew *, fland, 
‘When firft the felt the twins begin to jar, 

And found her wemb the feat of Civil wars 
Inclin’d to whofe relicf, and with prefage 

Of better fortune for the prefeut age, 

Heav’n fends, quoth I, this difcord tor our good, 
To warm, perhaps, but not te waite our blood 5 


& Retecka, 


EPISTLES, 


To raife our drooping fpirits, grown the fcorn 
Of our proud neighbours, who e’er long fhali mourst 
(Though now they joy in our expected harms) 
We had occafion to refume our arms. 

A lion fo with felf-provoking fmart, 
(His rebel tail fcourging his nobler part) 
Calls up his courage, then begins to roar, - 
And charge his foes, who thought him mad before. 


XV 
TOALADY. 


SINGING A SONG OF WIS COMPOSING. 


Curoris! yourfelf you fo excel, ; 
When you vouchfafe to breath my thought, 
That, like a fpirit, with this fpell 

Of my own teaching, t am caught. 


That eagle’s fate and mine are one, 
Which, on the fhaft that made him die; 
Efpy’da feather of his own, 

Wherewith he wont to foar fo high, 


Had Echo, with fo fweet a grace, 
Narciffus’ loud complaints return’d, 
Not for refle@on of his face, 7 
But of his voice, the boy had burn’d. 


XKVIL 
TO THE MUTABLE FAIR. 


~ 
Here, Catia! for thy fake I part 
With all that grew fo near my heart 3 
‘The paffion that 1 had for thee, 
“The faith, the love, the conftancy ! 
And, that I may fuccefsful prove, 
Transform mylelf to what you love. 
Fool that I was! fo much to prize 
Thofe fimple virtnes you defpife + 
Fool! that with {uch dull arrows ftrove, 
Or hop’d to reach a fiying dove: 
For you, that are in motion Rill, 
Decline our force, and mock our fkill; 
Who, like Don Quixote, do advance. 
Againft a windmill our vain lance, 
Now will I wander through the airy 
Mount, make a ftoop at ev'ry fairs 
And, with a fancy unconfin’d, 
(As lawlefs as the fea or wind) 





| Purfue you wherefoe’er you fly, 


And with your various thoughts comply. 
The formal ftars do travei fo, 

As we their names and courfes know 3 

And he that on their changes looks, 

Would think them govern’d by our books 3 

But never were the clouds reduc’d 

To any art: the motion us'd 

By thote free vapours are fo light, 

So frequent, that the couqter’d fight 

Defpairs to find the rules that guide 

‘Thofe gilded thadows as they i 





EPISTLES. 


And therefore of the fpacious air 

Jove's royal confort had the.care; 

And by that pow’r did once efcape, 
Declining bold Ixion’s gape : 

She, with her own refemblance, grac’d 
A fhining cloud, which he embrae'd. 

Such was that image, fo it fmil’d 
With feeming kindnefs, which beguil'd 
Your ‘Uhytfis lately, when he thought 
He had his fleeting Czlia caught. 
“T'was thap’d like her, but for the fair, 
He fii'd his arms with yielding air. 

A fate for which he grieves the lefs, 
Becaufe the gods had like faccefs ; 

For in their dtory one, we fee, 
Purfues a nymph, and takes a tree ; 
A fecond, with a Jover's hafte, 

Soon overtakes whom he had chas’d ; 
But the that did a virgin feem, 
Poffefs'd, appears a wand’ring ftream. 
For his fuppofed love, a third 

Lays greedy hold upon a bird, 

Aud ftands amaz'd to find his dear 

A wild inhabitant of th’ air! 

"Vo thefe old tales fuch nymphs as you 
Give credit, and still make them new; 
‘the am’rous now like wonders find 
In the fwift changes of your miad. 

Bot, Cxlia, if you apprehend 
The Mufe of your incented friend, 

Nor would that he record yout blame, 
And make it live, repeat the fame 5 

Again deceive him, and again, on 
And then he fwears he'll not complain : 
For ftill to be deluded fo, - 

4s all the plesureiuen know; 

Who, like gootfTalc’ncr’s take delight 
Not in the quarry, but the flight. 


XVII 
TO A LADY, 


FROM WHOM HE RECEIVED A SILVER PEN, 


Mana! intending to have try’d 
‘The filver favour which you gave, 
In ink the fhiming point I dy'd, 

And drench’d it in the fable wave ; 
‘When, gricv'd to be fo foully ftamn'd, 
‘On you it thus to me complain’d, 


* Suppofe you had deferv'd to take 
From ber fair hand fo fuir a boon, 
Yet how deferved I to make 

So ill a change, who ever won 
Immortal praife for what | wrote, 
Inftructed by her nobic thought ¢ 


J, that expreffed her commands 

‘To mighty lords and princely dames, 
Always moft welcome to their hands, 
Proud that ( would record their names, 
Mait now be taught an humble ftyle, 
Some ricaner beauty te beguile 2? , 


So I, the wronged pen to pleafe, 
Make it my humble thanks exprefs 
Unto your Ladyship in thefe: 

And now ‘tis forced to confefs 

That your great felf did ne'er endite, 
Nor that, to one more noble, wiitc. 


KIX, 
TO CHLORIS. 


Curoris! Gace fir our calm of peace 
Was frighted hence, this good we find, 
Your favours svith your fears increafe, 

And growing mifchiefs make you kind, 


So the fair tree, which {till preferves 
Her fruit and ftate while no wind blows, 
In jtorms from that uprightnefs fwerves, 
And the giad earth about her ftrows . 
With treafure, from her yielding bows, 


KX. 
TO A LADY IN RETIREMENT. 


Sres not my love how time refumes 

The glory which he Jent thefe flow’rs 3 
‘Though none fhould tafte of their periumes, 
Yet muft they live but fome few hours. 
‘Time what we forbear devours $ 


Had Helen, or the Egyptian Queen 
Been ne’er fo thrifty of their graces, 
‘Thole beauties muft at length have bee 
‘The {poil of age, which finds out faces 
In the moft retired places , 


Should fome malignant planet bring 
A barren drought or ceafelefs hhow'r 
Upon the autumn or the fpring, 
And fpare us neither fruit nor flow’, 
Winter would not flay au hour, 


Could the refolve of love’s negle& 
Preferve you from the violation 

Of coming years, then more refpe& 
Were due to fo divine a fathion, 
Nor would ! indulge my paflion, 


XXL 
TO MR, GEORGE SANDYS, 
On bis tranftion 
OF SOME PARTS OF THE BIBLE. 
| How bold a work attempts that pen, 
| Which would enrich our vulgar tongeg 


With the high raptures of thofe men 
Who hereayith the fame fpirit tung, 
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es 82 
‘Wherewith they. now affft the choir 
Of angcls, who their fongs admire! 


‘Whatever thofe infpired-fouls 

‘Were urged to exprefs, did thake 

‘The aged deep and both the polcs; 

‘Their num'fous thunder could awake 

Dull Earth, which'does with Heav'n confent 
‘Ta all they wrote, atid all chey meant. 


Say, facred Bard: what could beftow 
Courage on thee to foat fo high ? 

‘Tell me, brave Friend! what help’d thee fo 
‘To fhake off all mortality ? 

‘To light this torch thow haf} clinto’d higher 
‘Than he who ftole celefhial fire’. 


‘xxi. 
TO MR, WILLIAM LAWES, 


Who bad then newly fet a fong of mine, in the year 1635. 


‘Versz makes heroic vistue live, 

But you can life to verfes give. 

As when in Apen ait we blow, 

‘The-breath (though ftrain’d) founds flat and low, 

But if a'trumpét take the blaft, 

I lifts it high, ‘and makes it Iaft ; 

So ia your airs sur nambegs dreft, 

Make a thrill fally from the breaft 

‘Of nymphs, who finging what we penn’d, 

Our paffions to themfetves commend ; 

‘While love, ¥idtotious with thy art, 

Governs at ance their voice and heart. 
You dy the help of tune’ ahd time 

gs make that fong which was but rhyme, 
oy pleading, no man doubts the caule, 

Or queftions verfes fet by Lawes, 

, As'a church-window, thick with paint, 

Lets iit a light but Air and’ faints 

So others with divifion hide * 

The light of fenfe, the poets’s pride ; 

But you alone may truly boat 

‘Thar nor‘a fyllable is loft: 

The writer's and the fettcr’s fkill 

At once the ravith'd ears do fill: 

Let thofe which on!y warble long, 

And gargle in their throats a fong, 

Content themfol¥es with Ut, Re, Mis 

Let words und fenfe be fet by thee, 


XXIIL 
- ‘FO SIR WILLIAM DAVENANT, 
UPON His TWO FIRST BeOKS OF GONDILERT. 
. : ; ‘Writes in weiaes 


‘Tae the wife nightingale that leaves her home, 
Her native wood, when ftornis aiid winter conte, 
Purfuing conflantly the cheeiiul fpring, 

‘Yo forcign proves docs her old mug fring. 


T Tearetneys, 


EPISTLES. 


The drooping Hebrews baridh'd sharps unftrang, 
At Babyion upon the willows hung : - 
Your's founds aloud, and tells us:yop excel 
Ne lefs in courage than im fipging well; 

While unconceru’d you tet your country know 
‘They have impoverith’d themfelvee, not you; 
‘Who with the Mufes’ help can mack thofe fates 
Which threaten kingdoms and diforder ftates. 
So Ovid, when from Ca-far’s rage he fled, 

. ‘he Roman Mufe to Poptus with him led; 
Where he fo fung, that we through Pity’s plafs 
See Nero milder than Auguftus was. 

Hereafter {uch in thy behalf fhall be 

‘Th’ indulgent cenfure of pofterity. 

To barifh thofe who with fuch art can fing, 

Is a rude crime which its own curfe doth bring : 
Ages to come fhall ne'er know how they fought, 
Nor how to love, their prefent youth be taught. 
‘This to thyfelf.—Now to thy matchlefs book, 
Wherein thofe few that can with judgment look, 
May find old love in pure freth language told, 
Like new-ftamp’d coin made out of angel gold; 
Such cruth in loye as th’ antique world did know, 
In fuch a ftyle as ‘courts may boaft of now ; 
Which fio bold tales of geds or montters fwell, 
Bat hunan paffions, fuch as with us dwell. 

Man is thy theme, his virtue or his rage 

Drawn to thé life in each elab’rate page. 

Mars nor Beliona aye not named here, 

But fuch a Gondibert as both might fear : 

Venus had here, and Hebe, been outfhin’d 

By thy Bright Birtha and thy Rofalind. 

Such is tt: happy fikill, and fuch the odds 
Betwixt chy worthies anu the Grecian gods! 3 
Whofe deities si:~ain had here come down, 
Where mortal beauty wears} fov’reign crown 
Such as of ficfh compos'd, by fleifand blood, 
Though not refifted, may be underftood.” * 





XXIV, 

jomy 
WORTHY FRIEND MR. WASE, 
THE TRANSLATOR oe GRATIVS, 


Tuus by the mufic we may know 
When noble wits a-hunting go 
Through groves that on Parnaffus grow, 


The Mufes ali the chafe adorn ; 
My friend on Pegafus is borne; 
And young Apollo winds the horn, 


Having old Gratiusin the wind, 
No pack of critics e’er could find, 
Or he know more of pis qwn mind. 


Here huntfmen with delight may read 
How to choofe dogs for {cent or fpeed, 
4nd hew to change or mend the breed, 


What arms te ufe, or nets te frame, 
Wild beafts to combat or to tame 5° 
; Web all thg anyft’ries of that game. 





EPISTLE, ig 


., But, worthy Friend! the face of war 
- In ancient times doth differ far 
From what gur‘fiery batsles arc. 


Nor is it ke, fince powder known, 
‘That man fo cruel to his own, 
Should fpare the race of beafts alone. 


No quarter now, but with the gun 
Men wait in trees from fun to fun, . 
Ang all is in a moment done. 


And therefore we expe@ your next 
Should be no comment, but a text 
To tell how modern beafts are vext. 


Thus would 1 further yet engage 
Your gentle Mufe to court the age 
‘With fomewhat of your proper rage ; 


Since none does more to Phoebus owe, 


Or in more languages can thew 
‘Thofe arts which you fo carly know. 
“RXV. 
To mis 


WORTHY FRIEND MR. EVELYN, 
UPON MIS TRANSLATION OF LUCRETIUS. 


Lwenerios, (with a ftork-like fate, 
Born and tranflated in a ftate) wn 
Comes to proclaim, in Englith verfe, 
No monarch rules the univerfg 
But chance, and on this All 
In order 
‘Where bodies freely run their courfe, 
‘Without defign, or fate or force 
And this in fuch a ftrain he fings, 
As if his Mufe, with angels’ wings, 

. Had foar’d beyond our utmoft fpheres 
And other worlds difcovered there : 
For his immortal, boundlefs wit, 
To Nature does no bounds permit, 
But boldly bas remov'd thofe bars 
Of heav’n and earth, and feas and ftars, 
By which they were, before fuppos’d, 
By narrow wits to be inclos’d, 
‘Till his free Mufe threw down the pale, 
And did at once difpark them all, ¥ 

So vatt this argument did feem, 
‘That the wife author did eReem ~ 
‘The Roman language (which was fpread 
O’er the whole world, in triumph led) 
A tongue too narraw to unfold 
‘The wonders which he would have told. 
‘This {peaks thy glory, noble Friend ! 
And Britith language does commend ; 
For here Lucretius whole we find, 
His words, his mufic, and his mind. 
‘Thy art has to our country brought 
All that he weit, and all he thought. 
OvM tranflated, Virgil too, 
Shew'd long fince what our tongue sould dos 
as a bd 


Nor Lucan we, nor Horace fpat’d; 
Only Lucretius was too hard: 
Lucretius, like a fort did ftand 
Untoueh’d, till your vidtorious hand 
Did-from his head this garland bear, 
Which now upon your own you wear i 
A garland! made of fuch new bays, 
And fought in fuch untrodcen ways, 
As no man's e’er did crown, 
Save this great author's and your own! 


XXVL 
« TO BIS 
WORTHY FRIEND SIR THO. HIGGINS, 
Upen bit tranflation of 


THE VENETIAN ‘DRIUMPL, 


Tue winged Lion’s § not fo fiegge in fight, 

As Liberi's hand prefents him to our fight ; 

Nor would his pencil make hin half fo tierce, 

Or roar fo loud, as Bufivello’s verte : 

But your tranflation does ail three excel, 

The fight, the piece, and lofty Bufinel. 

As their {mall gailies may not hold compare. 
With our tall thips, whofe fails employ more air ;° 
So does th’ Italian to your genius vail, : 
Mov'd with a fuller and a nobler gale, : 
Thus while your Mufe fpreads the Venetian ftoty, 
You make all Zurope emulate her glory: . 
You make them bluth weak Venice thould defénd: 
“The caufe of Heav'n, while they for Words contend; 
Shed Chriftian blood, and pop’ lous cities rafe, 
Becaufe they're taught to ule fome diffrent phrafe. 
if, lift’ning to your charms, we could our jars 
Compofc, and on the Turk difcharge thefe wars, 
Our Britith arme the facred tomb might wreit 
From Pagan hands, and triumph o’er the Eafts 
And then you might our own high deeds recite, 
And with great Taffo cclebgate the fight, 


XXVIL 
TO A FRIEND. 


OF THE DIFEERENT SUCCESS OF THEIR LOVES. 
Taxtce happy Pair! of whom we cannot know 
Which firft began to love, or loves nioft now ; 
Fair courfe of paffion ! where too lovers fart, “| 
And run together, heart ftill yok’d with heart : 
Succefatul youth! whom Love has taught the way 
To be vidtoriqus in the firft effay. 

Sure love’s an art beft practifed at firft, 

And where th’ experienced ftill profper worft § * 
1 with 2 diffrent fate purfu’d in vain 

The haughty Calia, till myjuft difdain 

Of her negle@, above that paffion borne, 

Did pride to pride oppofe, and {corn to fear. 
Now fhe relents ; but all too late to move 

A beat diredted to a nobler love. 


nT Tae sep of Venice 
Why 


‘se ; 

The fcales are turn’d, her-kindnefs weighs no 
more 

Now, than my vows and fervice did hefore. 

So in fome well wrought hangings you may fee 

How Heétar leads, and how the Grecians flee: 

Here the fierce Mars his courage fo infpires, 

‘That with bold hands the Argive fleet he fires : 

‘But there, from heav'n the blue ey’d virgin falls (x) 

And frighted Troy retires within her walls : 

‘They that are faremoft in that hloady race 

Tura head anon, and give the conqu’rors chafe. 

So like the chances are of love and war, 

‘Phat they alone-in this diftinguith'd are, 

Jn love the victors from the vanquith'd fly ; 

They fly that wound, and they pérfue that die, 


KRVIL 
“TO ZELINDA. 


Fates? piece of welleform’d earth ! 

‘Urge not thus your haughty birth : 

‘The pow'r which you have o’cr us lies 

Not in your race, but in your eyes, 

# None but a Prince !”—Alas! that voice 

Confines you to a narrow choice. 

Should you no honey vow to tafte, 

But what the mafter-bees have plac’d 

In compafs of their cells, how fhiall 

A portion to your fhare would fall? 

Nor all appear, among thofe few, 

Worthy the flock from whence they grew, 

‘The fap which at the root is bred 

dn trees, through all the boughs is fpread; 

But virtues which in parents thine 

"Make not like progrefs through the line. 

*Tis not from whom, but where we live ; 

‘The place does oft’ thofe graces give, 

Great Julius, on the mountains bred, 

A flock perhaps, erd had led, 

He that the world fubdu’d (2), had been 

But the heft wrefller on the green. 

’Tis art and knqwledge which draw forth 

‘The hidden feeds of native worth : 

‘They ify thofe parks, and make them rife 

Into fuch flames as touch the fkies, 

‘To the eld heroes henge was giy’n 

A pedigece which reach’d tu heav’ns 

Of mortal feed they were not held, 

Which other mortals fo excell'd. 

And beauty, tpo, in fuch excels 

As your's “clinda! claims no lef, 

Smile but came, and fhall feorn, 
fenceforth, to be of prices born. 

[ean defcribe the thagy grove 

Where your lov'd mpther flept with Jove, 

And yet exenfe the faultlefs dame, 

Caught with her fpoufe’s thape and name. 

“Vhy mi jefs form will credit bring 

{Fo all the wonders I fhall fing. 
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XXIX. 
TO MY LADY MORTON. 
On neweyear’s day 


AT THE LOUVRE IN PARIS. 


MaApam! new years mayawell expedt to find 

Welcome from you, te whom they are io 
kind; : _ 4 

Still as they pafs they court and {mile on you, 

And make your beauty, as themfelves, feem new. 

To the fair Villars we Dalkeith prefer, 

And faireft Morton now as much to her: 

So like the fun’s advance your titles thew, 

Which as he rifes does the warmer grow. 

But thus to ftyle you Fair, your {ex's praile 
Gives you but myrtle, who may challenge bays, 
From armed foes to bring a Royal prize (1), 
Shews your brave heart viGtorious as your eyes. 
If Judith, marching with the gen’ral’s head, 

Can give us paffion when her ftory’s read, 

What may the living do, which brought away, 

‘Though a lefs bloody, yet 2 nobler prey ; 

Who from our flaming Troy, with a bold hand, 

Snatch’d her fair charge, the Princefs, like a 
brand? yn 3s 

Abrard! preferv’d to warm fome prince's heart, 

And make whole kingdoms take her brother’s (2) 

art. 
So venus; from prevailing Greeks, did throud 
The hovs-of Rome (3), and fav’d him in a cloud, 
This galiant a& may cancel all our rage, 

Begin a betecrt=.nd abfolve this age. 

Dark thades become the pox**yjt of our time ; 

Here weeps Misfortune, and™°hcre triumphs 
Crime! 

Let him that draws it hide the reft in night ; 

This portion only may endure the light, 

Where the kind nymph, changing her faultlefe 
fhape, . ~ 

Becomes unhandfome, handfomely to ‘fcape, 

When through the guards, the river, and the fea, 

Faith, Beauty, Wit, and Courage, made their way. 

As the brave eagle does with forrow fee 

The foreft walted, and that lofty tree 

Which holds her neft about to be o’erthrown, 

Before the feathers of her young are grown, 

She will not leave them, nor fhe cannot ftay, 

But bears them boldly on her wings away : 

So fled the dame, and o’er the ocean bore 

Her princcly burden to the Gallic thore, 

Bor the ftorms of war, this Royal Fair, 

Produe’d like lightning in tempefueus air, 

Though now the fies her native ifle, (Jefs kind, 

Tefs fafe for her than either fea or wind !) 

Shall, when the bloffom of her beauty’s blown, 

Sce her great brother on the Britith throne ; 

Where Peace thal! {mile, and no difpute arife, 

But which reles mcft, his {ceptre, or her eyes, 
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XXX, . 
TO A FAIR LADY, 


PLAYING WITH A SNAKE. 


Srraxae! that fuch yprror and fuch grace 
Should dwell togetheftn one place ; 
Anefury’s atm, an angel's face ! : 


Tis mnocence and youth which makes 
Tn Chloris’ fancy fach mtiftakes 
To ftart at love, and play with Snakes, 


By this and by her coldnefs barr’d, 
Her fervants have a tafk too hard: 
The tyrant has a double guard : 


‘Thrice happy fnake! that in her fleevé 
May boldly creep; we dare not give 
Our thoughts fo unconfin’d a leave. 


Contented in that neft of fhow 
He lies, as he his blifs did know, s 
And to the wood no more would go. 


‘Take heed, fair Eve! you do not make 
Another tempter of this Snake : 
A marble onc fo warm’d would fpeak. 


XXXIL 


ranrovaieTO my LORD PROTECTOR, 
* Of the profeat groatnefs, and Joint intereft 


‘OF M18 HIGHNESS, AND THIS NATION) 


“Waite with a ftrong and yet a gentle hand, 
You bridle faétion, and our hearts command, 
Proteét us from ourfelves, and from the foe, 

Make us unite, and make us conquer too ; 


Let partial fpirits Mill aloud complain, 

‘Think themfelves injur’d that they cannot reign 
Aad own no liberty but where they may 
‘Without control upon their fcllows prey. 


Above the waves as Neptutte fhew’d his face, 
To chide the winds, and fave the Trojan race, 
So has your Highnefs, rais’d above the reft, 
Storms of ambition tofling us repreit. 


Your drooping cotintry, torn with Civil hate, 
Reftor'd by you, is made a glorious ftate ; 
The feat of empire, where the Irith come, 
And the unwilling Scots to fetch their doom. 


The fea’s our own : and now all nations greet, 
‘Wd bending fails, each veffel of our fleet. 
Your ’pow’ nds as far as winds can blow, 
Or fwell upon the globe may go. 











483 
Heav’n, (that hath plic’d this iffand to give law, 
To balance Europe, and its ftates to awe} , 


In this conjunction dorh on Britain fmile, 
The greateft leader, and the greateft ifle! 


Whether this portion of the world were rent, 
By the-rude ocean, from the continent, 

Or thus created, it was fure defign’d 

To be the facred refuge of mankind. 


Hither th’ oppteffed fhall hénceforth refort, 
Juftice to crave, and fuccour at your court ; 
And then your Highnefs, not for ours alone, | 
But for the world’s Protector, fhall be knowa, 


Fame, fwifter than your winged navy, flies 
‘Through ev'ry land chat near the ocean lies. » 
Sounding your name, and telling dreadful news 
To all that piracy and rapine ufe. 


With fuch a chief the meaneft nation bleft, 
Might hope to lift her head above the reft. 
What may be thought impoflible to do 

By us embraced by the fea and you? 


Lords of the world's great wafte, the ocean wa 
Whole forefts fend to reign upon the fea, 

And ev'ry coaft may trouble or reliewe ; 

But none can vifit us without your leave, 


Angels and we have this prerogative; 

That none can at our happy fests arrive ; 
While we defcend, at pleafure, to invade 7 
‘The bad with vengeance, and the good to aid. 


Our little world, the image’of the great, 

Like that amidf the boundlefs ocean fet, 

Of her own growth hath all that Nature craves, 
And all that’s rare, as uibute from the waves, 


As Egypt does not on the cloyds rely, 

But to the Nile owes more than to the fly; 
So what our carth and what our heav'n denies 
Our ever conftant friend, the fea, fupplics. 


The tafte of hot Arabia's {pice we know, 

Free from the fcorching fan that makes Pyrow ¢ 
Without the worm, in Perfiaa filks we thine ; - 
And, without planting, drink of cv’ry-vine. ~ 


To dig for wealth we weary not our limbs; 
Gold, though the heavieft metal, hither fwims, . 
Ours is the harveft where the Indians mow ; 
We plough the deep, and reap what others fow, 


Things of the nobleft kind our own foil breeds 5 

Stout are out men, and warlike are our fteeds, * 

Rome, though her Eagle through the world had- 
flown, 

Could never make this ifland all her own. ; 


Here the Third Edward, and the Black Prince: 
too, £33 

France-conqu’ring Henry flourifh'd, and now you x 

For whem we fay’d, as did the Grecian ttate. 

Till Alexander came te urge their fate, 


Hh ij 


am. 
‘When for mofe worlds the Macedunian cry'd, 
He wift"not Thetis in her lap did hide 
Another yet; a world referv'd for you, 

‘Yo make more great than that he did fubdue. 


‘He fafely might old troops to battle lead, 
Againft th’ unwarlike Perfian and the Medc, 
Whole hafty dight did, from a bloodlefs field, 
More fpoils than honour to the victor yicld. 


A race unconquer'd, by their clime made bold, 
‘The Caledpnians, azm’d with want and cold, 
Have, by a fate indulgent to your fame, 

Seen from all ages kept for you tettame. 


Whom the old Roman wall fo ill confin’d, 
With anew chain of garrifons yot bind : 

ere foreign gold no more fhall make them come; 
Our Englifh iron holds them faft at home. 


‘They that henceforth muit be content ro know 
No warmer region than the hills of fnow, 

May blame the fua, but muft extol your grace, 
‘Which in our fenate hath allow'd them place. 


Preferr'd by cohqueft, happily o’erthrown, 
Falling they rife, to be with us made one. 

So kind Dictators made, when they come home, 
Their vanquith'd fees free citizens of Rome. 


Like favour find the frifh, with like fate 
Advanc'd to be a portion of our ftate ; 

While by your valour and your bounteous mind, 
Nations, divided by the fea, are join’d. 


Holland, to gain your friendthip, is content 
"fo bewur outgnard on the Continent + 

She from her fellow-provinces would go, 
‘Rather than hazard to have you her foe, 


Yn our Jate fight, when cannons did diffufe, 
Preventing pofts, the terror.and the news, 
Our neighbour prinées trembled at their rear; 
But our conjunction makes them tremble more, 


Your never-failing fword made war to cease, 
a heal us with the acts of peace ; 
‘with bounty and with awe engage, 
Alon, and reftrain our rage. 





Lefs pleafure take brave minds in battles won, 
‘Than in reftoring furch as are undone, 

‘Vigers have courage, and the rngged hear, 
But man alone can, whom he conquers, fpare. 


To pardon willing, and to punifh loath, 
You trike with one hand, but you heal with both, 
Lifting up all thar proftrate fie, you grieve 

‘ou cannot make the dead-again to live. 


‘When Fate or error had our age mifled, 

And o’er this nation fuch confufion fpread,. 

"Fhe only cure which could from Heav'n come 
down 

‘Was fo much pow'r and piety in one! 


One! whofe extra@ion from an ancicnt line 
‘Gives hope again that well-born men may dhinc. 





EPISTLES. 


The meaneftin your nature, mild and geod, 
The nobleft reft fecured in your blood. 


Oft’ have we wonder’d haw you hid in peace 
A mind proportion’d to fuch things as thefe ; 
How fuch a raling fp’rit you could reftrain, 
And practife fir over yourfelf to reign. | 


Your private life did a juft pattern give a 
How fathers, hufbands, pious fons, thould livs 
Born to command, your princely virtues fleft, 
Like humble David's, while the flock he kept : 


But when your troubled country call’d you forth, 
Your flaming courage and your matchlefs worth, 
Dazzling the eyes of all that did pretend, 

Yo fierce contention gave a profp’rous end. 


Still as you rife, the ftate exalted too, 

Finds no diltemper while ’tis chang’d by you : 

Chang’d like the world’s great fcenc! when, 
without noife, 


The rifing fun night’s vulgar lights deftroys, 


Had you, fome ages paft, this race of glory 
Run, with amazement we fhould read your ftory ; 
But living virtue, all achievements paft, 

Meets envy itil to grapple with at lait, 


This Caefar found ; and that ungrateful age, 
With lofing him, went back to blood and rage ; 
Mittaken Brutus thought to break their yoke, 
But cutznt”ond of union with that ftroke. 


‘That fun ong mh vrokence ge flars 
Gave a dim hight to violence aS yyars ; 
‘To fuch a tempeft as now threatens all, , 
Did not your mighty arm prevent the fall. 








, 

If Rome’s great fenate could rot wield that fword, 

Which of the conquer’d world had made them Jord, 

What hope had ours, while yet their pow’r was 
new, 

To rule victorious armies but by you? 


You! that had taught them to fubdue thcir foes, 
Could order teach, aad their bigh fp'rits compote; 
‘Yo ev'ry duty could their minds engage, 

Provoke their courage, and command their rage. 


So when a lion fha&es his dreadful mane, 

And angry grows, if he thar firft took pain 

‘Yo tame his youth approach the haughty: heat, 
He bends to him, but frights away the reft. 


As the vex’d world, to find repofe, at laft 
itfelf into Auguus’ arms did caft ; 

So England now does, with like toil oppreft, 
Her weary head upon your bofom reft. 


‘Then let the Mufes, with fuch notes as thefe, 
Inftru& us what belongs unto our peace. - 
Your battles they hercafter fhall endite, 

And draw the image of our Mars in fight : ~ 


Tell of towns Rorm’d, of armies gun, 
And mighty kingdoms by your conduét wor : 


HPISTLES: 


How, while you thunder'd, clouds of duft did choke 
Contknding troops; ahd feas lay hid in frioke: 


Mluftrious as high raptures do infufe, 


And ev'ry conqueror creates a Mafe. 


Here, in Jow ftrains, yqur milder deeds we fing { 
But there, my Lord! we'll bays and olive bring,’ 


crown your head ; While yoir in triumph ride 
OW vanquith’d nations, and the fea befide; 
‘Whilgll your neighbour princes unto you, 
Like Jofeph's theaves, pay reverence, and bow. 


XXXII. 


TO THE KING, 


UPON HIS MAJESTY’S HAPPY RETURN. 


‘Tue, rifitlg fun complies with our weak fight, . 

Firft gilds the clouds, then fhews his globe of light 

At fuch a diftance from our eyes, as though 

He knew what harm his hafty beams would do. 
But your {ull majefty at once breaks forth 

In the meridian of your reign. Your worth, 

Your youth, and all the fplendor of your ftate, 

(Wrapp'd up, till now, in clouds of adverfe fate!) 

With fuch a flood of Jight invade our eyes, 

And our fpread hearts with fo great joy furprife, 

"That if your grace incline that we fhould live, 


You mut not, Sir! too haftily forgiv: 
Our guilt preferves us from th’ excgff'of joy, 
Which featters fpiritgs and wo! fe deftroy. 


All are cnc ln faulty land, 
Like fainting Effher, does before you ftand, 


Watching your fceptre. The revolting fea 
‘Trembles to think fhe did your foes obcy. 

Great Britain, like blind Polypheme, of late, 
In a wild rage became the fcorn and hate 
‘©f her proud neighbours, who began to think 
She with the weight of her own force would fink. 
But you are come, and all their hopes are vain; 
‘This Giant Ifle has got her eye again. 

Now the might fpare the ocean, and oppofe 
Your conduét to the fierceft of her foes. 
Naked, the Graces guarded you from ail 
Dang«rs abroad, and now your thunders fhall. 
Princes that faw you diff’rent paffions prove, 
Vor now they dread the object of their love, . 
Nor without envy can behold his height, 
Whofe converfation was their late delight. 

So Semele, contented with the rape 

Of Jove, difguifed in a mortal fhape, 

‘When fhe beheld his hamds with lightning fill’d, 
And his bright rays, was with amazement kill’d. 
And though it be our forrow and our crime 

‘To have accepted life fo long a time 

‘Without you here, yet docs this abfence gain 

No {mall advantage to your prefent rcign : 

For having view'd the perfons and the things, 
‘Thecouncils, tate, and ftrength of Europe’: kings, 
Youu your work ; ambition to reftrain, 

And fer bounds, a3 Heav'n does to the main. 





‘We have you now with tiling wifdom raugly 

Not fuch as. béoke, but duich as pradlice tam 

So the loft.fun, while leaft by us enjoy’d, 

1s the whole night for our concern employ’d : 

He ripens fpices, fruits, and precious gums, 

Which from remotelt regiotis hither cories. , 
‘This feat of your’s (from th’ thet wotld tee 

mov'd) Gaivawee ad 
Had Atchimedes kuowr, he might have prow’d 





| His engine’s force fix’d here. Yoyrpow'rand ikilf 


Make the world’s motion wait upon your will. 
Much fuff’ring Monarch! the firft -Englithe 
born : 
‘That has the crewh of thefe thrée ations worn 
How has your patience, with the barb’rous rag¢ 
OF your own foil, contended half an age! 
Till (your try'd virtue and your facred word, 
At laft preventing your unwilling fword) 
Armies and fletts which kept you out fo long, . 
Own’d their great Sov'reign, arid redrefs’d his 
wrong. : 
When ftraight the people, by nd force compell’d, * 
Nor longer frorti their inclination held, 
Break forth at once, like poder fet dn fire, 
And, with a noble rage, their King tequire. 
So th’ injue’d fea, which from her wented courfe; 
To gain fome acres; avarice did force, 
If the new banks; neglected once, decay, 
No longer will from her old channel fay 3 
Raging, the late-got land. the overflows, 
And all that’s built upon’t to ruin goes. 
Offenders now, the chiefelt, do begin 
To fttive for grace, arid expiate their fin, 
All winds blow fuir that did the world embroil 3 
Your vipers treacle yield, and fcorpions oil. 
if then fuch praife the Macedonian (a) got, 
Fort having rndely cut the Gordian knot, 
What glory’s due to him that could divide 
Such ravell’d int’refts? has he knot unty’d, 
And without ftroke fo fmooth a paffage made, 
Where Craft and Malice fuchgmpeachmenhts laid; © 
Bat while we praife you, you afcribe it all 
To his high hand which threw the untotich’d walt 
Of felf-demolith’d Jerichd fo low: 
His angels ‘twas that did Before fou go, 
Tam’d favage hearts, and made affe@ions. yield, 
Like earsof corn when wind falutes the field. 
‘Thns, patience-crown’d, like Job's, your trouble 
ends, a ° : 
Having your foes to pardbn and yous frierids : 
Fort though yout cotirage were fo firm 4 rock, 
‘What private vittue could endute the fhotk ? 
Like your Great Mafter, you the Rorm withitood, 
And pity’d thofe who love with frailty thew’d. 
Rude Indians, tort’ring all their royal race, 
Him with the throne dnd dear-bought feeptré 
grace : 
That fuffers beft. What region cotild be found, 


-| Where your heroic head had not been crown’d 


The next experience of your mighty mind 
Is, how you coitibat Fortune, now fhe’s kind, 
And this way, teo, you are vidtoriows found 
She flatters with the fame fuccelfs fhe frown’dy 


(3) Alexanders 


: Hh fi 


aid. ‘ 
+ While to-yourtelf fevere, to others kind, 
‘With pow’r unbounded and a wi!! confin’d, 
‘Of this vaft empire you ppffefs the care, 
"The fofter parts fall to the people's fharc. 
Safcty and equal government are things 
Which fubjects make as happy as their kings. 
Faith, Law, and Piety, (that banith’d train !) 
Juftice and Frith, with yoursturn again. 
“fhe city’s trade, and country’s ealy life, 
5 ae more fhalt flourith without fraud or {trife. 
ur reign uo lefs affures the ploughman’s peace, 
"Than the warm fun advances his increase; 
“ And does the shepherds as fecurcly keep, 
From alt their fears, as they prefer've their theep. 
But, above all, the mule-infpired train 
‘Yriumph, and raife their drooping heads again : 
Kind Heav’n at once, has, in your perfon, fent 
“fheir facred judge, their guard, and argument. 


sere 


Nee mags ex:veffi vultus per ahcnen fignay 
tocar yor Vadis Opud Houtes, amimuique, Virusura 


Clarorun wpparentee— BOR, 


XXXII. 
TO YHE QUEEN, 
VroN ER MAJESTY’s BIRTH-DAY, 


After" ber bappy recovery from a dangerous frcknifi- 


Farrwent the ycat which threaten’d fo 
“Che faireft hght the world can fhew. 
Wedtome the new ! whofe ev'ry day, 
Reftoriug what wad fnatch'd away 
By pining ficknefs frony the fair, 
“rhat matchlefs beauty does repair 
So faft, that the approaching fpring, 
¢Which docs to. dow’ry meadows bring 
What the rude winter from them tore; 
Shall give her all the daé before, 
. But we recover net fo faft, 
‘The fenfe of fuch a danger paft : 
‘We that efteem’d you fent from heayn, 
A pattern to this idend giv’n, 
"Yo shew us what the blels'd de there, 
and what alive they pradtis’d here, 
‘When that which we immortal thought, 
We faw fo near deftrud@tion brought, 
Felt aH which you did then endure, 
And tremble yet as not fecure 
So though the fin victorious be, 
Aad from a dark eelipfe fet free, 
“rhe influence, whieh we fondly fear, 
Afflias our thoughts the following year. 
But that which may relieve oar cave 
Js, that you have a help fo near 
For ali the evil you can prove, 
The kindnets of your royal love : 
He that was never known to moarn, 
So many kingdoms frum him torn, 
His tears relerv’d for you, more dear, 
More priz’d than all thole kingcoms were ! 
For when no healing art prevail’d,; 
When cosdials and clixizs fail’d, . 
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On your pale cheek he dropp’d the thow’r 
Reviv'd you likea dying flow’r. 


XXXIV. 
TO THE DUCHESS OF ORLEANS, 


When foe was Wing leave of 


“SHE COURF AT DOVER. 


‘Tua fun of beauty did among us rife : 

England firft faw the light of your fair eyes: 

In Englifh, too, your early wit was fhewn > 

Favour that language, which was then your own, 

When, though a child, through guards you made 
your way © 

What flect or army could an angel ftay ? 

‘Thrice happy Britain! if the could retain 

Whom fhe firft bred within her ambient main. 

Our late burne E.ondon, in apparel new, 

hook off her afhes to have treated you: 

But we mutt fee our glory fnatch’d away, 

And with warm tears mcreafe the guilty fea: 

No wind can favour us; howe’er.it blows,’ 

We muft be wreck’d, and our dear treafure lofe f 

Sighs wiil not let us half our forrow tell— 

Fair, lovely, great, amd bef of nymphs, farewell 


XXXYV. 
‘0 A LADY, 


> 

From whom be recived the Copy Nth Poem, intituled, 
Of a Tree cut in Paper, which for many yeurs bad 
been lef 






Notun lics hid from radiant eyes ; 
All they fubdue become their fpies. 
Secrets, as choiceft jewels, are 
Prefented to oblige the fair + 
No wonder, then, that a toft thought 
Should there be found where fouls are caughs. 

‘The piGure of fair Venus, (that 
For which men fay the goddefs fat) 
‘Was lott, till Lely from your look 
Again that glarious image took. 

if virtue’s felf were loft, we might 
From your fair mind new copics write. 
All things but one you can reftore ; 
“Phe heart you get retarus fo morc. 


XXXVL 
TO MR. KILLEGREW; 


Upon his altering bis Play, Pandora,from a Trage'y 
tuto a Gomedly, Lecaufe not approved on the Stages 





Ssx! you fhould rather teach our age the way 
Gt judging well, than thus liave ¢ @ your 
ply: 
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+ ‘ou had oblig'd us by employing wit 


Not to reforms Pandora, but Ps 

For as the nightingale, without the threng 

‘Of other birds, ae attends her fong, 

While the loud daw, his threat difplaying, draws 
1The whale affembly of hisfellow-daws; 

3o muft the writer whgfe productions fhould 
‘Vake with the vulgar 3@® of vulgar mould ; 
‘Wilft nobler fancies make a fiight too high 

For ommon view, and keflen as they fly. 


XXXVI. 
TO A FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR, 
A PERSON GF HONOUR, 
Who lately writ a religious book, insituled, Hiflorical 


Applications, and. Occafonal Meditatiensy upan fem 
veral Subjedls, 


rand S 
Boxy is the man that dares engage 
For Piety in fuch an age ! 2 


‘Who can prefume to find a gward 

From fcorn, when Heav'n’s fo little fpar’d ? 
Divines are parden’d ; they defend 

Altars on which their lives depend ; 

But the profane impatient are, 

‘When nobler pens make this their care ; 
For why fhould thefe let in a beam, > 


* Of divine light to trouble them, 
And call in doubt th-ir pr tera 


‘That none beligyw vue we are taught? 
High birth and tortune warrant give 
"hac fuch men write what they believe ; 
And, feeling firfk what they endite, 
New credit give to ancient light, 
Amongfi thefe few, our author brings 
‘iis well-known pedigree from kings, 
"This book, the image of his mind, 

Wiit make his name not hard to find : 

1 wish the throng of preat and good 
Made it lefs cas’Jy underftood ! 


XXXVUI 
‘TO A PERSON OF HONOUR, 


Upon vis incomparable, incomprebenfible Poems, intituled, 
The Britife Princes 


fir! you've oblig’d the Britifh nation more 
“shan ai) their bards could ever do before, 
Anc at your own charge monuments as hard 
Asbrafs or marble to your fame have rear'd : 
For a all warlike nations take delight 

“Vo hear how their brave anceitors could fight, 
You have advane'd to wonder their renown, 
And . oles vittuoully improv'd your own; 
"hat ’cw!' be deubtiul whether you de write, 
Or they hay, -Sed at a nobler leigh, 





t p. 


‘You of your ancient princes have retrievd = 
More thari the ages knew in which they liv’d; 
Explain’d their caftoms and their rights anew, 
Better than all their Druids cver knew; 
Unriddled thofe dark otactes as well 





For as the Britons long have hop’d in vaip, 

Arthur would come to govern them again, 

You have fulfill'd that prophecy alone, 

And in your poem plac’d him on his throne. 

Such magic pow’r has youc prodigious pert 

To raife the dead, and give new life to met, 

Make rival princes meet in arms, and love 

Whom diftant ages did fo far remowe : 

For as eternity has neither paft 5 

Nor future, authors fay, nor firft nor laft, 

But is all inftant, your eternal muge 

Al) ages can to any one reduce, 

‘Then why fhould you, whofe miracles of art 

Can life at pleafure to the dead impart, 

‘Trouble in vain your better-bufied head a 

T’ obferve what times they liv’d in, of Wwete 
dead! * 

For fach you have, fuch arbitrary pow’r, 

It were defe2 in judgment to go low'r, 

Or ftvop to things fv pitifully lewd, 

As ufc to take the vulgar latitude : = 

For no man's fit to read what you have writ, 

‘That holds not fome proportion with your wit = 

As light can no way but by light appear, 

He mutt bring fenie that underftands it here, 


XXKXIX, 
TO CHLORIS, 
. 


Curoris! what’s eminent, ve know 
Mutt for fome caufe be valu'd fo : 
Things without ufe though they be geod, 
Are not by us fo underfided, . 
The early rofe, made to difplay 

Her binthes to the youthful May, 

Doth yield her fweets, fince he is fair, 
And courts her with a gentle air. 

Onr ftars do thew their excellence 

Not by their light, but influence : 

When brighter comets, fince. ftill knows, 
Fatal to all, are lik'd by none. 

So your admired beauty fill 

Is, by effects, made good ur ill. 


XL. 
TO THE KING. 


Great Sir! difdain not in this piece to ftand 
Supreme commander both of fea and land. 
rhole which inhabit the celeftial bow'r, 

ef with emblews of their pow’r; 


, 





, 


+ 
His club Aicides, Phebus has his bow, 
Jove has his thunder, and your navy you. 
‘But-your great providence no colours here 
Can reprefent, nor pencil draw that care 
‘Which keeps you waking to fecure our peace, | 
‘The nation’s glory, and our trade’s increafe : 
You for thefe ends whole days in council fit, 
And the diverfions of your youth forget. 
Small were the'worth of valour and of force, 
If your high wifdom govern‘d not their courfe : 
"You asthe foul, as the firft mover you, 
‘Vigour and life on ev'ry part beftow : 
How ta build fhips, and dreadful ord’nance caft, 
Inftrudt the artifts, and reward thei: hafte. 
So Jove himfelf, when Typhon heav’n does 
brave, 
Defcends to vifit Vulcan’s fmoky cave, 
Teaching the brswny Cyclops how to frame 
His thunder, mix’d with terror, wrath, and 
flame, 
Had the old Greeks difcover’d your abode, 
Crete had not been the cradle of their god + 
On that {mall ifland they had look’d with fcorn, 
And id great Britain thought the thund’rer 
orn, 


Ny 
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EPISTLE? 


XLI.. 
TO THE DUCHESS, 
When be prefenteda 
‘THIS BOOK TO HER ROVAL HIGUNESS. 


Mapas! I here prefent you with the rage, 
And with the beauties of a fermer age, 
‘Wihing you may with as gr€at pleafure view 
‘This, as we take in gazing upon you. 
‘Thus we writ then; your brighter eyes infpir. 
A nobler flame, and raife our genius high’r. 
While we your wit and early knowledge fear, 
‘To our productions we become fevere 

Your matchlefs beauty gives our fancy wing, 
Your judgment makes us careful how we fing. 
Lines not compos'd, as heretofore, in hatte, 
Polith’d like marble, fhall like marble laft, 
And make you through as many ages thine 

As Taffo has the heroes of your line. 

Though other names our wary writers ufe, 
You are the fubjeét of the Britifh Mufe : 
Dilating mifchief to yourfelf unknown, 

Men write, and dic of wounds they dare not owmg 
So the bright fun burns all our grafs away, 
While it means nothing but to give us day, 











i 
« SONG. 


Swray, Phabus! flay; 

The world to which you fly fo fi, 
Conveying day 

From us to them, can pay your hafte 

With no fach object, nor Salute your rife 
With no fuch wonder as De Mornay’s eyes 


‘Well does this prove 

‘The error of thofe antique books 

Which made you move 

About the world : her charming looks 
‘Would fix your beams, and make it #fcr ady, 
Did not the rolli th thatch be away, 





lia 
SONG. 


Sav, lovely Dream! where couldit thou find 
Shades to counterfeit that fuce ? 

Colours of this glorious kind = 
Come not from any mortal place, 


In: heav'n itfelf thou fare wert dreft 
With that angel-like difguife : 
‘Thus deluded him } bleft, 

And fee my joy with clofed eyes. 


But, ah! this image is too kind 
Yo be other than a dream : 

Cruel Sachariffa’s mind 

Never put on that fweet extreme ! 


Tair Dream! if thou intend’i me grace, 
Change that heav’nly face of thine; ° 
Paint defpis'’d love in thy face, 

And make itt’ appeg like mine. 


Pale, wan, and meagre, let it look, 
‘With a pity-moving fhape, 
Such as wander by the brook 

Of Lube: or from graves efcape. 


Then to that a*-hlefs nymph appear, 
In whofe ee tho. thine fo; 


Softly in her Deeping ear, 
With humble words exprefs my woe. 


Perhaps from greatnefs, tate, and pride, 
Thus furprifed fhe may fall : 

Sleep docs difproportion hide, 

And, death-refembling, equals all, 


i. 
SONG, 


Peace, babbling Mefe! 

I dare not fing what yor endites" 

Her eyes refufe 7 
To read the paffton which they write s 
She ftrikes my lute, but if it found, 
Threatens to hurl it on the ground ; Fy 
And I no lefs her an; a ad 

‘Than the poor feigns him 
While fome fierce lion does emibrace — 
His breathlefs corpfe, and lick his face + 
Wrapp’d up in filent fear he Jies, 
Torn all in pieces if he cries. 


Iv. 
SONG, 


os 
Cutonts! farewell; ¥ now mutt go, 
For if with thee I longer ftay, : 
‘Thy eyes prevail upon me fo, 
T fhall prove blind, and lofe my- way. 
ue 
Fame of thy beauty and thy youth, 
Among the reft, me hither brought = 
Finding this fame fall short of truth, 
Made me fay longer than I thought: 
It. 
For I'm engag’d by word and oath, 
A fervant to another’s will : 
Yet for thy love Vd forfeit both, 
Could I be fure to keep it till. 
Iv. 
But what affurance can I take, 
When thou, foreknowing this sbufe 
For fome mare worthy fover's fake, 
May’ft leave me with fo juft excufe} 








vw 
Yor thou may’ft fay, "twas nat thy fault 
‘That thou didft thus inconftant prove, 
Being by my example taught 
‘To break thy oath to mend, thy love, 


VI. 


> No, Chloris! no : I will return 


And raife thy ftory to that height, 


’ ‘That ftrangers fhall at diftance burn, 


And the diftruft me reprobate. 


Vil. 
Then fhall my love this doube difplace, 
And gain fuch truft, that I may cogic 
And banquet fometimes on thy face, 


* But make my conftant meals at home. 


Vv. 
SONG TO FLAVIA. 


ore mae 
"Tis not your beauty can engage 
My wary heart; 
"The fun, in all his pride and rage, 
His not that art; 
And yet he fines as bright as you, 
If brightnefs could our foul fubduc, 

Ie 

*Tis not the pretty things you fay, 
Nor thofe you write, 


| ‘Which can make Thryfis’ heart your prey : 


For that delight, 
"The graces of a well-taught mind 
In fome of our own fex we find. 

: . mi. 
No, Flavia! ‘tis your love J fear; 
Love’s furett darts, 
Thofe which fo feldom fail him, are 
Headed with hearts @ 
"Their very fhadows make us yield ; 
Diffemble well, and win the field, 


Vi 
SONG. 


Beaoxn the brand of Beauty tuft! 

See how the motion does dilate the flame ! 
Delighted Love his fpoils docs boaft, 

And triumph in this game. $ 


+ Fire, to no place confin’d, 


Js both our wonder and our fears 
Moving the mind, 
As light’ning hurled through the air. 


High heav'n the glory does incrcafe 

Of all her fhining lamps this artful way 3 
‘The fua in figures, fuch as thele, 

Jeys with the moon to play + 

*ro the fweet ftrains they advance, 

‘Which do refult from their.own ipheres, 
As this nymph’s dance 

Moves with the numbcts which fhe hears, 


49% SONGS 


Vit. 
SONG. 


Waite 1 liften to thy voice, 
Chloris, I feel my life decay ; 
That pow’rful noife 

Calls my fleeting foul away. 

Oh ! fupprefa that-magic found, 


Which deftroys withouta wound. 


Peace, Chloris! peace! our finging die, 
That together you and I hi 
To heav’n may go; 

For all we know 


“Of what the bleffed do above, 


Is that they fing, and that they love. 


Vil. 
sone. 


Go, lovely Rofe ! 

Tell her that waftes her time and me, 
‘That now the knows, 

When I refemble her to thee, 

How fwect and fair the feems to be. 


Tell her that’s young, 

And fhuns to have her graces {py"d, 
‘That had thou fprung 

In deferts where no men abide, 
Thou muft have uncommended dy'’d, 







Small orth 3 
Of beauty fr the light retir’d: 
Bid her come fot 


Suffer herfelf to be de 
And not bluth fo to be admir’d. 


Then die! that fhe 

The common fate of all things rare 
May read in thee, 

How fmall a part of time they fhare 
That are fo wondrous {weet and fair! 


Ix. 
¢ SUNG BY 
MRS. KNIGHT, TO HER MAJESTY 
ON BER BIRTHDAY. 


‘Tis happy day two lights are {een 

A glorious Saint, a tuatchiefs Queen; 
Both nam'd alike, both crown’d appear, 
The faint above, th’ infanta here. 
May all thofe years which Catharine 
‘The martyr did for heav’n refign, 
Be added to the line 

Of your bleft life among ts here! 
For ali the pains that the did feel, 
And all the torments of her wheel, 
May you as many pleafures fhaze 
May Heav'n itfelf content 

With Catharine the Saint! 

Without appearing old, 

Au bundred times may you, 

With eyes as bright as now, 

This welcoate day behold: 








~ PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 
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PROLOGUE FOR THE LADY-ACTORS, 


SPOKEN BEFORE K. CRARLES 1. 


Anaze us pot with that majeftic frown, 
But lay afide the greatnefs of your crown! 
And for that look which does your people awe, 
‘When in your throne and robes you give them law, 
Lay it by here, and give a gentler fmile, 
Such as we fee great Jove’s in picture, while 
He liftens to Apollo's charming lyre, 
Or judges of the fongs he docs infpire. 
Comedians on the ftage thew all theig At, 
- And after do as Love and Fortune 
We are lefa careful, hid in this dv°Zilife ; 
In our own clethes yay folis and more wife. 
. Modeft at homes“foon the flage more bold, 
‘We feet warm lovers, though our breatts be cold: 
A fault committed here deferves no fcorn, 
Hf wead well the parts to which we're born, 





M. 
PROLOGUE 


TO THE MaID's TRAGEDY, 


Scance fhould we have the boldnefs to pretend 
So long renown’d a tragedy to mend, 
Had not already fome deferv'd your praife 
With like attempt. Of all our elder plays 
This‘and Philafter have the loudeft fame : 
Great are their faults, and glorious is their flame. 
In hoth our Englifh genius is exprefs'd; 
Lofty ail bold, but acgligently drets'd. 

Above our neighbours our conceptions ares 
But faultlefs writing is th’ effe@ of care, 
Our lines reform’d, and not compos’d in hafte, 
Polifh'd like marble, would like marble laf. 
But as the prefent, fo the laft age writ : 
In both we find like negligence and wit. 
Wersawe but lufs indulgent to our faults, 
And pitwe had to custivate our thoughts, 

~ 
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Our mufe would flourith, and a nobler tage = 
Would honour this than-did the Grecian Rage. 
Thus fays our author, not content to fee 
‘That others write as carelefsly as he; 
‘Though he pretends not to make things complete, 
Yet, to pleafe you, he'd have the poets fweat.  ~ 
In this old play, what's new we have expreft 
In rhyming verfe, diftinguith’d from the reft; 
That as the Rhone its hafty way does make 
(Not mingling waters) through Geneva’s lake, 
So having here the diffrent ftyles in view, 
You may compare the former with the newe 
Jf we Jefs rudely fhall the knot untic, 
Soften the rigour of the tragedy, 
And yet preferve each perfon’s charactem, 
‘Then to the other this you may prefer, 
"Tis left to you: the boxes and the pit 
Are fov'reign judges of this fort of wit. 
In other things the knowing artift may 
Judge better than the people ; but a plap, 
(Made for delighg, and for no other ufe) 
If you approve it not, has no excufe,, 


© 
ul. 


EPILOGUE 


TO THE MAID’s TRAGEDY 
Spoten by the Kings 


Tue fierce Melantius was content, you ice, 

The King fhonld live; be not more fierce ¢han he: 
Too long indulgent to {o rude a time, ; 
When love was held fo capital a crimegy 

‘That a crown’d head could no compaffion find, 
But dy’d—becaufe the killer had been kind ; 

Nor is’t lefs range fuch mighty wits as thofe 
Should ufe a ftyle in tragedy like profe, 
Well-founding verfe, where princes tread the ftage, 
Should fpeak their virtue, or defcribe their rage. 
By the loud trumpet, which our courage aids, 

We learn that found, as well as fenfe, perfuades ¢ 
And verfes are the potent charms we ule, 

Hervic thonghts and virtue to infule, 


ww 
When next we act this tragedy again, 
Wolefe you like the change, we fhall be flain. 
"The indocent Afpafia’s life or death, 
Amintor’s too, depends upon your breath. 
¥xcefs of love was heretofore the caufe ; 
Now # we die, ’tis want of your epplauic. 


We 
EPILOGUE 


TO TRE MAID’s TRAGEDY. 


Defigned upon the firft alteration of the Play, when the 
King only was left alive. 


Asraws bleeding on the flage does lie, 
Lo thew you REL és the Maid’s Tragedy. 


PROLOGUES ANP EPILOGUES, 


The fierce Melantius was content, you fee, 

The king fhould live : be not more fierce than he ; - 

Too long indulgent to fo rude a time, 

‘Wher love was held fo capital a crime, 

‘That a crown’d head could no compaflion find, 

But dy’d—becaufe the killer had been kind ! 

This better natur’d poet had repriev’d 

Gentle Amintor too, had he believ’d 

‘The fairer fex his pardon could approve, 

Who to ambition facrific'd his Jove. 

Afpafia he has fpar’d; but for her wound, 

(Negleéted love!) there could no falve be found. 
When next we att this tragedy again, 

Unlefs you like the change, I muft be flain, 

Excefs of love was heretofore the caufe ; 

Now if I die, *tis want of your applanfa, 


EPIGRAMS, EPITAPHS, Be. 
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1. Under @ dgdy's Pifure, 


Svea Helen was! and who can blame the boy (1) 
‘That in {o brighe a flame confum’d: his Troy ; 
But had like virtue thin’d in that fair Greek, 
‘The am’rows fhepherd had not dar’é to feck 

Or hope for pity, but with filent moan, 

And better fate, had perifhed alone, 


IN. Of @ lady who weit in praife of Mira. 


‘Wurr. the pretends to make the graces known 
Of matchlefs Mira, the reveals her own: 
And whea the would another's pra ante, 
4s by her glafs inftru@ed how to wrace. 
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MI, Tore married to an old man. 


Since thon wouldft needs (bewitch’d with fome ill 
“charms !) 

Be bury'd in thofé monumental arms, 

All we can with is, may that earth lie light 

‘Upon thy tenaer limbs and fo good night, 


IV. An chigram on a painted lady with ill teeth. 


Were men fo dull they could not fee 
‘That Lyce painted ; fhould they flee, 
Like fimple birds, into a net 

So grofsly woven and ill fet, 

Her own teeth would undo the knot, 
And let all go that the had got. 
Thofe teeth fair Lyce muft not thew 
{f the would bite : her lovers, though 
Like birds they ftoop at feeming grapes, 
Are difabus'd when firlt the gapes: 
‘The rotten hones difcover’d there * 
Shew ‘tis a painted fepulchre. 


V. Epigram upen the golden medal. 


Our guard upon the royal fide! 
On the reverfe our beauty’s pride} 


(0 Fp 


ane: 
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Here we difeern the frown and fmile, 
‘The force and glory of our ifle. 

In the rich medal, both fo like 
Immortals ftand, it feems antique ; 
Carv’d by fume mafter, when the bold 
Greeks made their Jove defcend in gold,- 
And Danae wond’ring at that fhow’r, 
Which, falling, ftorm'd her brazen tow’r ¢ 
Britannia there, the fort in vain 

Had batter’d been with golden rain + 
Thunder itfelf had fail'd to pafs > 
Virtue’s 2 ftronger guard than brafs, 


VL Written on a card that ber Mfojefly (1) tore of, 


Ombre. 


Tre cards you tear in value rife 
So do the wounded by your eyes 
Who to celeftial things afpire, 

Are by that paffion rais'd the higher. 


VIL. To Mr. Granville, (now, Lord Lanflown) of 
bis verfes to K. Fames I, 


AN early plant! which fuch a bloffom bears, 
And fhews a genius fo beyond his years : 

A judgment! that could make fo fair a choice ; 
So high a fubje& to employ his voice + 

Still as it grows, how fweetly will he fing 
The growing greatne(s of our matchlefs King 


VIIL, Long and foort life, 


Cractes are prais'd, not that abound 
In largenefs, but th’ exa@ly round ; 
Bo lite we praife that dees excel . 
Not in much time, but ading well. 

\ 


IX. Lranflated out of Spanife. 


T Hovce we may feem importunate, 
While your compaflion we implore; 
They whom you make too fortunate, 
May with prefumption vex you more, 


(2) Seen Catgasines 


as 


| See his fon reign’d where he a martyr dy’d, 


’ 


X. Vranflated out of French. 


Fane, Flow’rs! fade, Nature will have it fos 
*yis but what we nuit in our autumn do! 
And as your leaves lie quiet on the ground, 
“The Jofs alone by thofe that lov'd them found; 
So in the grave thall we as quiet lie, 

Mifs'd by fome few that lov’'d our company: 
But'fome fo like to thorns and nettles live, 


That none for them can, when they perith, grieve. 


Kl. Some aerfes-of am imperfelt copy defigned for a 
friend, On b's tronflation of Ovid's Fafti. 


Rome’s holy débys you tell, as if'a gueft 
With the old Romana you were wont to feat. 
Numa’s religion, by themfelves beliew'd, 
Excele the trac, only in thew receiv'd. 
"hey made the nations round about them bow, 
‘With their dictators taken from the plow; 
‘Such pow’r has juftice, faith and honelty ! 
‘The world was conquer'd by morality. 
Seeming devotion does but gikd a knave, 
‘That’s neither faithful; honeit, juft, nor brave; 
But where religion dods with-virtue join, 
Jt makes a hero like an angel fhine. 

ae a ee ee ee de 


XI. On the flatue of King Charles I. at Charing-croft, 
in the year $674- 


Twat the Lirft Charles does here in triumph ride, 


And people pry that rev’rence as they pals, 
(Which then he wanted) to the facred brats, 

Ys not th’ effedt of gratitude alone, 

To which we owe the ftawe and the fone; 

But Heav'n this lafting monument has wrought, 
‘That mortals may etcrnully be taught, 
Rebellion, though fuccefsful, is but vain, 

And king's fa kill rife conquerors again. 
"This truth the, royal image does proclaim, 

Loud as the trumpet of furviving Fame. 


XUL. Pride. 


Nex the brave Macedonian youth (1) alone, 

But bate Caligula, when on the throne, 

Youndlefs in pow'r, would make himfelf a god, 
Asif the world depended on his nod. 

"The Syrian King (2) tobeafts was headlong thrown, 
Fer to himfelf he could be mortal known, 

“Fhe meanes wretch, if heav’n should give him line, 
Would never ftop till he were thought divine. 
All might within difcern the ferpent’s pride, 

¥ from ourfclves nothing ourfelves did hide. 

Let the proud peacock his gay feathers {pread, 
‘And woo the female to his painted bed ; 

Set winds and feas together rege and fell; 
“Thisnature teaches, and becomes them well. 

“ Pride was uct made for men (3) ;” a confcious 
Of guile, and folly, and their confeguence, [lene 
Deliroys the daim, and to beholders telis, 

Here rothirg but the fhape of manhvod dwells, 





H 
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EPIGRAMS, EPITAPHS, AND FRAGMENTS. 


XIV. Epitaph on Sir George Spelte 


Unper this ftone lics virtue, youth, 

Unblemith’d probity, and truth : 

Juft-ento all relatious known, 

‘A worthy patriot, pious fon ; 

Whom neighb'ring towns fo often fent, 

To give their fenfe in parkament ; 

With lives and fortunes trufting one 

Whe fo difcreetly. us't bie own, 

Sober he was, wife, temperate, 

Contented with-an old eftate,, 

Which no foul av’rice did increafe, 

Nor wanton luxury ‘inake tels, 

While yet but young, his father dy’d, 

And left him to an happy guide : 

Not Lemuel’s mother with more care 

Did counfel or inftrué her heir, 

Or teach with more fuccefs her fon 

‘Lhe vices of the time to fhun. 

An heitefs the; while yet alive, 

All that was her’s to him did give ; 

And he juft gratitude did fhew 

‘To one that had oblig’d him fo + 

Nothing too much for her he thought, + 

By whom he was fo bréd and taught. 

So (early made that path to tread, 

Which did his youth to honour lead) 

His thort life did a ern give 

How neighbours, hufBands, friends, fhould live. 
"The virtues of a private life 

Exceed the glorious noife and ftrife 


Of bata on : in thofe we find 
‘The folid Myreft of mankind. 
Approv'd by nd lovid fo wot, 
Though ny, iver ripe he fell. 
XV. Epitaph on Colonel Charles Gavendifes 


Here Jies Charles Ca’ndith : let the marble itone, 
that hides his afhes, make his virtue known. 
Beauty and valour did his fhort life grace, 

The grief and glory of his noble race ! 

Early abroad he did the world furvey, 

‘Asif he knew he had not long to ftay £ 

saw what great Alexander in the Eaft 

And mighty Julius conquer’d in the Welt 
Then with a mind as great as theirs he came 
‘To find at home eccalion for his fame ; 
Where dark confyfion did the nations hide, 
And where the jufter was the weaker fide. 
Two loyal brothers took their Sov’reign’s part, 
Employ’d their wealth, their courage, and theit 


art; 
The elder (1) did whole regiments afford ; 
The younger brought his conduct and his fword. 
Born to command, a leader he begun, 
And on the rebels lafting honour won. 
‘Uhe horse inftuéted by their general’s worth, 
Still made the king vi€ofious in the North. 
Where Ca'ndith fought, the royalifts prevail’d; 
Neither his courage aor his judgment fail d. 
The current of his vidt’rics found no ftop, 
“Lili Cromwel! camg, his party's chielefiag’np, 
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qual fuccefs had fet thefe champions high, 
And both refolv'd to conquer or to die. 

Virtue with rage, fury with vaiour ftrove ; 

But that mutt fall which is decreed above ! 
‘Cromwell with odds of mimber and of Fate, 
Remov’d this bulwark of the church and fate; 
Which the fad iffue of the war declar’d, 

And made his taik to ruin both lefs hard. 

So when the bank, neglected, is o’erthrown, 


"The boundlefs torrent does the country drown. - 


‘Thus fell the young, the lovely, and the brave; 
Strew bays and flowers on his houour’d grave! 


XVI. Epitaph on the Lady Sedley, 


Here lies the learned Savil’s heir, 

So early wife, and lafting fair ! 

‘That none, except her years they told, 
Thought her a child, or thought her old, 
All that her father knew or got, 

His art, his weulth, fell to her lot ; 

And fhe fo well improv'd that ftock, , 
Both of his knowledge and his flock, 
"That Wit and Fortune reconcil’d 

In hes, upon each other fimil’d, 

While fhe, to ev'ry well taught mind, 
Was fo propitioufly inclin’d, 

And gave fuch title to her fore, 

"That none but th’ ignorant were poor. 
The mofes daily found fupplies 

Both from her hands and from her eyes. 
Her Lounty did at once engage, 

And matchlefs beauty warm their »e7" - 
Such was this dame in calmer day., 
Her nation’s ornament and-r-aife ! 

Bat when a ftorm diituro d our reft, 
‘The port and refuge of th’ oppreft. 
‘This made ber fortune underftood, 
And look’d on as fome public good, 

So that (her perfon and her ftate, 
Exempted from the common fate) 

In all our Civil fury fhe 

Stood, like a facred temple, free. 


EPIGRAMS, EPITAPHS, AND FRAGMENTS. 








May here her monument ftand fo, 
To credit this rude age ! and thew 
To future times, that even we 
Some patterns did of virtue fee 5 
And one fublime example had 

Of goud among fo many bad. 


XVIL Epitaph to be written under the Latin im 
“frription upon the tomb of the only fon of the Lock 
‘Andooer 


*T1s fit the Englith reader should betold, 

In our own Janguage, what this tomb does hold, 

Tis net a nogle corpfe alene does He 

Under this Rone, but a whole family. 

His parents’ pious care, their name, their jéy, 

‘And all their hope, lies bury'd with this boy : 

This lovely Youth ! for whom we all made moan, 

That knew his worth, as he had been our own. 
Had there been fpace and fears enough allow’d, 

His courage, wit, and breeding, to have fhew’& 

‘We had not found, in all the num’rons roll 

‘Of his iam’d anceftors,.a greater foul ; +o 

‘His early virtues to that ancient ftock 

Gave as much honour as from thence he took. 
Like buds appearing e’er the frofts are pait, 

To become man he made fuch fatal hafte, 

And to perfection labour’d fo to climb, 

Preventing flow experience.and time, 

That ‘tie no wonder Doath our hopes begnil’d, 

He's feldom old that will not be a child, 


XVII Epitaph uafinifoed, 


Great Soul! for whom death will ne donger ftay, 
But fends in hafte to fnatch our bhifs away.. 
O cruel Death ! to thofe you take more kind 
‘Than to the wretched mortals left behind! * 
Here beauty, youth, and noble virtue, thin’d. 
Free from the clouds of pride that fhade the mind, 
Infgired verfe may on this marble live, 
But can no honour to thy afhes give—— 
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OF DIVINE LOVE. 


A POEM IN SIX CANTOS. 
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Floriferis ut apes in faltibus omnia libant ; 

Sic nos Scripturs depafcimur aurea dicta ; 
Aurea! perpetua femper digniflima vita !—~ 
Nam divinis amor cum czpit vociferari, 


Diffuginnt animi terrores— 


Locagrios, lib. iii. 


Exul cram, requiefque mihi, non fama, petita eft, 
Mens intenta fuis ne foret ufque malis :—~— 
Namque ubi mota calent facra mea pedera Mog, 
Altior hamano fpiritus ille malo eft. 


Ovip. de Trt Milaeiv. el. x 


peer 


¢ The Arguments. 
1, Asserting the authority of the Seripture, in which this love is revealed. 
Il. The preference and love of God to man in the creation. 
Ill, The fame love more amply declared in our redemption. 
IV. How neceffary this love is to reform mankind, and how excellent in itfelf. 
‘V. Shewing how happy the world would be, if this love were univerfally embraced.” 
VI. Of preferving this love in our memory, and how ufeful the contemplation thereof is, 


CANTO 


"Tire Grecian Mufe has all their gods furviv'’d, 

Nor Jove at us nor Phebus is arriv'd; . 

¥rail deities! which firft the poets made, 

And then invok’d, to give their fancies aid 5 

Yet if they fill diyert us with their rage, 

What may be hop’d for in a hetter age, 

‘When not from Helicon’y imagin’d fpring, 

But Sacred Writ, we borrow what we fing? 

‘This with the fabric of the world begun, 

Elder than light, and hall outlaft the fun. 

‘Before this oracle, like Dagon, all 

The falfe pretenders, Delphos, Ammon, fall: 
3 





Long fince defpis'd and filent, they afford 
Honour afd triumph to th’ Eternal Word. 

‘As late philofophy our globe has grac’d, 
And rolling earth among the planets plac’d, 
So has this Book entitled us to heav’n, 

And rules to guide us to that manfion giv’n : 
Tells the conditions how our peace was made, 
And is our pledge for the great Author’s aid. 
His pow’r in Nature’s ample book we find, 
But the lefs volume does exprefs his mind. 

This light unknown, bold Epicurus taught 
That his bleft vouchfafe us not a thyagecy 
But unconcerrd let ali below them lide, 

As fortune docs, or human wiffom, guide. 


©F DIVINE LOVE. 


Religion thus remov’d, the facred yoke, 

And band of all fociety, is broke. : 
‘What ufe of oaths, of promife, or of reit, 
‘Where mem regard no God but intereft ? 

What endlefs war would jealous nations tear, 

If none above did witnefs what they fwear ? 

ad fate of unbelievers, anf yet juft, 

Aniong themf{clves to find fo little truft! 

Were Scripture filent, Nature would proclaim, 
Without a God, our falfehood and our thame. ~ 
To know our thoughte the obje& of his eyes, 

Is the firft ftep tow'rds being good or wife; 

For though with judgment we on things reflea, 
Our will determines, not our intelle@. 

Slaves to their paflion, reafon men employ 

Oniy to compats what they would enjoy. 

His fear to guard us from ourfelves we need, 
And Sacred Writ our reafon does exceed: - 

For though heav'n thews the glory of the Lord, 
Yet fomething fhines more glorious in his Word : 
His mercy this, (which all his work excels !) 

His tender kindnefs and compaffion tells: 

While we inform’d by that celeftial Book, 

Into the bowels of our Maker look. 

Love there reveal’d, (which never fhall have end, 
Nor had beginning) shall our fong commend; 
Defcribe itfelf, and warm us with that fame 
Which firft from Heav'n, tomake us happy came, 


CANTO IT, 


Tae fear of hell, or aiming to be bleft,. 
Savours too much of private inter, 
‘Vhis mov’d not Mofes, nor the zealous Paul, 
Who for cheir friends aha~Zon’d foul and all : 
A greater yet from heav’n to kell defcends, 
‘To fave and make his enemies his friends. 
‘What line of praife can fathom fuch a love, 
“Which reach’d the loweft bottom from ubove ? 
‘The royal prophet *, that extended grace 
_ From heavy'n to earth, meafur'd but half that fpace. 
‘The law was regnant, and confin’d his thought ; 
Hell was not conquer’d when that poet wrote : 
Veav’n was fearce heard of until He came down, 
‘'p make the region where love triumphs known. 
That early love of creatures yet unmade, 
To frame the world th’ Almighty did perfuade ; 
For love it was that firft created light, 
Mov’d on the waters, chas'd away the night 
From the rude Chaos, and beftow’d new grace 
On things difpos'd of to their proper place : 
Some to reft here, and fome to thine above, 
Earth, fea, and heav’n, were all th’ effe&s of love. 
And love would be retura’d: but there was none 
‘That to themfelves or others yet were known : 
‘The world a palace was without a guett, 
‘Till one appears that mutt excel the reft : 
One' like the Author, whofe capacious mind 
Might by the glorious work, the Maker find; 
Might meafure heav’n, and give each flar a name; 
‘With art and courage the rough ocean tame ; 
Over the globe wich fwelling fails might go, 
And thar ‘tis round by his experience know ; 
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Make ‘at beafts obedient to his will, 
And ferve his ufe, the fertile earth to till. 
‘When by his Word God had accomplith’d all, 
Man to create he did a council call z 
Employ’d his hand, to give the duft he teok 
A graceful figire and majeftic look ; 
With his own breath convey’d into his breaft 
Life, and a foul fit to command the reft, 
Worthy alone to celebrate his name 
For fuch a gift, and tell from whence it came, 
Birds fing his praifes in a wilder note, 
But not with lafting numbers and with thought, 
Man’s great prerogative! but above all 
His grace abounds in his new fav’rite’s fall. 

If he create, it is a world he makes; 
If he be angry, the creation fhakes + 
From his juft wrath our guilty parents fled ; 
He curs’d the earth, but bruis’d the ferpent’s head. = 
Amidft the ftorm his bounty did exceed, 
In the rich promife of the Virgin's feed ; 
Though juttice death, as fatisfa@ion, craves, 
Love finds a way to pluck us from our graves. 





CANTO IIt, 


Nor willing terror thould his image move ; 

He gives a pattern of eternal love; 

His Son detcends to treat a peace with thofe 
Which were, and muft have ever been, his foes, . 
Poor he became, and left his glorious feat 

To make us humble, and to make us great. 

His bus’nefs here was happinefe to give S 
To thofe whofe malice could not let him live, 

Legions of angels, which he might have us’d, 
(For us refulv'd to perifh) he refus'd:  * 

While they ftood ready to prevent his lofs, 
Love took him up, and nail’d him to the crofs, 
Immortal love! which in his bowels reign'd, 
That we might be by fuch great love conitrain’d 
To make return of love. Upon this pole 

Our duty does, and our religion, roll. 

To love is to believe, to hog’, to know 5 

*Tis an effay, a tafte of heav’n below! 

He to prond potentates would not be known; 
Of thofe that lov’d him he was hid from none, 
‘Till love appear, we live in anxious doubt ; 

But {moke will vanifh when that fame breaks out : 
‘This is the fire that would confume our drofs, 
Refine, and make us richer by the lof. 

Could we forbear difpute, and practife love, 
We thould agree as angels do above. 

Where love prefides, not vice alone does find 
No entrance there, but virtues ftay behind ; 
Both faith, and hope, and all the meaner train 
Of mortal virtues, at the door remain. 

Love only enters as a native there, 

For born in heav’n, it does but fojourn here. 

He that alone would wife and mighty be, 
Commands that others love as wellashe. 
Love as he lov’ !—How can we foar fo high? 
He can add wings when he commands to fly. 
Nor should we be with this command difmay’d ; 
He that examples gives will give his aid : 

For he took fichh, that where his precepts fail, 
His practice, as a patteru, may prevail. 
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soe 
Fis love at once, and dread, inftruét one thought; 
As man he fuffer'd, and as God he tauglit. 
‘Will for the deed he takes: we may with eafe 

* Obedient be, for if we love we pleafe. 
‘Weak though we are, to Jove'is no hard tafk, 
And love for love is all that heav’n does afk. 
Love ! that would all men juft and temp'rate make, 
Kind to’ themfelves and others for his fake. 

"Tis wich our minds as with a fertile ground, 
‘Wanting this tove, they muft with weeds abound, 
(Unruly paffions) whofe effects arc werfe 

: "Than thornsand thiftles fpringing from the curfe. 


CANTO IY. 


_ To glory man, or mifery, is born, 
Of his proud foc the envy, or the {corn : 
Wretched he is, or happy, in extreme ; 

Bafe in himfelf, but great in Heav’n’s cfteem ; 
With love, of all created things the beft ; 
‘Without it, more pernicious than the reft : 
For greedy wolves unguarded theep devour 
Bat while their hunger lafts, and then give o'er: 
‘Man’s boundlefs avarice his wants excecds, 
And on his neighbours round about him {ceds. 
Hig pride and vain ambition are fo vaft, 
‘That deluge like, they lay whole nations watte, 
Debauches and excefs (though with lefs noife) 
As great a portion of marikind deftroys. 
"Uhe beafts and monfters Hercules oppreft, 
” Might in that age fome provinces infelt : 
‘Thefe more deftracive monfters arc che bane 
heres age, and in all nations reign ; 
ut foon would yanifh, if the world were blefs'd 
‘With facred love, by which they are reprefs’d. 
AImpendent death, and guilt that threatens hell, 
Are dreadful gucfts, which here with mortals 
dwell; 
And a vex’d confcience, mingling with their joy 
"Thoughts of defpair does their whole life annoy 5 
But love appearing, Qi thofe terrors’ Ay ; 
‘We live contented, arid contented die. 

$ "hey in whofe breaft this facred love has place, 
Yeath as a paffage to their joy embrace. 

Clouds arid thick vapours, which obfeure the day, 
‘The fun’s iGorious bears may chafe away : 
‘Thofe which out life corrupt and darken, love 
(The nobler ftar!) muft from the foul remove. 
Spots are obferv'd in that which bounds the year; 
"fhis brighter {un ‘moves in a boundlefs fphere, 
Of heav‘s the joy, the glory, aud the light ; 
Shincs among angels, and admits no night, 





CANTO V. 


"Tis Iron Age (fo fraudulent and bold !) 
"Touch’d with this love, would be an Age of Gold: 
Not as they feign’d that caks fhould honcy drop, 
Or land neglected bear an unfown crep ; 

Love would make all things ¢afy, fufe, and cheap ; 
None for himfelf would cither fow or reap: 5 
Our ready help and mutual love would yield 

A voller harvelt than the richeft Edd. 








OF DIVINE LOVE, 


Famine and death confin'd to certain parts, 

Extended are by barrennefs of hearts. , 

Some pine for want, where others furfeit now ; 

But then we fhould the ufe of plenty know. 

Love would betwixt the rich and needy ftand, 

And {pread Efeav’n’sgpunty with an equal hand : 

At once the givers receivers blefs, 

Increafe their joy, and make their fuff’ring lefs. 

Who for himfelf no miracle would make, 

Difpens'’d with few’ral for the people’s fake 

He that, long fafting, would no wonder thew, 

Made loaves and fifhes, as they ate them, grow. 

Of all his pow'r, which boundiefs was above, 

Here he us'd none but to exprefs his love 5 

And fuch a love would make our joy exceed, 

Not when our own, but other mouths we feed. 
Laws would be ufelefs which rude nature awe; 

Love, changing nature, would prevent the law + 

Tigers and lions into dens we thruft, 

But milder creatures with their freedom trufk, 

Devils are chain’d, and tremble ; but the Spoufe 

No force but love, nor bound but bounty, knows, 

Men (whom we now fo fierce and dangerous fee) 

Would guardian angels to cach other be + 

Such wonders can this mighty love perform, 

Vultures to doves, wolves into lambs transform * 

Love what Ifaiah prophefy’d can do, 

Exalt the vallies, Jay the mountains fow, - 

Humble the lofty, the dejected raifg, [ ways. 

Smooth and make ftraight our rough and crooked 

Love, ftrong as death, and like it levels all ; 

With that, poffeft, the great in title fall ; 

‘Themfelves eMpem but equal to the leaft, 

Whom Heav'n with that high character has bleit; 

This love, the centre Mhaur_union can 

Alone beftow complete repoft on man; 

Tame his wild appetite, make inward peace, 

And foreign ftrife, among the nations ceafe, 

No martial trumpet fhould difturb our reft, 

Nor princes arm, though to fubdue the Eaft, 

Where for the tomb fo many heroes (taught 

By thofe that guided their devotion) fought. 

Thiice happy we, could we like ardour have 

To gain his love, as they to win his grave! 

Love as he lov’d! A love fo unconfin’d, 

With arms extended, would embrace mankind. 

Seif-love would ceafe, or be dilated, when 

We thould behold as many felfs as men 5 

All of one family, in blood ally’d, 

His precious blood, that for our ranfom dy’d! 


CANTO VIL 


Tuoven the creation (fo divinely taught !) 
Prints fuch’a lively image on our thought, 
‘That the firtt {park of new-created light, 
From Chans ftrook, affe@s our prefent fight, 
Yet the firft Chriftians did efteerm more bleit 
‘The day of riling than the day ef reft, 

‘That ev'ry week might new occaficn give 
‘Ye make his riamph in-theis mém'ry live. 
‘Then let our Mufe compofe a facred charm 
"To keep bis blood among us ever warnt, 


OF DIVINE LOVE - sot 


‘And finging as the bleffed do above, 
‘With our laft breath dilate this flame of leve. 

= But on fo vait a fubject who can find 

“Words that may reach th’ ideas of his mind? 
‘Our language fails; or, ifit could fupply, | 
‘What mortal thought can raife icfelf fo high? 
Delpairing here, we might gpandon art, 
And only hope to have it in our heart. 
Bat though we find this facred tafk too hard, 
Yet the defign, th’ endeavour, brings rewatd : 
‘The contemplation does fufpend our wo, 
And makesa truce with all the ills we know. 
As Saul’s afflicted fpirit from the found 


. ‘Of David's harp a prefent folace found; 


So, on this theme while we obit inufe engage, 
No wounds are felt of Fortune or of Ages. © 
On Divine Love to meditate is peace, 
And makes all care of meaner things to ceafe, 

Amaz’d at once, and comforted, to find 
A boundlefs Pow’r fo infinitely kind, 
The foul contending to that light to flee 
From her dark cell, we practife how to die 3 
Employing thus the poet’s winged art, 
To reach this love, and grave it in our heart. 
Joy fo complete, {6 folid, and fevere, . 
Would leave no place for meaner pleafures there 
Pale they would look, as ftars that muft be gone, 
‘When from the Eaft the rifing fur comes on. 
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HE FEAR 


OF GOD. 





Pace me : i 
IN TWO CANTOS. 


CANTOR 


Tne fear of God fs freedom, joy and peace, 
And makes all ills that vex us here to ceafe. 
‘Though the word Fear fome men may ill endure, 
’Tis fuch a fear as only makes fecure. 

Atk of no angel to reveal thy fate 5 

Look in thy heart, the mirror of thy ftate. 

He that invites will not th’ invited mock, 
Op'ning to all that do in carneft knock. 

Our hopes are all well-grounded. on this fear 5 
All our affurance rolls upon that {phere, 

This fear, that drives all other fears away, 

Shall be my fong the morning of our day ! 
‘Where that fear is, there’s nothing to be fear’d : 
Tt brings from heav’n an angel for a guard. 
‘Tranquillity and peace this fear does give ; 

Hell gapes for thofe that do without it live. 

Tt is a beam which he on man lets fall 

Of light, by which he made and governs alb, 

"Lis God alene fhould not offended be; 

But we pleafe others, as more great than he, 

For a good caufe the ‘Aterings of man : 
May well be borne : ’tis more than angels can. 
Man, fince his fall, in no mean ftation refts, 
Above the angels or below the beafts. 

He with true joy their hearts does only fill, 
"That thirft and hunger to perform his will, 
Others, though rich, fhall in this world be vert, 
And fadly live, in terror of the next. {purfue, 
‘The world’s great conqu’ror (1) would his point 
And wept becaufe he could not find a new; 
Which had he done, yet ftill he would have cry’d, 
‘Fo make him work until xthird he fpy'd. 
Ambition, avarice, will nothing owe 

‘To Heav’n itfelf, unlefs it make them grow. 
‘Though richly fed, man’s care does ftill exceed 5 
Hias but one mouth, yet would a thoufand feed. 
In wealth and honour, by fuch men poffeft, 

If it increafe not, there is found no reft, 

All their delight is while their with comes in ; 
Sad when it {tops, as there had nothing been. 
°Tia Rtrange men fhould neglect their prefeng ftore, 
find take no joy but in purfuing more ; 


a 


(ay Ateamnter, 


No} thongh arriv’d at all the world can aim; 

‘This is the’ mark and glory of our frame. 

A foul capacious of the Deity, 

Nothing but he that made can fatisfy. 

A thoufand worlds, if we with him compare, 

Lefs than fo many drops of water are. 

Men take no pleafure but in new defigns ; 

And what they hope for, what they have out~ 
fhines, . 

Our theep and oxen feem no more to crave, 

With full content feeding on what they have 5. , 

Vex not,themfelves for an increafe of ftore, 

But think to-morrow we fhall give them more. 

‘What we from day to day receive from Heav'n, 

They do from us expec it fhould be giv’n. 

We made them not, yet they on us rely, 

More than vain men uporr the Deity ; 

More beatts than they ! that will not underftand _ 

That we are fed from bjs immediate hand. - 

Man, that in him ha» being, moves, and lives, 

What can he have or ufe but what he gives? 

So that no bread can nourifhment afford, 

Or nfeful be, without his Sacred Word. - 


CANTO He , 


Ean'tu prafes conquerors for fhedding blood, ° 
Heav’n thofe that love their foes,and do them 


} It is terreftial honour to he crown'd. 


For ftrowing men, like rufhes, on the ground, 
‘Frue glory ’tis to rife above them all, 
Without th’ advantage taken by their fall. 
He that in fight diminifhes mankind, — 

Does no addition to his ftature find; * 

But he that does a noble nature thew, 
Obliging others, ftill does higher grow ; * 
For virtue practis’d fuch an habit gives, 
That among men he kike an angel lives : 
Humbly he doth, and without envy, dwell, 
Lov'd and admir’d by thofe he does excel. , 
Fools anger fhew, which politicians hide; 
Bleft with this fear, men Tet it not abide, _ 
The humble man, when he receives a wrotig, 
Refers revenge te whom it doth belong ; 
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‘Nor fees he reafon why he fhould engage, 
Or vex his {pirit, for another’s rage. 
Plac’d on a rock, vain mcn‘he pitics, toft 
On raging waves, and in the tempeft loft. 
; The rolling plancts, and the glozious fua, 


* Still keep that order eo fee begun? 





They their firft leffon con: 
Which their Creator as a 


Above, below, exactly all obey ; ae ae 


But wretched men have found another way. 
Knowledge of good and evil, as at fittt, : 
(That vain perfifion!) keeps them fill aecurft! 
The Sacred Word refufing as a guide, 

Slaves they become to luxury and pride, . 
As clocks, remaining in the fkilfal hand =~ 
Of fome great mafter, at the figure ftand, 

But when abroad, neglected they do go, 

At random ftrike, and the falfe hour do thew; '. 


So from our Maker wandeting, we ftray, 
Like birds that know not to their nefts the way. 
In him we dwelt before our exile here; . 
And may, retur ning; find contenrment there 
True joy may find, perfeGion of delight, 
Behold his face, and fhun eternal night. 
Silence, my Mufe ! make not thefe jewels cheap 
Expofing to the world too'large an heap. 
Of all we read, the Sacred Writ is beit, 
Where great truths are in feweft words ®xpreft, 
Wreitling with death, thefe lines I did endite g 
No other theme could give my foul delight. : 
O that my youth had thus employ'd my pen ! 
Or that I now could write as well as then ! 
But ‘tis of grive if ficknefs, age,and pain, 
Are felt as throes, when we are born again: 
Timely they come to wean us from this earth, 


~ As pangs that wait-upen a fecond bith. 


a7” y : 
Tne ered 


. OF DIVINE POESY. | ' 














n 


: Two cANTOS,. 


Oconfianed upon fight of the fifiy-third Chapter of Yaiab turned into Verfe, 
pe By Mes. Wharton. z : : 
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‘ Of bounty “tis that He admits itt praife, 
Which does not him, but us that yield it, raife = 
For as that angel up to heav’n did rife,’ : 
Born on the flame of Manoah’s facrifice ; 

So, wing’d with praife, we penetrate the tky, 
‘Teach clouds and ftars to praife-him as we fly,: 
‘The whole creation, (by our fall made groan !). 
His praifé to ccho, and fufpend their moan. 

For that he reigns all creatures fhould rejoice, 
And we with fongs fupply their want of voice, 
The church triumphant, and the church below, 
F kn fongs of praife their prefent uniun thew ; 
Their joys are full ; our expectation long + 

In life we differ, but we join in fong. < 

Angels and we, aflifted by this art, 

May fing together, though we dwell apart. 

Thus we reach heav’n,.while vainer poems mu 
No higher rife than winds may Hét the duft. 
From that they {pring ; this from his breach that: 

ave, woe . r 
To the'tich duft, th’ immortal foul we have 
His praife well fung, (our great endeavour here) 
Shakes off the duft, aud makes that breath appear. 
‘ : i 


cantor 


Pours we prize, when in their verfe we find 
Some great employment of a worthy mind, 
|, Angels have been inquilitive to know 
The fecret which this oracle does thew. 
What was to come Maiah did declare, 
,. Which the defcribes as if the Had’becn theres 
Had feen the wounds, which to the reades’s view 
She draws {o lively, that they bleed anew. 
As ivy thrives which on the oak takes hold, 
So with the Prophet's may: her lines: grow old f 
- Uthey fhould die, whi can the world forgive 5 
” (Such pious lines!) when wanton Sappho’s live? 
Who with his breath his image did infpire,: 
Expects it fhould foment a nobler fire £ ; 
Not love which brutts as well-as men may know $: 
But love like his to whont that breath we owe, 
Verfe fo dctign’d, on that high fubje& wrote, 
Js the perfection of an ardent thought ; 2 
. The fmoke which we from burning incenfe raife,- 
‘When we complete the facrifice of praife. 
In boundiefs verfe the fancy foars too high 
For any object but the Deity. 
‘What mortal catt with:Heav'n pretend to thare’ +" 
In the fuperlatives of wife and fair ? 
A meaner fibjeét when with thefe we grace, 
A giant’s habit on a dwarf we place. 
Sacred fhould be the-prodw of our Mufe, 
Like that fweet il, above all private ufe, 
©n pain, of death forbidden to be made, 
But when it should be on the altar laid. 
Verfe fhews a rich ine! ymable vein, 
When drenn’d from beav'n ’tis thither fent again. 












CANTO IT. : 
; - 7 
Me that did firft this way of writing grace (a} 
Convers'd with th’ Almighty face to face: . 
Wonders he did in facred verfe unfold, 

When he had more than eighty winters told 
The writer feels no dire effect of age, 

Nor verfe that flows from fo divine a rage.: 














OF DIVINE POESY. 


Bidet of pocte,he beheld the light, . 


+ When firft it triumph’d o’er eternal night + 


Chaos he faw, and could diftin@ly tgli 
How that confufion into order fell. 
‘As if ‘confulted with, he has expreft 
The work of the Creator, and 13 reft 
How the flood drown’d the j fending race, 
‘Which might the figure of ouPglobe deface, 


- For new-made earth, fo even and fo fair, 


-Lefs equal now, uncertain makes the air 5 


Surpris’d with heat and unexpected cold, 

Karly diftempers make our youth look old; 

‘Our days fo ovil, arid fo few? may tell 

"That on the ruins of that world we dwell. 
Strong as the oaks that nourifh’d them, and high, 
‘That long-liv’d race did on their force rely, 
Neglecting Heav'n; but we of thorter date! : 
Should be more mindful of impendent fate."” 
To worms that crawl upon this rubbith here, 
‘This {pan of life may yet too long appear 
Enough to humble, and to make us great, 

If it prepare us for a nobler feat. 


“Which well obferving, he, in numerous lines, 


Taught wretched man how fatt his life declines : 
In whom he dwelt before the world was made, 
‘And may again retire when that fhall fade. : 
The lafting Iliads have not liv'd fo long 

As his and Deborah’s triumphant fong. 

Delphos unknown, no mufe could them infpire 
But that which governs the celeftial choir. 
Heav'n to the pious did this art reveal, 

‘And from their ftore fucceeding poets fteal. 
Homer's Scamander for the Trojans fought, 
‘And fwell'd fo high, by her old Kifhon taught, 
His river fearce could fierce Achilles ftay 5 
Her’s, more fuccefaful, fwept her foes away. 
‘The hott of heav’n, his Pharbus and his Mars, 
He arms, inftrudted by her fighting (tars. 


: She ted them all againft the common foe; 


But he (mifled by what he faw below ) 

The pow’'rs above, like wretched men, divides, 
And breaks their union into diff’rent fides. 
‘The nobleft parts which in his heroes thine, 
May be but copies of that heroine. 

omer himfelf, and Agamemnon, fhe 

The writer could, and the commander be. 
“kruth fhe relates in a fublimer ftrain, 

‘Than all the tales the boldeft Grecks could feign ; 
For what fhe fung, that {pirit did endite, i 
‘Which gave her courage and fuccefs in fight. 

A double garland crowns the matchlefs dame 
From heav'n her poem and her conqueft came, 

_ Though of che Jews fhe merit moft efteem, 
Yet here the Chriltian has the greater theme = 
Hier martial fong deferibes how Sis'ra fell : 

"This fings our triumph over death and hell. 

‘The rifing light employ’d the facred breath 

Of the bleft Virgin and Elizabeth, 

Yn fongs of joy the angels fung his birth 

Here how he treated was upon the earth 

"Trembling we read | th’ affliction and the feorn, 

Which for our guilt fo patiently was borne! 

Dan nam Winn hierh and tnff’ring. afl belong, ‘ 
1 fongs: 
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And the, well ufing fo divine an art, 
Has in this concert fung the tragic part. 

As Hanaah’s feed was vow'd to facred ufe, 
So here this lady confecrates her mufe, . 
With like reward may Heav’n her bed adors, 


With fruit as fair as by her mufe is bora! 


: 
oN 


+ ON THE , 
PARAPHRASE ON THE LORD'S PRAYER, 
WHITTEN BY MRE. WHARTON. 


SiteNcx, you winds! liften, ethereal lights! 
While our Urania fings what Heav'n endites = 


The numbernare the nymph’s; but from above 


Defcends the pledge of that eternal love, 

Here wretched mortals have not Icave alone, 

But are inftruéed to approach his throne; 

And how can he to miferable men 

Deny requefts which his own hand did pen 5 
In the Evangelifts we find the profe 


} Which, paraphras’d by her, a poem grows 5 


A devout rapture! { divine a hymn, 

It may become the higheft feraphim ! . 

For they, like her, in that ccleftial choir, 

Sing only what the fpirit docs infpire. ’ 
Taught by our Lord and theirs, with us they may 
For all but pardon for offences pray. 


SOME REFLECTIONS OF HIS 
; Upon the feveral 


PETITIONS IN THE SAME PRAYER. | 


1. His facred name with reverence profound 


“Should mention'd be, and trembling at the found , 


It was Jehovah ; ’tis our Father now ;. 
So low to us does Heaw’n vouchfafe to bow (b)! 
He brought it down that taught us how to pray, 
And did fo dearly for our ranfom pay. 

11. His kingdom come, For this we pray in vain, ~ 
Unilefs he does in our affections reign. 
Abford it were to with for fuch a King, 
And not obedience to his Sceptre bring, 
Whofe yoke is eafy, and his burden light, 
His fervice freedom, aad his judgments right. 

wt, His will be done. In faét *tis always dome, 
But as in heav’n, it muft be made our own. 
His will fhould all our inclinations fway, 
‘Whom Nature and the univerfe obey. 
Happy the man! whofe withes are confin’d 
Teen has been eternally defign’d 5. 

ferring all to his paternal care, 


_| Fo whom more deat than to ourfelves we are, 


ay. It is not what our avarice hoards uv = 


Tis he that feeds us, and that fills ov 


* (QP Lal xt. 


so . OF DIVINE POESY..°- 
Like new-born babes depending on the breaft, - 


From day to day we on his bounty feat, 
Nor thould the foul expeét above a day 
‘To dwell in her frail tenement of clay : 
‘The fetting fun fhould feem to bound our racey 
And the new day a gift of fpecial grace, 
vy, Chat he foould all our trefpaffes forgive, 
While we in hatred with our neighbours live; 
‘Though fo to pray may feem an ecafy tak, 
‘We curfe ourfelves when thus inclin’d we afk, 
"This pray’r to ufe, we ought witli equal care 
Our fouls, as to the facrament, prepare, 
‘The nobleft worfhip of the Pow’r above, 
Ts to extol and imitate his love; , 
Not to forgive our enemies alone, 
But ufe our bounty, that they may be won, 
vis Guard us from all temptations of the foe s 
And thofe we may in fevered ftations know ¢ 
The rich and poor in flipp’ry place® ftand,. 
Give us enough, but with a {paring hand! 
Not ill-perfuading want, nor wanton wealth, 
But what proportion’d is to iife and health : 
For not the dead but living fing thy praife, 
Exalt’ thy kingdom, and thy glory raife. * 


Raver Hinguis teens 
rginibus pucriique eantor Hor. 


ON THe fa 
* FOREGOING DIVINE POEMS. 


‘Waen we for age could neither read nor write; 
The fubje@ mags able to endite : ° 
The foul, with r refolutions deckt, 
The body ftooping does herfelf ere@. . ~ 
No mortal parts are requifite to raife * 
Her that, unbody’d, can her maker praife. 

The feas are quiet when the winds give o'er: 
So calm are we when paflions are no more! 
For then we know how vain it was to boaft 
Of ficeting things, fo certain to be Joft. 
Clouds of affe@tion from our younger eyes 
Conceal that emptinefs which age deferies. 

The foul’s dark cottage, batter’d and decay’d, 
Lets in new light through chinks that time hk 

made: 

Stronger by weaknefe, wifer men become, 
Asthey draw near to their eternal home. 
Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view, 
‘That ftand upon the threfhold of ++ ~~ 
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To whith Is presized 


THE LIFEOF THE AUTHOR. * 


eer 

Now you mutt know Sir Hudibras 

With fuch perfections gifted was, 

And fo peculiar in his manner, 

‘That all that faw him did but honour.——~—HUD. AT CO"RT. 
But fince his worthip’s dead and gone, 

And mouid’ring lies beneath this ftone, 

‘The Reader is defir d to look 

For his achievements in his Book ; 

Which will preferve of Knight the Tale, 

Till Time and Death itfelf fhall fail. HUD’s EPITAPH. 


—— ee ee 
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Tur father of Samuel Butler was a country farmer, who, with a fmall eflate of his own, rented 2 
farm in the parith of Strefham in Worcefterthire; at which place, in the year 1612, the poet was 
born. 

He was educated at the grammar fchool of Worceller, under the tuition of Mr. Henry Bright; 
and, after having purfued his fludies for the ufual period, removed from thence to Cambridge. 

At that Univerfity he refided for fome time; but the narrownels of his circumftances preventing 
him from: completing an academical education, he never entered a ftudent there. : 

On his return home, he became clerk to Mr. Jeffreys of Earlfcroomb, an eminent juitice of the 
peace, in whofe caly fervice he continued for a number of years, and found fufficient leifure, not 
only to improve himfelf in every fpecies of learning, but alfo to cultivate an acquaintance with the 

fine arts of myfic and of painting. 

He was afterwards admitted into the houfchold of the Countefs of Kent, a lady celebrated for her 
encouragement of literature; where he had free accefs to a noble library, and where he acquired the 
friendfhip of the great Selden, who was fteward to the Countefs, and whofe confidence in Butler was 
fo great, that he made ufe of his afliftance in various literary occupations. But what was the parti- 
cular nature of his engagements, er how long he continued in that family, could never be learned. 

‘The ficklenef¥ of his deftiny next fixed him in the employment of Sir Samuel Luke, one of Crom. 
well’s principal officers. Here he is faid to have firft conceived, and to have partly compofed his in- 
imitable work; which is the more probable, as here only he could have a fair opportunity of obferving 
the characters of the fectaries, in the confidence of fuccefs, and exulting in the full completion of 
their machinations, having thrown afide their cloaks of fanaticifm and hypocrify. 

On the Reftoration, he became fecretary to the Earl of Carbery, Prefident of the Principality of 
Wales, from whom he obtained the ftewardfhip of Ludlow Caftle, when the Court of Marches was 

. yevived. At that period he married Mrs. Herbert, a lady of good family and confiderable fortune; 
from which, however, he reaped but little benefit, as the greater part of it was loft in bad fecurities. 

In 1663 was publifhed the firft part of Hudibras, which was followed the fubfequent year by the 
fecond part. It was quickly introduced to the notice of the polite world, by the tafte and ‘influence of 
that accomplifhed nebleman, the Earl of Dorfet; and foon became fo popular at Court, that it was 
quoted by the King, ftudied by the courtiers, and admired by all the world. No wonder that the 
author fhould be elated with hopes ef independenee, when his writings met with {uch pointed atten- 
tion; but, alas! independence was not his lot, Bafllcd in his expectations, and difappointed in his 
reliance on court promifes, the man whofe wie delighted, and whofe fatire tended to reform a nation, 
was fuffered in lis old age to ftruggle with all the calamitics of indigence. 

There is fumething ftrikingly fintilar in the fate of thofe two great original geniufes, Butler and. 
Cervantes : Both fuccefstully attempted to free their refpective countries from fanaticifm of different 
kinds, by the united und irrefiftuble force of wit, humour and fatire; yet, while their works were 

a aniverfally applauded, the authors themfelves were fuffered, the one to perith with infirmity and 
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want in a prifon, and the other (a fate to a generous mind as {evere) to linger out a long life in pre~ 
carious dependence : fo juft is-the obfervation of Juvenal, which the experience of fixteen centuries 
hath ratified, and the hiftory of the manners of every nation confirmed, 

Haud facile emergunt, quorum virtutibus obftat 

Res anguita Domi— 


* Slow rlfes worth by poverty opprefs’d.”* 


* — NotwithQanding this neglect, Butler; in 1678, publithed a third part of Hudibras; which however 
ftill leaves the plan of the poem imperfect : What that would have been, if the author had completed 
his defign it is impoffible now to conjecture. The work, confidered as a whole, is certainly deficient in 
jocident and intereft : for though it contains more wit and learning than perhaps any other that ever 
‘was written; and though there is hardly a fubjeét for which an applicable motto might not be found 
jn Hudibras ; it cannot, after all, be read through but as a tafk. The characters indeed are now obfo- 
lete, for the manners that gave them birth no longer exift; yet will this work remain an unrivalled 
menument of genius, united with wit and learning, while the Englith language endures. 

Butler died in the year 1680, aged 78, and was privately buried in Covent Garden church-yard, 
at the expence of his good friend Mr. Longueville, who folicited in vain a fubfeription for his inter- 
ment in Weftminfter Abbey; in which place, about fixty years aftewards, a monument was erected to 
his memory by Alderman Barber. 

Some time after his death, three {mall volumes were publifhed as his pefthumous works; but as 
they added nothing to the reputation of the author of Hudibras, they have been deemed fpurious. 

‘Two {mall volumes however, certainly genuine, and admitted as fuch into this collection, werd 
publifhed in 1759 by Mr. Thyer, from the Manufcript in the poffeffion of Mr. Longueville. 








AUDI 


BRAS. 


IN THREE PART S# 








PARTI 





CANTO L 


The Argument. 


Sir HUDIBRAS his pafling worth, 
‘The manner how he fally'’d forth, 
His arms and equi page are fhewn, 
His horfe’s virtues and his own: 
‘Th’ adventure of the Bear and Fiddle 
Is fung, but breaks off jn the middle, 


Wuen civil dudgeon firt grew high, 
Aad men fell out, they knew not why; 
‘When hard words, jealoufies, and fears, 
Sze folks together by the ears, 

And made them fight, like mad or drunk, 
For Dame Religion as for punk ; 

‘Whofe honefly they all durft {wear for, 
‘Though not a man of them knew wherefore; 
‘When Gofpel-trumpeter, furrounded 
‘With long-ear’d rout, to battle founded ; 
And pulpit, dram ecclefialtic, 

‘Was beat with fift inflead of a ftick ; 
Then did Sir Knight abandon dwelling, 
And out he rode a colonelling *. 

A wight he was, whofe very fight would 
Entitie him mirror of knighthood, 

‘That never bow’d his itubborn knee 

To any thing but chivalry, 

Nor put up blow, but that which laid 
Knight worthipful on thoulder blade ; 
Chief of domettic knights and errant, 
Either for charte! or for warrant ; 

Great on the bench, great in the faddle, 
‘Phat could as well bind o’er as fwaddle ; 


* ‘The knight (if Sir Samuel Luke was Mr. Butler’s he- 
¥0) was not only a colone) in the parliament army, but 
alfo a fcoutumailer-general in the counties of Bedford, 
burry, &e. . 


Mighty he was at both of thefe, 

And ftyl’d of War, as well as Peace ¢ 
(So fome rats, of amphibious nature, 
Are either for the land or waté) 

But here our authors make a doubt 
Whether he were more wife or ftout : 
Some hold the one, and fome the other, 
But, howfoe’er they make a pother, 
The diffrence was fo fmall, his brain 
Outweigh’d his rage bu half a grain 
Which made fome take him for a tool 
That knaves do work with, call’d a Fool, 
For’t has been held by many, that 

As Montaigne, playing with his cat, 
Complains fhe thought him but an 
Much more fhe would Sir Hudibras ; 
For that’s the name our valiant knight 
‘To all his challenges did write; 

But they’re miftaken very much ; 

’Tis plain enough he was not fuch. 

We grant, althoughthe had much wit, 
H’ was very thy of ufing it, 

as being Joath to wear it out, 

And therefore bore it not about : 
Unlefs on holidays or fo, 

As men their. beft apparel do, 

Befide, ’tis known he could fpeak Greck 
As naturally as pigs fqueak; 


$u3 


‘That Latin was no more difficile, 
‘Than to a blackbird ’tis to whiftle : 
Being rich in both, he never fcanted 
His bounty unto fuch as wanted ; 
But mach of either would afford 
‘To many that had not one word. 
For Hebrew roots, although they're found 
To flqurifh mof in barren ground, 
He had fach plenty as fuffic’d 
"Fo make fome think him circumcis'd ; 
And truly fo he was perhaps, 
Not as a profelyte, but for claps. 

He was in logic a great critic, 
Profound)y fkjll’d in analytic: » 
He could diftinguifh, and divide 
A hair twixt fouth and fouth-welt fide ; 
On either which he would difpute, 
Confute, change hands, and ftill confute ; 
He’d undertake to prove, by force 
Of argument, a man’s no horfe ; 
He’d prove a buzzard is no fowl, 
And that a lord may be an owl; 
.A calf an alderman, a goofe a juftice f, 
And rooks committeg-men and truftces. 
He’d run in debt by difputation, 
And pay with ratiocination + 
All this by fyllogifm true, 
In mood and figure he would do, 
For rhetoric, he could not ope 
His mouth, but out there flew a trope: 
And when he happen’d to break off 
Y' th’ middle of his fpeech, or cough, 
H’ had hard words ready to thew why, 
And tell what rules he did it by ; 
Elfe when with greateft art he fpoke, 
You'd think he talk’d like other folk ; 
For all a rhetorician’s rules 
"Teach nothing but to name his tools. 
But, when he pleas’d to thew’t, his fpecch, 
Jn loftinefs of found, was rich ; 
A Babylonifr dialect, 
‘Which learned pedants much affect ; 
Yt was a party-colour’d drefs 
Of patch’d and py-ball’d languages ; 
"Twas Englith cut on Greck atid Latin, 
Like fuftian heretofore on fattin 5 
It had an old promifcuous tone, 
As if h’ had tatk’d three parts in one; 
‘Which made fome think, when he did gabble, 
‘Th’ had heard three labourers of Babel, 
Or Cerberus hinifelf pronounce 
A leath of languages at once. 
"This he as4olubly would vent, 
As if his lock would ne'er be fpent s 
And truly, to fupport that charge, 
He had fupplies as vaft and large ; 
For he could coin or counterfeit 
New words, with little or no wit; 
Words fo dehas'd and hard, no ftone 
‘Was hard cnough to touch them on ; 
And when with hafty noife he fpoke ’em; 
‘The ignorant fot Current took *cm 5 


“HUD 


+ Such was Alderman eaington, 


who fent « perfon to 
dis gate for finging (what he calied! 


a maligaant pfaim. 


IBRAS. 


That had the orator, who once 

Did fill his mouth with pebble ftones 

. When he harangu’d, but known his phrafo, 
He would have us’4 no other ways. 

In mathematics he was greater 

Than Tycho Brahe * or Erra Pater ¢3 
For he, by geometric {cale, 

Could take the fize of pots of ale; 
Refolve by fines and tangents frraight 

‘If bread or butter wanted weight; 

And wifely tell what hour o” th’ day 

The clock does &trike, by algebra, 

Befidc, he was a fhrewd philofopher, 

And had read ev'ry text and glofs over; 
Whate'er the crabbed’ft author hath, 

He underftood b’ implicit faith : 

Whatever feeptic could inquire for, 

For ev'ry why he had a wherefore; 

Knew more than forty of them do, 

‘As far as words and terms could go 3 

All which he underftood by rote, 

And, as occafion ferv’d, would quote: 

No matter whether right or wrong ; 

They might be either faid or fung. 

His notions fitted things fo well, 

That which was which he could not tell, 
But oftentimes miftook the one 

For th’ othez, as great clerks have done. 

He could reduce ali things to acts, 

And knew their natures by abftracts; 
Where Entity and Quiddity, 

‘vhe ghofts of defaund bodies, fly ; 

Where truth in perfon does appear, 

Like words congeal’d jn northern air. 

He knew what’s what, and that’s as high 
As metaphyfic wit can fly = 

in {chool-divinity as able 

Ashe that hight Irrefragable | ; 
A fecond Thomas §, or, at once 
To name them all, another Dunce |! = 
Profound in all the Nominal 

And Real ways beyond them all ¢ : 
For hea rope of fand could twift 

As tough as learned Sorbonift, 

And weave fine cobwebs, fit for feull 
That’s empty when the moon is full; 
Such as take lodgings in a head 
That’s to be Set unfurnifhed. 

































* An eminent Danith mathematician. 

+ William Lilly, the famous aitrologer of thofe thnes. 

+ Alexander Hales, fo called : he was an Englithmas, 
porn in Glouceiterthire, and Dourithed about the yeat 
1236, at the time when what was called School-divinity 
was much in 1; in which fcience he was fo deeply 
read, that he was called Dofor trrefragabilis ; that is, the 
invincible Dodor, whole arguments could not berelitied. 

4 lhomas Aequinas, 9 Domyiican friar, was born ip 
#224.{lunlied at Cologne anc at Paris, He new-modelled the 
fchaol-divintty, and was theretore called the Angelic Doc- 
tor, and Kagle of divines, 

a Johannes Dunfeotus was a very learned man, who fi- 
ved about the end of the thirreenth, and beginning of the 
fourteenth century. ‘The éngiith and Scots itive which 
of them fhall have the honour of his birth, ‘The inglith 
lay he was horn in Northumberland ; the Scots alieye he 
was born at Dunfe in the Merfe, the neighbourizg county 
tw Northumberland, and hence wascalled Durjeatus 

‘{Golicimas Occham was the father of the Nor 
aud Johannes Duntcutus ef the Reals. 








, 


1 


Cant... 

He could raife fcraples dark and nice, 

And after folve’em in a trice; 

As if* Divinity had cach’ 

‘The itch,.on purpofe to be fcratch’d 3 

Or, like a mountebank, did wound 

And'ftab herfelf with doubts profound, 

Only to thew with how fmall pain 

Whe fores of Faith are cur’d again; 

Although by woful proof we find. 

“They always leave a feat behind, * 

He knew the feat of Paradife, 

Could tell in what degree it lies, 

And, as he was difpos’d, could prove it | 

Below the moon, or elfe above it ; : 

‘What Adam dreamt of, when his bride , 

Came from her clofet in kis fide ; is 

‘Whether the devil tempted her. | ~ 

By a high Dutch interpreter ; 

4f either of them had a navel; 

Who firft made mufic malleable ; 

‘Whether the ferpent, at the fall, 

Had cloven feet, or none at all: 

All this, without a glofs or comment, 

Hie could unriddle in a moment, 

In proper terms, fuch as men fmatter, ~ 

When they throw out, and mifs the matte 
For his religion, it was fit ‘ 

To match his learning and his wits °° 

T'was Prefbyterian true blue; - 

For he was of that ftubborn crew 

‘Of errant faints, whom all men gre 

To be the true church militant ; 

Such as do build their faith upon ~ 

‘The holy text of pike and gun; 

Decide all controverfies by 

Anfallible artillery ; eee 

And provg their do@trine orthodox, 

By apoftolic blows and knocks ; 

Cail fire, and fword, and defolation, 

A godly, thorough Reformation, 

Which always muft be'carry’d on, 

And ftill be doing, never donc ; 

As if religion were intended 

For nothing elfe but to be mended ¢ 

A fet whole chief devotion lies 

In odd perverfe antipaghies ¢ 

In falling out with that-or this, * 

And finding fomewhat ftill amifs; 

More peevith, g6fs, and fplenetic, 

‘Than dog diftra, or monkey fick 3 

That with more care kéep holiday 

The wrong, than'6thers the right ways 

Compound for fins they are inclin’d to, 

By damning thofe they have so mind to; 

Suill fo perverfe and oppofite, : 

As if they werfhipp’d God for fpite 3° 

‘The felf-fame thing they will abhor 

@ne way, and long another for 3. 

Freewill they one way difavow, 

Another, nothing elfe allow ¢ 

All piety confifts therein, 

In them, in other men all fin : 

Rather than fail, they will defy. 

That which they love moft tenderly; 











HODIBRAS. ° 


°} With grifly type did reprefent - ; 





Quarrel with minc’d pies, and difparage : 


"| Their beft and dearett friend, plum porridge; 


Fat pig and gooic itfelf oppofe, ; : 
And blafpheme cuftard through the hole, 
‘Th’ apoftles of this fiercercligion, ~~ 


| Like Mahomet’s, were afs and widgeon, 


To whom our knight, by faft inftin@ 

Of wit and temper, was fo linkt, 

Asif hypocrify and nonfenfe 4. 

Had got th’ advowfon of his confcience. . 
Thus was he gifted and accouter*d, 

‘We mean on th’ infide, not the outward 5 

That next of all we fhall difcufs; . 


4 Then liften, Sits, it follows thus. 


His tawny beard was th’ equal 
Both of his wifdom and his face ; 


} In cut and die fo like a tile, 


A fudden view it would beguile : 
The upper part whereof was whey, 


-] The nether orange, mix’d with grey. 


This hairy meteor did denounce 
The fall of fceptres and of crown: 






Declining age of government, 
And tell, with hieroglyphic {pade, 
Its own grave and the State’s were made! 


|| Like samfon’s heart-breakers, it grew 


in time to make a nation rue 3 


“| Though it contributed its own fall, 


To wait upon the public downfal : 
It was monaftic anddid grow, 
In holy orders by ftrict vow 3 

Of rule as fulten and fevere, 

As that of rigid Cordelicrez 

’Twas bound to fuffer perfecution, 
And martyrdom, with refolution ; 
T’ oppofe itfelf againft the hate, 


*.:] And vengeance of th’ incenfed ftate, 


In whofe defiance it was worn, 


“| Still ready to be pull’d and torn, 


With red hot irons to be tortrr’d,” 
Revil’d, and {pit upon, and martyr’d3 
Maugre ail which ’twas to ftand faft 

As long as monarchy fhould laft : 

But when the ftate fhould hap to reef, 
*Twas to fubmit to fatal fteel, * a, 
And fall, as it was confecrate, 

A facrifice to fall of fate, 

Whofe thread of life the Fatal Sifters 

Did twift together with its whitkers, 


| And twine fo clofe, that Time fhould never, 


in life or death, their fortunes fever, 
But with his rufty fickle mow ~  *- 
Both down together at a blow. “ * 
"So learned Taliacotius *, from § 
The brawny part of Porter’s bum, 

Cut fupplementa! nofes, which 

Would lait as long as parent breech, 


* Gafper Tatiacotius waa born at-Bononia, 4. D. 1553, 
and was profellur of phyfic and furgery there, He die 
1599. His ftague Randy in the anatomy theatre, holding a 
nofe in its hand, He wrote a treatife in Latin, calicd Chie 
rurgia Nota, in which he teaches the art_of ingrait 
notes, cars, lipis (6+ with che proper infirumzpte a 
bandages. - ~ 
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But when the date of Nock was out, . 
Off dropt the fympathetic fnout. z 
His buck, or rather burthen, fhew’d 

As if it floop’d with its own load f 
For as Aineds bore his fire 

Upon his fhoviders through the fire,’ 
Oor knight did bear no lefs a pack 

Of hisown buttocks on his back ; 
Which now had almoft got the upper- 
Hand of his head for want of cruppe: 
‘To poife this equally, he bore 

A paunch of the fame bulk before, 
‘Which fill he had a fpecial care, 

To keep weil-cramm’d with thrifty fare; 
As.white-pot, butter-milk, and curds, 
Such as a country houfe affords; 

With other vidual, which auon 

We farther thall dilate upon, 
‘When of his hofe we come to treat, 
The cupboard where he kept his meat. 

His doublet was of fturdy buff, a7 
And though not word, yet cudge)-proofy 
‘Whereby ‘twas fitter for his ufe, 

Wix fear'd no blows but fuch as bruife. 

His breeches were of rugged woollen, 

And had been at the fiege of Bullen; 

To old King Harry fo well known, 

Some writers held they were his own + 

“Through they were Jin’d with many a piece 

Of ammunition bread and cheefe, 

And fat black puddings, proper food 

For warriors that delight in blood :* 

For, as we faid, he always chofe 

‘To carry victual in his hofe, 

‘That often tempted rats and mice 

‘The ammunition to furprife ; 

And when he put a hata! but in 

The one or t’ other magazine, 

‘They ftoutly on deferfce on’t ftaod, * 

And from the wounded foe drew Blood, 

And till they were ftorm'd, and beaten oUt, 
Ne'er left the fortify'd redoubt 

And thongh knights errant, as fome think, 

Of old did neither eat nor drink, 

Becaufe when thorough deferts vat, 

And regions deflate, they puft, ~ 

‘Where belly-timber above ground, 

Or under, was not to be found, 

Unilefs they graz’d, there’s not one word 

Of their provifion on record ; 

‘Which made fome confidently write, 

"They had no ftomachs but fo fight. ° 

“Vis falfe; for Arthur wore in hall 

Round table like a farthingal, 

On which, with fhirt pull'd out behind, 

And eke before, his good knights din’d j 
* Though ’twas no table fome fuppole * 
But a huge pair of round trunk hofe, 
Yn which he carry’das niuch meat 
As he and all the knights could eat, 
When laying by their {words and truncheons, 
‘They took their breakfaits, or their luncheons, 
But let that pais at preient, Icit 

We thou’d forget where we digrelt, 
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As learned authors ufe, to whom 
We leave it, and to the purpofe come. 
His puiffant {word unte his fide, 
Near his undaynted heart, was ty’d, 
With bafket hilt that would hold: broth, 
And ferve for fight and dinner both ; 4 
{n it he melted lead for bullets 
To fhoot at foes, and fometimes pullet: 
To whom he bore fo fell a grutch, 
He ne'er gave quarter to any fuch. - 
‘The trenchant blade, Toledo wrufty, 
For want of fighting was grown rufty 
And ate into itlelf, for lack 
Of fome body to hew and hack : 
The peaceful fcabbard, where it dwelt, 
The rancour of its edge had felt ; 
For of the lower end two handful 
It had cevour'd, "twas fo mantul, 
And fo much fcorn‘d to lurk in cafe, 
Asif it durft not thew his face, 
In many defperate attempts 
Of warrants, exigents, contempts, - 
It had appear’d with courage bolder 
Than Serjeant Bum invading fhoulder 
Oft’ had i it ‘ta’en poffeflion, 
And pris’ners top, or made them rtin, 
‘This {word a dagger had, his page, 
That was but little for his age, 
And therefcre waited op him fo, 
8 dwarfs upon knights errant do s 
It was a ferviceable dudgeon, 
Either for fighting or for drudging : 
When it had ftabb’d, or broke a head, 
it would ferape trenchers, or chip bread ¢ 
Toaft cheefe or bacon, though it were 
To bait a moufe-trap, ’twould not care; 
*Pwould make clean fhoes, and in the carth 
Set leeks and onions, and fo forth : 
It had been ’prentice to a brewer, 
Where this and morc it did endure, 
But left the trade, as many more 
Have lately done on the fame feor 
In th’ holfters, at his faddle-bow, 
Two aged piitols he did flow, 
Among the furplus of fuch meat 
As in his hofe he could not get : 
Thefe would inveigle rats with th’ feent, 
To forage when the cocks were bent, 
And fometimes catch ’em with a fnap, 
As cleverly as the ableft trap : 
They were upon hard duty ill, 
And ev’ry night ftood centinel, 
‘To guard the magazine i” th’ hofe 
From two-lcgg’d and from four-legg’d fora. 
Thus clad and fortify’d, Sir Knight, 
From peaceful home, fet forth to fight. 
But firft with nimble aétive force 
He got on th’ outfide of his horfe t 
For having but one ftirrup ty'd 
‘T’ his fadie on the further fide, 


“} It was fo fhort h’ had much ado 


‘Lo reach it with his defp’rate toe; 
But after many ftrains and heaves, 
He got up to the faddle-caves, 


> Canto I 
From wherice he vaulted into th’ feat 
With fo much vigour, flrength, and heat, 
‘That he had almoit tumbled over 
With his own weight, but did recover, 
By laying hold on tuil and main, 
Which oft’ he us’d inftead of rein, 
But now we talk of mounting fteed, 
Before we further do proceed, 
Tt doth behove us to fay fomething, * 
OF that which bore our valiant Bumkin, 
The beaft was Qurdy, large, and tall, 
With mouth of meal, and eyes of walls 
I wou'd fay eyc; for h’ had but one, 
As moft agree, though fome fay none. 
He was well ftay’d, and in his gait 
Preferv’d a grave, majettic fate ; 
At {pur or fwitch no more he tkipt, 
Or mended pace, than Spaniard whipt; 
And yet fo fiery he would bound 
As if he griev’d to touch the ground; 
‘That Carfar’s horfe, who, as fame goes, 
Had corns upon his fect and toes, 
‘Was not by half fo tender hooft, 
Nor trod upon the ground fo (oft; 
And as that beaft would knecl and ftoop 
(Some write) to take his rider up; 
So Hudibras hia (‘tis well known) 
Would often do to fet him down, 
‘We hall not need to fay what lack 
“OF feather was upon his back; 
Fot that was hidden under pad, 
Aud breech of Knight gail’d full as bad: 
His ferutting ribs on both fides thew’d 
Like furrows he himfelf had plough’d 5 
For underneath the fkirt of pannel, 
*Twixt ev'ry two there was a channel t 
His draggling tail hung in the dirt, 
Which on hisiider he would flurt, 
Stil as his tender fide he prickt, 
‘With arm’d heel, or with unarm’d, kickt s 
For Hudibras wore but one fpur, 
. As wifely knowing, could he ftir 
'To active trot one fide of ’s horfe, - 
The other would not hang an arfe. 
*_ A Squire he had, whofe name was Ralph *, 
‘That in th’ adventure went his half, 
‘Though writers, for more ftately tone, ‘ 
Do call him Ralpho, ’tis all one; 
And when wg can, with metre fafe, 
We'll call him fo; if not, plain Ralph 5 
(For rhyme the ruder is of verfee, 
With which, like thips, they fteer their courfes) 
An. equal ftock of wit and valour : 
He had laid in, by birth a tailor, 
‘The mighty Tyrian queen, that gain’d, 
With fubtle fhreds, a trac of land, 
Did leave it with a caftle fair 
‘Yo his great anceftor, her heir ; 


* Sir Roger LiBttrange (Key to Hudibras) fays, This fa- 
mous Squire wasone Iaac Xovinfon, a zealous butcher, 
in’Moortieds, who was always contriving fome new quet- 
po cut in ehurch government; hut, ina Xey at the end 
Of a barlefque poem of Mr. Butler's, 1706, in folio, p. 12. 
Avis obterved, “* ‘Phat Hudibras’s Squire was enc Pemble 

7 Xa tailor, and one of the Committee of Sequeftrators.* 
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From him defcendéd ctofs-lege’d knights, 
Fam’ for their faith and warlike fights 
Againft the bl.ody Cannibal, : 
Whom they deftroy’d both great and fmall 
ihis fturdy Squire he had aswell 
As the bold Trojan knight, feen hell, 
Not with a counterfeited pafs 
Of golden bough; but true gold lact: 
His knowledge was not far bchind 
The knight’s, but of another kind, _~ 
And he another way came by ’t 
Some call it Gifts, and fome New-light 5 
A lib’ral art, tpat cofts no pains . 
Of ftudy, induftry, or brains. 
His wit was fent him for a token; 
But in the casriage crack’d and broken 3 
‘Like commendation ninepence crockt $+ 
With—To and from my love—it lookt. 
He ne’er confider’d it, as loth 
To look a gift-horfe in the mouth, 
And very wifely wou'd lay forth 
No more upon it than ’twas worth 5 
But as he got it freely, fo 
He fpent it frank and freely toot 
For faints themfelves will fometimes be 
OF gifts that coft them nothing, free. 
By means of this, with hem and cough, 
Prolongers to enlighten’d ftuff, 
He could deep myfteries unriddle, 
As eafily as thread a needle; n 
For as of -vagabonds we fay, 
That they ace ne'er befide their way, 
What’er men {peak by this new light, 
Still they are fure to be i? th’ right. 
Tis a dark lantern of the Spiric, 
Which none fee by but thofe that bear its 
A light that falls down from on high, 
For fpiritual trades to cozen by 3 
An igaus fatuzs, that bewitches, 
And fcads men into pools and ditches, 
To make them dip themfelv@, and found - 
For Chriftendom in dirty pond; . 
To dive. like wild fowl, for falvation, 
And fith to catch regeneration, 
This light infpires and plays upory 
The nofe of faint, like bagpipe drone, 
And {peaks through hollow empty foul, 
As through a trunk, or whifp’ring hole, 
Such language as no mortal car 
But fpirit’al eavefdroppers can hear; 
So Phebus, or f2me friendly mufe, 
Into fmall pocts fong infufe, 
Which they at fecend-hand rehearfe, _ 
Through reed or bagpipe, verfe for verles 
Thos Ralph became infailible 
As three or four-legg’d oracle, 
The ancient cup, or modern chair; 
Spoke truth point blank, though unaware. . 


‘Until the year 1696, when all money, not milled, was 
‘eaten ina Meee oy place Of filver wa" as conmen 38 
fixpences or fhillings ; and thefe ninepences werciutually 
bent as lixpeaces commonly are now, which bending was , 
called, To my love, and from my loye; and juch nine 

ences the ordinary fellows gave or fent tu their {weeds - 
hearts, as tokens of lovey 





we 

















‘sh 


For myftic learning, wondrous able 
In magic, talifman, and cabal, 
‘Whafe primitive tradition reaches 
As far as Adam’s firft ercen breeches; 
Deep-fighted in intelligences, , 
Ideas, atoms, inflpences ; 
And much of Terra Incognita, 
Th’ intelligible world cou’d fay 5 
A deep occult philofopher, 
As learn’d as the wild Irith are, 
Or Sir Agrippa, for profound 
And folid tying much renown’d ; 
He’ Anthropofophus and Floud, 
aind Jacob Behmen underftnad ; 
Knew many an amulet and charm, 
‘That would do neither good nor harm ; 
In Rofycrucian lore as learned, 
As he that Vere adeptus earned + 
He underitood the {peech of birds 
As well as they themfelyes do words t 
Could tell what fub:left parrots mean, . 
‘That fpeak and think contrary clean; 
‘What member "tis of whom they talk 
‘When they cry Rope, and Walk, Knave, walk. 
He’d extra numbers out of matter, . 
And keep them in a glafs, like water, 
Of fov'reign power to make men wife; 
For, dropt in bleur thick-fighted eyes, _ 
They'd make them fee in darkeft night, 
Like owls, though purblind in the light, 
By help of thefe (as he profeft) 
He had Firft Matter feen undreft 
He took her paked, all alone, 
Before one rag of form was on. " 
"The Chaos, too, he had detcry’d, 
And feen quite through, or elfe he ly’d; 
‘Not that of Pafteboard, which men fhew 
For groats, at fair of Barthol'mew ; 
But its great grandfire, firft o” th’ name, 
‘Whence that and Reformation came, 
Both coufin-gerinans;-and right able 
‘T’ inveigle and draw in the rabble; 
But Reformatjon was, fome fay, 
0’ th’ younger houfe te puppet-play. 
He could foretel whats’ever was 
By confequence to come to pafs : 
As death of great men, alterations, © 
Difeafes, batsles, inundations ; 
All this without th’ eclipfe of th’ fun, 
Or dgeadful comet, he hath done 
By inward light, a way as good, ‘ 
And eafy to be underttood : 
But with more lucky hjt than thofe 
"That ule ty mgkg the ftars depole, 
Like Knights 0° th’ Poft, and falfely charge . 
Ppon themfelves what others forge ; 
As if they were confenting to 
All mifchiefs jn the world mep do; 
Or, like the devil, did tempt and fway "er 
‘To rogueries, and then betray ’em. 
They'll fearch a planct’s houle, to know 
‘Who broke and robb'd a houfe below 


Examine Venus, and the Moun, 
hho flole a thimble aro fiinan + 
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An! though they nothing will confefa, 

Yet by their very looks can guels, 

And tell what guilty afpe@ bodes, 

Who ftole, and who recciv'd the goods : 
They'll queftion Mars, and, by his look, 
Detect who ‘twas that nimm’dacloke; _ 
Make Mercury contels, and "peach 

Thofe thieves which he himfelf did teach. 
‘Phey’ll find, in th’ phyfiognomics 

O’ th’ planets, all men’s deftinies 

Like him that touk the dodtor’s bill, 

And fwallow’d it inftcad o’ th’ pill, 

Caft th’ nativity o” th’ queftion, 

And from pofitions to be gueft or, 

As fure us if they knew the moment 

Of Native’s birth, tell what will come on’t. 
They'll feel the puifes of the ftars, 

To find out agues, coughs,’catarchs; 

And tell what crifis docs divine 

‘The rot in theep, or mange in fwine ; 

In men, what gives or cures the itch, 

What makes them cuckolds, poor or rich 5 
What gains or loiles, hangs or faves : 

What makes men great, what fools or knavey 
But not what wife, for only 'f thofe 

‘The ftars (they fay) cannot difpofe, 

No more than can the aftrologians : 

‘There they fay right, and like true Trojans, 
This Ralpho knew, and thercfore took t 
The other courfe, of which we fpoke. 

‘Thus was th’ accomplith’d Squire endu'd 
With gifts and knowledge per’lous threwd t 
Never did trufty {quire with knight, 

Or knight with fquire, ¢’er jump more right, 
‘Their arms and equipage did fit, 

As well as yirtues, parts, and wit ; 

‘Their valours, too, were of a rate; 

And out they fally'd at the gate. 

bew miles on horicback had they jogged _ 
But Fortug¢ unto them turn’d dogged 5 
For they a fad adventure met, a 
Of which anon we mean to treat: . 

But e’er we venture to unfold 
Achievements fo refoly’d and bold, 

We fhopld, as learned poets ufe, 

Invoke th’ affiftance of fome mufe, - 
However critics count ic fillier 

‘Than jugglers talking too familiar ; 

We think ’tis no great matter which, 
They’re all alike, yet we hall pitch 

On one that fits our purpofe moft, 

Whom therefore thus do we accoft, 

Thou that with ale, or viler Hiquore, 
Didit infpire Withers, Pryn, and Vickars, 
And force them, though it was in {pite 
Of Nature, and their itars, to write 5 
Who (as we find in fullen writs, Ae 
And crofe-grain’d works of modern wits) 
With vanity,opinion, want, 

‘The wonder of the ignorant, 

The praifes of the author, penn’d 
B’ himfelf, or wit-infusing friend ; 
"The itch of picture in the tront, 
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All that is left 6’ th’ Forked hill 
To make men feribble without ficillj 
Canft make a poct, fpite of Fate, 
And teach all people to eranflate, 
Though out of languages in which 
They underftand no part of f{peech 5 
Aflit me but this once, 1 ’mplore, 
And f hail trouble thee no more. 
In weftern clime there is a town, 
‘To thofe that dwell therein well known, 
‘Therefore there needs no more be faid here; 
‘We unto them refer ol teader ; 
For brevity is very good, 
‘When w’ are, or are not underftood, 
To this town people did repair * 
On days of market or of fair, 
And to crack’d fiddle and hoarfe tabor, 
In merriment did drudge and labour ; 
But now a fport more formidable 
Had rak’d together village rabble; 
°T was an old way of recreating, 
Which learned butchers call Bear-beating ; 
A bold advent’ rous exercife, 
‘With ancient herces ié. high ®tize ; 
For authors do affirm it came * 
From lithinian or Nemwan game ; 
Others derive it from the Bear 
‘That's fix'd in northern hemifphere, 
And round about the pole does make 
A circle, like a bear at ftake, 
‘That at the chain's end wheels about, 
And overturns the rabble-rout: + 
For after folen'n proclamation 
In the bear’s name, (as is the fathion 
According to the Jaw of arma, 
‘Yo keep men from inglorious harms) 
‘That none prefume to come fo near 
As forty footof Rake of bear, 
If any yet be fq fool-hardy, 
‘T’ expofe themfelves to vain jeopardy, 
» If they come wounded off, and lame, 
‘No hononr’s got by fuch a maim, 
Although the bear gain much, b’ing bound 
* In honour to make good his ground 
When he’s engag’d, and takes no notice, 
Hf any prefs upon him, who ’tis, 
Bat lets them know, at their own coft, 
‘That he intends to keep-his pot. 
This to prevent, and other harms, 
‘Which always wait on feats of arms, 
(For in the hurry of a fray 
“Tis hard to keep cut of harm’s way) 
Thither the knight his courfe did fteer; 
‘To keep the peace *twixt dog and bear, 
As he believ’d he was bound to do’ 
In confcience and commiflion too ; 
And therefore thus befpoke the Squires 
We that are wifely mounted higher. 
‘Than conftables in cutule wit, 
‘When on tribanal bench we fit, 
Like f{peculators thould forefee, 
yom Pharos of authoritys 
ortended mifchicfs farther than 
ow Proletarian tithing-men 5. 


ahd therefore being inform’é by brute 
That Deg and Bear are to di:pute, Bs 
For fe of late men fighting name, ; 
Becaufe they often prove the fame + - 
(For where the firft does hap to be” 
The latt does téincidere) 

Quantum in nobis, have thought good 
Yo fave th’ expenfe.of Chriftian blodd, 
And try if wegby mediation 

Of treaty and accommodation, 

Can end the quarrel, and compofe 

The bloody duel without blows. 

Are not our liberties, our lives, 

The laws, religion, and our wives; 
Enough at once to Jie at ftake 

For Cov’nant * and the Caufe’s fake? 
But in that quarrel Dogs and Bearay 

As well ag we, mutt venture theirs? 
This feud, by Jcfuits invented, 

By evil courtfel is fomented ; 

‘Chere is a Machiavilian plot, 

(Though ev'ry nare olfad it noty % 
And deep defign in’t to divide 

The well-affected that confide, 

By fetting brother againft brother, 

To claw and curry one another. 

Have we not enemies plus fatis, 

‘That cane (& angue pejus hate us ? 

And fhali we turn our fangs and clawe 
pen our own felves, without caule ? 
‘That fome occult defign doth lie 

In bloody cynarétomachy, 

Is plain enough to him that knows 
How Saints lead Brothers by the nofe. 

{ with myfelf a pfeudo-prophet, 

But fure fome mifchief will come of ity 
Unlefs by providential wit, 

Or force, we averruncate it. 

For what defign, what intereft, 

Can beaft have to encounter beaft ? 
They fight for no efpoufed Caufe, 

Frail Privilege, fandamental*Laws, 

Nor for a thorough Reformation, =~ > 
Nor Covenant nor Proteilation, 

Nor liberty of confciences, 

Nor Lords and Commons’ Ordinances } ¢ 
Nor for the Church, nor for Charch-lands, 
To get them in their own no hands, 
Nor evil Counfellors to bring 

To juftice, that feduce the king, 

Nor for the worthip of us men, 

Though we have done as much for them, 


* This was the Sutemn Leagué and Covenant, whith 
was firit framed and taken by the Scottith Parliament, and. 
by them fent to the Parliament of Rugiand, in order to 
white the two nations more ciofely in religion, It was re= 
ceived an taken by both fteufes, and the City of Lon- 
Gon ; and ordered to be read in all the churches throughout 
the Kingdom ; and every perfon was bound to give tus com+ 
fene, by holding up his hand, at the reading of Ie. 


+The King being driven from the Parliament, no feral 
ads of Parhament ¢ould be made; therefore when the 
Lords and Commons had agreed upna any bill, they pub- 
lithed it, and required obedience to it, under ‘the tive of 
An Osdinancé of Lords and Commons, and fomexines 
‘An Urdinance of Parliament, 
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Th’ Egyptians svonthipp'ad dogs, and for 
‘Their faith made internecine war. 
Ochera ador’d a rat, and fome 
For that church fuffer'd martyrdom. 
‘The Indians fought for the truth 
Of th’ elephant and monkey's tooth; 
And many, to defend that faith, 
Fought it out mordicusto death ; 
But no beaft ever was fo flight, 
For man, as for his God, to fight. 
‘They had more wit, alas! and know 
-'Themfelves and us better than fo + 
But we who only do infufe 
‘The rage in them like boute-feus, wn. 
*Tis our example that inftils 
Jn them th’ infection of our ills. 
Yor, as {ome late philofophers 
Have well obferv’d, beafts that converfe 
‘With man take after him, as hogs 
‘Gct pigs all the ycar, and bitches dogs. 
Yuk fo, by our example, cattle 
Learn to give one another battle, 
We redid in Nero’s time, the Heathen, 
‘When they deftroy’d the Chriftian brethren, 
"yhey few’d them in the fkins of bears, 
And then fet dogs about their ears; 
From whence, no doubt, th’ invention came 
“Of this lewd antichriftian game, 
‘To this, qnoth Ralpho, Verily 
‘The point feems very plain to mes | 
Jt is an antichriftian game, | 
-Unlawful both in thing and name, 
Firft, for the name ; the word Bear-baiting 
Is carnal, and of man’s creating ; 
For certainly theres no fuch word 
In all the Scripture on record ; 
‘Therefore unlawful, and a fin; 
And fo is (fecondly) The thing: - 
A vile affembly *tis, that can 
No more be prov'd by Scripture, than 
Provincial, Claffic, National, 
Mere human creatuf-cobwebs all, 
Thirdly, It is idolatrous 5 
For when men run a-whoring thus 
‘With their inventions, whatfoc’er 
"The thing be, whether Dog, or Bear, 
It is idolatroas and Pagan, 
No lefs than worfhipping of Dagon, 
Quoth Hudibras, Tfmell a rats 
Ralpko, thou dott prevaricate + 
For though the thefis which thou lay’ft 
Be true ad aweufim, as thou fay’; 
(For that Bear-baiting fhould appear 
Fare divino lawfaller 
"Than Synods are, thon doft deny 
Totidem verbis, fo do 1) 
Yet there’sa fallacy in this; 
For if by fly Lomegfs, 
Tufis pro crepitu, an art 
‘Under a cough to flur a f—t, 
‘Thou wouldft fophiftically imply ? 
Beth are unlawful, 1 deny. # 
And I, quoth Ralpho, do not doubt 
Bu Bear-baiting may be made out, 





In gofpel-times, a8 luwha' ‘as is" 

Provincial, er Parochial Claffiss 

And that both are fo near of kin, 

And like i in all, as well as fin, 

‘That put vem in a bag, and fhake "em, 

Yourfelf o° th’ fudden would miftake "ems 

And not know which is which, untefs 

You meafure by their wickednefs ; 

For ’tis not hard t’ imagine whether 

Q' th’ two is worft, thongh [ name neither. 
Quoth Hudibras, Thou offer’ much, - 

But art nat able to keep touch. © 

Mira de lente, as tis f th’ adage, -- - 0 7 -+ 

dd eff, to make a leek a cabbage 3 

“thou wilt at leaft but fuck a bull, 

Or fhear fwinc, all cry, and no wool 5 

For what can Synods have at all, 

With Bear that’s analogical? 

Or what relation has debating 

Of Church-ailairs with Bear-baiting ? 

A jut comparifon ftill is 

Of things gufdem generis : 

And then what gers rightly doth 

Include and compr: Mhd them both ? 

If animal, both of us may 

As juftly pafs for Bears us they; 

tor we are animals no leis, 

Although of diffrent {peciefes, 

But, Ralpho, this is no fit place, 


4} Nor time to argue out the cafe: 


For now the field is not far off, 

Where we mutt give the world a psoof - 
OF deeds, not words, and fuch as fuit 
Another manner of difpute : 

A controverly that affords 

A@ions for arguments, not words; 
Which we muft manage at a rate es 
Of prowefs and conduct adequate 

To what ur plice and fame deth promifes 
And all the Godly expe from us. - 

Nor thall they be deceiv'd, unlefs 

‘We're flurr'd and outed by fuccefa 
Souccefs, the mark no mortal wit, 

Or fureft hand, can always hit : 

For whatfoe’er we Perpetrate 

We do but row, w’ are ftecr’d by Fate, 
Which in fuccefs oft’ difinherits, 


“For {purtous causes, nobleft merits. 


Great adtions are not always true fons 
OF great and mighty refolutions; 

Nor do the boldeit attempts bring forth. 
Events {till equal to their worth ; 

‘But fometinies fai!,and in thcir ftead. 
Fortune and cowardice fucceed. 

Yet we have no great caufe to doubt, 
Our actions fill have born us out 5 
Which though they're known to be fo.ample, 
‘We need not copy from example ; 
We're not the only perfon durft 
Attempt this province, nor the firft, 

In northern clime a val’rous knight 
Did whilom kill his Bear in fight, 

And wound a Fiddler : we have both 
Of thefe the objects of our worth, . 
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IN THREE PARTS, 
. , + 
Re 








PARTIE CANTO It. 


The Argument. 


® ‘The catalogue and charaéter 
Of th’ enemies’ beft men of war, 
‘Whom, in 2 bold harangue, the knight 
_ Defies, and challenges to fight : 
HY encounters Talgol, routs the Bear, 
And takes the Fiddler prifoner, 
€onveys him to enchanted caftle, 
. There fhuts him fa in wooden Baftile. 





‘Tara wae an ateitnt fage philofopher If he can kill hint, thinks ¢ inberit 
+: Dhat bad read Alexander Rofs over, His wit, his beauty, and his fpirit ; 
‘And fwore the world, as he could prove, As if juft fo much he enjoy’d, 





» ‘Was made of fighting and of love. As in another is deftroyed : 


ert fo Romarices are, for what elfe For when a giant’s fain in fight, 
‘To in them sif'Bot lave and battles? And mow'd o’erthwart, or cleft dowaright, 
O’ tl’ firk of thefe’w' have no great matter It is a heavy cafe, no doubt, ‘ 
"To treat of, but a world o’ th’ latter, A man fhould have his brains beat out, 
In which to do the injar'd right, Becaufe he’s tall, and has large bones, 
‘We mican in what concerns juft fight, As men kill beavers for their ftones. 
Gertes our authors areto blame, — But as for our part, we fhall tell 
For to make fome well-founding name ‘The naked truth of what befel, 
A pattern fit for modern knights And gs an equal friend to both 
"To copy out in frays and fights, The Knight and Bear, but more to Troth, 
‘Like "hiote that a whole ftrect do raze With neither faction hall take part, 
‘o build # palace in the place) But give to each his due defert, 
‘They never care how many others And never coin a formal lie on ’t, 
They kill, without regard of mothers, To make the knight o’erconie the giant. 
‘Or wives, or children, fo they can This being profeft, we’ve hopes enough, 
‘Make up fome fierce deed-doing man, And now go on where we lefe off. 
Compos’d of many ingredient valours, They rode, but authdrs having not 
Jut like the manhood of nine tailors: _ | Determin’d whether pace ortrot, 
Soa wild Tartar, when he fpies (That is to fay, whether tollutation), 


Av man that’s handfome, valiant, wilc, | As they do term ’t, or fuccnffation} 


« 


jn 


And equal fame and glory froth 

‘Ti’ attempt or victory to come. 

*Tis fung there is a valiant Mamaluke, 
In foreign land, yclep’d Sit Samuel Luke, 
To whom we have been oft’ compar’d 
For perfon, parts, addrgfs, and beard ¢ 
Both equally reputed fut, 

And in the fame canfe bath have fought ; 
He oft’ in fuch attempts as thefe 

Came off with glory and fuccefs = 

Nor will we fail in th’ execution, 

For want of equal refolution. 

Honour is like a widow, won 

With brifk attcmpt and pucting on; 


Cxnto L. . HUDIBRAS. sig. 


With ent’ring manfully, and urging; 
Not flow approaches, like a virgin. 
This faid, as yerft the Phrygian knight, 
So ours with rufty fteel did imite  ¢ 
His Trojan horfe, and juft as much 
He mended pace upon the touch ; 
But from his empty ftomach groan’d 
Juft as that hollow beat did found, 
And angry anfwer’d from behind, 
With brandifh’d wil and blaft of wind, 
$o have! feen, with armed heel, 


"A wight beftride a Commonweal. 


While ftill the more he kick’d- and fpurr’d; 
‘The lefs the fuJen jade has ftise’d. 


Kh iy . 


Chase i. 
‘We leave it and go o&, as now 
Suppofe they did,no matter how; 
Yet fome, from fubtle hints, have got 
Myfterious light it was a trot : 
But let that pafs; they now begun 
To fpur their living epgines on : 
For as whipp’d tops bandy’d balls, 
‘The learn’d hold, arqgnimats ; 
So horfes they affirm to be 
Mere engines made by geometry, 
And were invented firft from engines, 
As Indian Britains were from Penguins. 
So let them be, and, as I was faying, 
‘They their live engines play’d, not faying 
Wntil they reach’d the fatal champain 
‘Which th’ enemy did then encamp on; 
The dire Pharfalian plain, where battle 
‘Wasto be wag'd "twixt puiffant cattle, 
And fierce auxiliary men, 
‘That came to aid theis brethren ; 
‘Who now began to take the field, 
As Knight from ridge of fteed beheld. 
For as our modern wits behold, 
Mounted a pick«back on thé old, 
Much farther off, much farther he, 
Rais’d on his aged beaft, could fee; 
Yet not fufficient to defery 
All poftures of the enemy + o 
Wherefore he bids the {quire ride further, 
‘T’ obferve their numbers and their crder, 
‘That when their motions he had known, 
He might know how to fit his own. 
Meanwhile he ftopp’d his willing eed, 
To fit himfelf for martial deed : 
Both kinds of metal he prepar’d, 
Either to give blows or to ward; 
Courage und fteel, both of great force, 
Prepar'd for better, or for worfe, 
His death-charg’d pistols he did fic well, 
Drawn out frosa life- preferving viteie, 
‘Thefe being prim’d, with force he labour’d 
To frec’s fword from retentive fcabbard ; 
And after many painful pluck, 
From rufty durance he bail’d tuck,: 
‘Then fhook himfelf, to fee that prowels 
Tn fcabbard of his arme fat loofe ; 
And, rais’d upon his defp’rate foot, 
On ftirrup-fide he gaz’d about, 
Portending blood, like blazing ftar, 
‘The beacon of approaching war. 
Ralpho rode on with no lefs fpecd 
‘Than Hugo in the foreft did; 
But far more in returning made ; 
For now the foe he had furvey’d, 
Rang’d, as to him they did appear, 
‘With vah, main-batde, wings and rear. 
I’ th’ head of all this warlike rabble, 
Crowdero § march'd expert and able. 
inftead of trumpet.and of drum, 
‘That makes the warrior’s ftomach come, 

§ Go called, from crcud, w fiddle. This was one Jackfon 


“a milfiner, who lived in the New Exchangefin the Strand. 


arn 


‘He had formerly been in he fervice of tlic Round-heads, 
and bad lof a leg in it; this brought him to decay, fo 
that he was obliged to fera upon a fiddle, from one 
althoufe to another, for his bread, 
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Whofe noife whets valour thatp, like beer, 

By thunder turn’d to vinegary 

{For if a trumpet found, or drum beat, 

‘Who has not a month’s mind to combat?) 

A fqueaking engine he apply’d 

Unto his neck, on north-caft, fide, 

Juit where the hangman does difpofe, 

To fpecial friends, the knot of noofe : 

For ’tis great grace, when ftatefmen ftraight 

Difpatch a friend, let others wait. 

His ear hung o’er the ftrings, - 

Which was but foufe to chitterlings : 

For guts, fome write, e’er they are fedden, . 

Are fit for muyfic or for pudden ; 

From whence men borrow ev'ry kind 

Of minftrelfy:by ftring or wind, , 

His grifly beard -was long and thick, 

With which he ftrung his fiddleftick ; 

For he to horfe-tail {corn'd to owe 

For what en his own chin did grow. 

Chiron, the four-legg’d bard, had both 

A beard and taib of his own growth ; 

And yet by authors ‘tis averr’d, 

He made ufe only of his beard. 

In Staffordthire, wherg virtuous worth 

Does raife the minftrelfy, not birth, 

Where bulls do choofe the boldeft king 

And ruler o'er the men of fring, 

(As once in Perfia, ’tis faid, 

Kings were proclaim’d by a horfe that neigh'd),. 

He, bravely vent’ring at a crown, Bi 

By chance of war was beaten down, { 

And wounded fore : his leg then broke, 

Had got a deputy of oak; a 

For when a fhin in fight is cropt, 

The knee with one of timber’s propt, 

Efteem’d more honourable than, the ether, 

And takes place, though the younger brother, 
Next march’d brave Orfin, famous for 

Wife condu@, ard fuccefs in war; saat 

A fkilful leader, ftout, fevere, Sirs 

Now Marthall to the champion Bear, 2 

With truncheon tipp’d with iron head, 

The warrior to the lifts he led ; 

With folemn march. and ftately pace, 

But far more grave and folemn face ; 

Grave as the emperor of Pegu, 

Or Spanifh potentate, Don Diego. 

This leader was of knowledge great, 

Either for charge or for retreat: * 

He knew when to fall on pellmell, 

To fall back and retreat as well. 

So lawyers, left the Bear defendant, 

And plaintiff Dog, fhould make an end on® 





“Do ftave and tail with Writsof Error, 


Reverfe of Judgment and Demurrer, 
To let them breathe awhile and then 
Cry Whoop, and fet them.on agen. 
As Romulus a wolf did rear, 

So he was dry-nurs‘d by a bear, 

That fed him with the purchas’d prey 
Of many a fierce and bloody fray ; 
Bred up, where difcipline moft rare is, 
In military garden Paris ; 





Sah 
For foldiers herctotare did grow 
In gardens juft as weeds do new, 
Until fome {playfoot politicians 
‘T’ Apollo offer’d up petitions 
For licenfing a new invention. 
They’ad found out of an antique engin, 
‘Fo root out.all the weeds, that grow 
In public gardens, at 2 blew, 7 
And lcave th’ herbs ftanding. Quoth Sir Sun, 
My friends, thay is not to be done. : 
Nat done ! quoth Statefmen ; Yes, a’nt pleafe ye, 
‘When tis once known you'll fay ‘tis ealy, 
Why then let’ know it, quoth Apollo : 
‘We'll beat a drum, and they'll all follow. 
Adrum! (quoth Phebus) Troth tBac’s true, 
A pretty invention, quaint and new : 
Buc though of voice and isftrument 
We are th’ undoubted prefident, 
‘We fuch loud mufic do nat profefs, 
‘The Devil's mafter of that office, 
Where it muit pafe; if ’t be a drum, 
He'll fign it with Cler. Part. Dom, Con. 
To him apply yourfelves, and he 
‘Will foon dif-atch you for bis fee. 
‘They did fe, but it prov’d fo ill, 
‘They'd better let ’em grow there ftd. 
But to refume what we difcourfing 
‘Were on before, thatis, ftout Orfin; 
‘That which fo oft’ by fundry writers 
Has been apply’d ¢’ almoft all fighters, 
More juftly may b’ afcrib’d to this 
‘Than any other warrior, (viz.} 
None ever acted bath parts holder, 
Both of a chieftain and a foldier, 
He was of great defcent, and high 
For fplendor and antiquity, 
And from celeftial origin 
Deriv’d himfelf in a right line ; 
Not as the ancient heroes did, 
Wh, that their bafe births might be hid, 
(Knowing they were of doubtful gender, 

i that they came i@ at 4 windore) 
« Jupiter himfelf; and: others 
O' th’ gods gallants to their own mothers, 
To get on them a race of champions, 
(Of which old Homer firft made lampoons) 
Arctophylax, insorthern fphere, 
‘Was his undoubted anechtar; 
‘From him his great forefathers came, 
And in all ages bore his name : 
Lears:'d he was in med’cinal lore, 
For by his fide a pouch he wore, 
Replete with ftrange hermetic powder, 
‘That avounds pine miles point-blank won’d folder ; 
By fkilful chemift, with great colt, 
Extracted from a rotten poft ; 
‘But of a heav’nlier influence 
‘Than that which tountebanks difpente 5 
‘Though by Prometheawfire made, 
As they do quack that drive that trade. 
For as when flovens do amifs 
At others deors, by ftool or pifs, 
The learned write, a redhot fpit 
B'ing prudently apply’d to it, 
Will couvey mifchief from the dang 
Unto the part that did the wrong j 
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So this did healing, and as fure 
As that did mifchief, this would cure. 
Thus virtuous Orfin was endu’d 
Wich learning, conduct, fortitude 
Incomparable ; and as the prince 
Of poets, Homer, fung long fince, 
A fkilful leech is better far - 
‘Than half a hundred men of war ; 
So he appear’d, and by his fkill, 
No lefs than dint of ford, cou’d kill. 
The gallant Bruin march’d next himy 
With vifage formidably grim, 
And rugged as a Saracen, 
Or Turk of Mahomet’s own kin, 
Clad in a mantle delle guerre 
Of rough impenetrable fur ; 
And in his nofe, like Indian king, 
He wore, for ornament, a ring ; 
About his neck a threefold gorget, 
As rough as trebled leathern target ; 
Armed, as heralds, cant and langued, 
Or, as the vulgar fay, fharp-fanged : 
For as the teeth in beafts of prey 
Are {words with which they fight in fray, 
So fwords, in men of war, are teeth 
Which they do eat their vidtual with, 
He was by birth, fome authors write, 
A Ruffian, fome a Mafeovite, 
And "mong the Coffacs had been bred, 
Of whom we in Diutnals read, 
That ferve to fill up pages here, 
As with their hodies ditches there. 
Scrimanfky was his coufin-german, 
With whom he ferv’d, and fed on vermin $ 
And when thefe fail’d, he'd fuck his claws, 
And quarter himfelf upon his paws; 
And though his countrymen, the Huns, 
Did few their meat between their bums 
And th’ horfes’ backs o’er which they ftraddle, 
And ev’ry man ate up his faddle ; 
He was not half fo nice as they, 
But ate it raw when 't came in "s way. 
He ’d trac’d the countries far and nexr, 
More than Le Blanc the traveller, 
Who writes, he fpous’d in India, 
Of noble houfe, a lady gay, 
And got on her a race of worthies 
As ftout as any upon earth is. 
Full many 2 fight for him between 
Talgol and Orfin oft’ had been, 
Fach ftriving to deferve the crown 
Of a fav'd citizen; the one 
‘To guard his Bear, the other fought 
To aid his Dog; both made more ftout 
By fev'ral [purs of neighbourbood, 
Church-feilow-memberthip, and blood 5 
But Talgol, martal foe to cows, | 
Never get ought of him but blows; 
Blows hard and heavy, fuch as he 
Had lent, repaid with ufury. 
Yet Talgol was of courage ftout, 
And vanquifh’d oft’ner than he fought ; 
# A butcher in Newgate market. who aiterwards on 


tained a Captain’s comniiffion for his rebellious bravaay 
at Nafiby, as Sir R. L*Ettratige obferves, as 


“eam! it, 


y 


Inur’ dee to hsstours ‘fweat and toil, 

And, like a champion, fhone with oil ¢ 
Right many a widow his ket: blade, 
And many fatherlefs had made; 

He many a boar and huge dun-cow 

Did, like another Guy, o’erthrow; 

But Guy with him in fight compar’d, 
Had hike the boar or dun-cow far’d : 

‘With greater troops of fheep h’ had fought 
Than Ajax, or bold Don Quixote; 

And many a ferpent of fell kind, 

‘With wings before and ftings behind, 
Suhdu'd ; a5 poets fay, long agone, 

Bold Sir George, Saint George, did the Dragon, 
Nor engine, nor device polemic, 

Difeafe, nor doctor epidemic, 

"Though ftor’d with deletery med'cincs, 
(Which whofoever took is dead fince) 
E’er fent fo vaft.a colony 

‘To both the under worlds as he; 

For he was of that noble trade 

‘That demi-gods and heroes made, 
Slaughter, and knocking on the head, 
The trade to which they all were bred; 
And is, like others, glorious when 

’Tis great and large, but bafe, if mean 3 
The former ridesin triumph for it, 

The latter in a twoewheel'd chariot, 

For daring to profane a thing 
So facred with vile bungling: 

Next thefe the brave Magnano * 
Magnano, great in martial fame ; 
Yet when with Orfin he wag'd fight, 
"Tis fang he got but lirtle byt: 

Yet he was fierce as foreft boar, 

Whofe fpoils upon his hack he worc, 

As thick ws Ajax’ fevenfold hield, 

Which o'er his brazen arms he held ; 

But brafs was feeble to refit 

The fury of hietrmed fi; 

Nor cou'd the hardeft iron hold out 

Againg his blows, but they would through 't. 

In magic he was deeply reed, 

As he that made the brazen-head ; 
Profoundly fkill’d in the black art, 
As Englifh Merlin for his heart ; 

But far more fkilful in the Spheres, 
Than he was at the fieve and thears. 
He cou’d transtorm bimfelf to colour, 
As like the devil as a collier ; 

4s like the hypocrites, in thew, 

Are to true faints, or crow to crow, 

Of warlike engines he was author, 
Devis'd for quick difpatch of flaughter : 
‘The cannon, blunderbufs, and faker, 

He was th’ inventor of, and maker : 
‘The trumpet and the ketele dram 
Did both irom his invention come. 
He was the firft that e’er did teach 
To make, and how to ftop a breach. 


came, 
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A lance he bore with iran pike, 

Th’ one half wou'd thruft, the other firike ; 
And whep their forces he had join’d, 

He fcorn’d to turn his parts behind. 

He Trulia * lov'd, Trulla, more bright 
Than burnifh’d armour of her knight ; 
A bold virago, ftout and tall, 

As Joan of France, or Englifh Mall: 
‘Through perils both of wind and limb, 
Through thick and thin the follow'd him 
In ev'ry adventure h’ undertook, 

And never him or it forfook : 

At breach of wail, or hedge furprife, 
She fhar’d i’ th’ hazard and the prize ; 
At beating quarters up, or forage,. 
Behav'd herfelf with matchlefe courage, 
And laid about in fight more bnfily 
‘Than th’ Amazonian Dame Penthefile. 
And though fome critics here cry thame, 
And fay our authors are to blame, ‘ 
That ({pight of afl philofophers, 

Who hold no females flout but bears, 
And herctofore did fo abhor 

‘That women fhould pretend to war, 
They would not fuffer the ftout’it dame 
‘To fwear by Hercules’s name) 


|. Make fecble ladies, in their works, 


‘To fight like tezmagants and ‘Turks; 

‘To lay their native arms afide, 

Their modefty, and ride aftrides 

‘Vo run atilt at men, anid'wield 

Their naked tools in opep field ; 

As ftout Armida, hald Thaleftris, © , 
And fhe that would have been the miftrefe 
Of Guadibert, but he had-graco, . 

And rather took a country labs; 

They fay ’tis falfe withous all fenfe, 

But of pernicious confequence 

To government, which they fuppofe 
Can never be upheld in profe; 

Strip Nature naked to the fkin, 

You'll find about her no fizh thing, 

Ie may be fo, yet what we tell 

Of Trulla. that’s improbable, 

Shail be depos d by that have feen “t, 
Or, what’s as good, produc’d in print $ 
And if they will not take our word, 
We'll prove it true upon record, - 

‘The upright Cerdon ¢ next advane’ty 

Of all his race the valiant: 

Cerden the Great, renown’d in fong, 
Like Eerc'les, for repair of wrong: - 
He rais’d the Inw, and fortify’d 

The weak againft the fteongeRt fide ¢ 

Ill has he read that never hit 

Ox him in Mofee’ deathlefs writ: 
He had a weapon keen and fierce, 

‘That through a bull-hide thield wou’d pierce, 
And cut it in a thoufana pieces, 
Thotgh tougher than the Knight of Greece hiss 








ra 


a 5th 
. With whom his black-thumb’d anceftor 
+ "Was comrade in the ten years wat: 
. For when the reftlefs Greeks fat down + 
i: So many years before Troytown, © _~ 
And were renown’d as Homer writes, 
: For well-fol’d boots no {eis than fights, 
"They ow'd that glory only to 
» His anceftor that made them fo. 
* Faft friend he was to reformation, 
‘Until "twas. worn quite out of fathion ; 
*. Next rectifier, of wry law, 
‘And would make three to cure one flaw. 
* ‘Learned he was, and cou’d take note, 
/Tranferibe, collect, tranflate. and quote : 
But preaching was his chiefeft talent *, 
< Or argument, in which being valiant, 
He us’d to lay about and ftickle, 
Like ram of Bull at Conventicle 
For difputant» like rams and bulls, 
Do fight with arnis that fpring frony fculls 
Laft Colon + came, bold man of war, 
Deitin’d to blows by fatal far ; 
Right expert in command of horfe, 
But cruel, and without remorfe. 
"That which of Centaur long ago 
Was faid, and has been wreftcd to 
_ Some other knights, ws true of this, 
‘He and bis horfe were of a piece 
One fpiris did inform them both, 
Tih: feli-fame vigour, fury, wrath 
Yet he was much the rougher part, 
And always had a harder heart, 
Although his horfe had been of thofe 
‘That fed on man’s fleth, as fame goes : 
Strange food for herfe! and, yet, alas! 
It may be true, for fleth is grafs, 
Sturdy he was, and no lefs able 
Than Hercules to clean a ftables 
As great a drover, and as great 
Acritic too, in dog or neat. 
He ripp'd the womb up of bis mother, 
Dame Tellus, *caufe fie wanted fother, 
And provender, wherewith to feed 
Himfelf and bis lefs cruel fteed, 
Jt was a queftion whether he 
 Or's horle were of a family 
“Moré worthipfal’s ‘ill anciquaries 
{After they'd almait por"d out their eyes) 
Did very learnedly decide 
"The bus’nefs on the horfe’s fide, 
Ani prov’d not only horfe. but cows, 
Nay pigs, were of the elder houfe : 
For beafts, when man was but a piece 
Of earth hinuelf, did th’ carth poffefs. 
‘Thefe worthies were the chief that led 
‘The combatants each in the head 
Of his command, with arms and rage 
Ready, and longing to engage. 
The num’rous rabble was drawn out 
Of fev ral counties round about, 
From villages remote, and fhires, 
Of @&ft and weftern hemifpheres. 
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& Mechanics of ali far. were shen Preachers, and fome 
sand admired by Ge mob. 





efthem nmch follows 
$ Ned Perry, an battler. 
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| From foreign parithes and regions, 
Of different mantiers, fpeech, religionsy 
Came men and maftiffs; fome to’ fight: 
For fame and honeur, fome for fight. 


| And now the field of death, the lifts, 


Were enter’d by antagonifts, 

And biood was ready to be broach’d, 

‘When Hudibras in hafte approach’d, 

With oquie-and weapons to attack 'ém ¢ 

Bur firft thus from his horfe befpake’em. 

What rage, O Citizens! what fury 

Doth you to thefé dire atiions hurry ? 

What ceftrum, what phrenetic niood 

Makes you thus lavith of your blood, 

While the proud Vies your trophies boat 

And unreveng’d walks .——ghoft ? 

What towns, what garrifons might you, 

With hazard of this blood, fubdue, 

Which i ow y’ are bent to throw away 

In vain notriumphable fray? 

Shall jaints in civil bloodfhed wallow 

Of faints, and lee the caufe lie fallow ” 

The caufe, for which we fought and {wore 

So boldly, fhall we now give o'er? 

Then becaufe quarrels ftill are feew 

With oaths and fweatings to begin, 

The Solemn League and Covenant 

Will feem a mere God-dam me rant, 

And we that took it, and have fought, 

As Jewd as drunkards that falt out : 

For as we make war for the King 

Againft him(elf, the felf-fame thing, 

Some’ will not flick to fwear, we do 

For God and for Religion too; . - 

For if bear-baiting we allow, 

What good can Reformation do? 

The blood and treafure that’s laid out 

Is thrown away, and goes for nought, 

Arc thefe the fruits 0’ th’ Proteftgtion, 

The protocype of Reformation, * 

Which ai! the faints, and fome, fince martyrs} 

Wore in their hats like wedding-garters, 

When ‘twas rcfolv'd by either Houfe 

Six Members’ quarrel to efpoufe? 

Did they for this draw down the rabble, 

With zeal and noifes formidable, 

And make all cries about the town 

Join throats to cry the Bifhops down? 

Who having round begirt the palace, 

(As once 2 month they do the gallows) 

As Members gave the fign about, 

Set up their throats with hideous fhout. 

When tinkers baw!’ aloud to fettle 

Church-Difclipline, for patching kettle; 

No fow-gelder did blow his horn 

To geld a cat, but cry’d: Reform ; 

‘The oyfter women isck’d their fith up, 

And trudg’« away to cry No Bifhop; 

The moufe-trap men laid fave-alls by, 

And ’gainft Ev'l Ceunfeilors did cry, 

Botcher’s left old clothes in the lurch, 

And fell 1o turn and patth the Charch-; 
| Son ¢ ery’s the C.-venant, inftead 








Of pudding-pies and gingerbread ;- 
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- And fome for. brootins, old boots, and thoes; 
Baw!'d out to purge the Common-Houle ; 
Tafkead of kitchen tad, fome cry 
A Gofpel-preaching Miniftry ; 
And fome for old {uits.. coats, or cloak, 
No Surplices nor Service-book + 
A firange harmonious inclination 
OF all degrees to Reforniation. 
And is this all? Is this the end ~ 
Je which thefe Carr'ngs on did tend? 
Hath Public Faith, like a young heir, 
For this tak'n up all forts of ware, 
And run ipt’ ev'ry tradefman’s book, 
‘Till both turn'd bankrupts, and are broke? 
Did Saints, for this, bring in their plate, 
And crowd as if they came too late! 


For when they thought the caufe had need on’t, 


Happy was he that cou’d be rid on’t. 

Did they coin pifs-pots, bowls, and flaggone, 
Int’ officers of horfe and dragons? 

And into pikes and mufqueteera 

Stamp beakers, cups and porringers ; 

A thimble, bodkin, and a fpoon, 

“Did ftart up living men as fuon 

As in the furnace they were thrown, 

Jutt like the dragon’s teeth b’ing fown. 
‘Then was the Caufe of gold and plate, 
The Brethrens’ off’rings, confecrate, 
Like th’ Hebrew calf, and down before it 
‘The Saints fell proftrate, to adore it; 

So fay the Wicked--and will you 

Make that farcafnyns fcandal true, 

By running after Dogs and Bears, 

Beafts more unclean than calves or fteers ? 


Have pow'rful Preachers ply'd-their congues, 


And laid themfelves out and their lungs ; 
‘Us'd all means, both direét and fin’fter, 
Vth’ pow’r of Gofpel preaching Min’tter? 
Have they invél tones to win 
The women, and make them draw in 
-The men, as Indians with a female 
‘Tame elephant inveigle the mala? 
Have they told Prov'dence what # mutt do, 
‘Whom to avoid, and whom to trutt to? 
Dilcover'd th’ Enemy’s defign, 
And which way belt to countermine ? 
Prefcrib’d what ways it hath to work, 
Or it will ne’er advance the Kirk ? 
Told it the news 0’ th’ laft exprefs, 
And after good or bad fuccefs 
Made pray'rs not fo like petitions 
As overtures and propofitions, 
{Such as the army did prefent 
To their Creator, the Parl’ament) 
In which they freely wili confefa, 
They will not, cannot acquiefce, 
Unlefs the Work be carry’d on 
Jn the fame way they have begun, 
By fetting Church and Commonweal 
All on a flame, bright as their zeal, 
‘in which the Saints were-all agog, 
‘and all this for a Bear and Dog ? 
The Parl’ament drew up petitions 
f To "tfelf, and fent them, like commiffions, 
” "Vo well-afle€ted perfons, down 
a ev'ry city and great town, 
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With pow’r todevy horfe and men, 
Only to bring them back agen? ” 

For this did many, many.a mile, 

Ride manfully in rank and fic, 

With papers in their hats, that fhew'd 
As if they to the pill’ry rode‘ 

Have all thefe courfes, thefe efforts 
Been try’d by people of all forts, 

Velis et remiz, omnibus nervis, 

And all t? advance the Caufe’s fervice, 
And fhall all now be thrown away 

In perulant inteftine fray ? 

Shall we, that ja the Cow’nant fwore 
Each man ‘of us to run, before. 
Another, ftill in Reformation 

Give Dogs and Bears a difpenfation.? 
How will Diffenting Brethren relifh it ?< 
What will Malignants fay? Videlicet, 
That each man fwore todo hisbeft 


-] To damn and perjure all the reft ? 


And bid the Devil take the hin’moft 
Which at this race is like to win moft. 
‘They'll fay ouf bus‘nefs, to Reform 
The Church and State, is but a worm ; 
For to fubfcribe, unfight, unfeen, 

‘LY’ an unknown Church difcipline, 
What is it elfe, but beforehand 

T’ engage, and after underitand ? 

For when we fwore t 'y on 

The prefent Refonsail 

According to the pureft mode 

Of churches beft reform’d abroad, 
What did we elfe but make a vow 

To do we know not what, nor how? 
For no three of us will agree. ' 
Where, or what churches thefe fhould be; 
And is indeed the felf-fame cafe 

With theirs that {wore et ceteras ; 

Or the French League in which men vow'd, 
To fight to the laft drop of blood. 

Thefe flanders will be throw% upon 
The caufe and work we carry on, 

If we permit men to run headlong 

T” exorbitances fit for bedlam, 

Rather than gofpel-walking times, 
When flighteft fins are greateft crimes. 
But we the matter fo fhall handle, 

As to remove that odious {candal ; 

In name of King and Parl’ment, 
charge ye all, no more foment 

This feud, but keep the peace between 
Your brethren and your countrymen, _ 
And to thofe places ftraight repair 
Where your refpective dwellings are. 
But to that purpofe firft furrender 

The Fiddler, asthe prime offender, 

Th’ incendiary vile, that is chief 
Author and engineer of mifchief ; 

That makes divifion between friends, < 
For Profane and malignant ends, 

He and that engine of vile noife, 

On which illegally he plays, 

Shall /diétum faétum } both be brought 
To condign punifhment, as they ought. 
This muit be dune,. and ! would fain fee 
Mortal io fturdy as to gainfay ; 
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For then V'll take another toutfe, , 
And foon reduce you ail by force. 
‘This faid, he clapt his hand on {word,’ 
To thew he meant to keep his word. 
But Talgal, who had long fuppreft 
. Inflamed wrath in glowing brea, 
‘Which now began to rage and bern as 
Implacably as flame in furnace, 
‘Thus anfwer'd him : Thou vermine wretched, 
As e’cr in meailed pork was hatched; 
+ Thou tail of worfhip that does grow 
On rump of juftice as of cow ; 
How durft thou with that fullen luggage 
Q’ th’ felf, old ir’n, and other baggage, * 
‘With which thy fteed of bones and feather 
Has broke his wind in haking hither ; 
How durft th’, I fay, adventure thus 
'T’ oppote thy lumber againgt us ? 
Could thine impertinence find out 
No work t’ employ itfelf about, 
Where thou, fecure from wooden blow, 
"Thy bufy vanity might fhew ? 
‘Was no difpute afoot between : 
‘The caterwaling Brethren? 
No fubtle queftion rais’d among 
‘Thofe out o’ their wits, and thofe i’ th’ wrong? 
No prize between thofe combatants 
‘©’ th’ times, the land and water faints, 
Where thou might'ft ftickge, without hazard 
Of outrage to thy hide a azzard, 
And not for want of bus’nefs, come 
‘To us to be thus troublefome, 
‘To interrupt our better fort 
. Of difputants, and fpoil our {port ? 
‘Was there no felony, no bawd, 
» €ut putfe, or burglary abroad ? 
. No ftolen pig, nor plunder’d goofe, 
‘N’o tic thee up from breaking loofe ? 
No ale unlicens’d, broken hedge, 
For which thou ftatute might’ft alledge, 
To keep thee bufy from foul evil, 
And fhame due to thee from the devil? 
Did no Committce fit, where he 
Might cut out journey work for thee, 
And fee th’ a tafk,,with fubcrnation, 
To ftitch up fale and fequeftraticn, 
‘To cheat, with holinefa aad zeal, 
All parties and the commonweal ? 
Much better had it been for thee 
He’d kept thee where th’ art us’d to be, 
Or fent th’ on bus’nefs any whither, 
So he had never brought thee thither ; 
But if th’ haft brain enough in full 
To keep itkelf in lodging whole, 
And not provoke the rage of ftones, 
And cudgelgto thy hide and bones, 
‘Tremble, and vanifh while thon may'ft, 
‘Which I'll not promife if thou ftay'f. 
At this the knight grew high in wroth, 
And lifting hands and eyes up both, 
‘Three times he finote on ftomach ftout, 
From whence, at length, thefe words broke out = 
Was I for this entitled, Sir, . 
And girt with trufly {word and Spur, 


For fame and honour to wage battle, 


“Thus to be brav’d by foe to cattle? 


Not all that pride that makes thee {well 

As big as thou doft blown-up veal, 

Nor ail thy tricks and'flights to cheat, 

And fell thy carrion for good meat ; 

Not all thy magic to repair 

Decay’d old age in tough lean ware, 

Make nat’ral death appear thy work, 

And itop the gangrene in ftalé pork; 

Not all thet force-that makes thee proud, 

Becaufe by bullock ne’er withftood; 

Though arm’d with all thy cleavers, knives, 

And axes, made to hew down lives, 

Shall fave or help thes to evade 

The hand of Juitice, or this blade, 

Which I, her fword-bearer, de carry, 

Fer civil deed and military ; 

Nor fhall thefe words of venom hafe, 

Which thou haft from their native place, 

Thy ftomach, pump’d to fling on me, 

Go unreveng’d, though I am free ; 

‘Thou down the fame throat fhall devour ‘em, 

Like tainted beef, and pay dear for ’em ; 

Nor fhall it e’er be faid that wight 

With gantlet blue and bafes white, . 

And round blunt truncheon by his fide, 

So great a man at arms defy’d 

With words far bitterer than wormwood, 

‘That won’d in Job or Grizel ftir mond. 

Dogs with their tongues their wounds do heal, 

But. men with hands, as thou fhalt fecl. 
This faid, with hafty rage he fnatch’d 

His gunfhot, that in hoftlers watch’d, 

And bending cock, he levell'd full 

Againf th outfide of Talgol’s full, 

Vowing that he fhou’d ne’er itir further, 

Nor henceforth cow nor bullock mprder = 

But Pallas came in fhape of Rany 

And ’twixt the {pring aud hammer thraft 

Her gorgon fhield, which mle the cock | 

Stand {tiff, as ’twjyere transform’d to ftock. 

Mean-while fierce Talgol, gath'ring might, 

With rugged truncheon charg’d the Knighit; 

But he, with petronel upheav'd, 

Inftead of thicld, the blow receiv’d 5 

‘The gun recoil'd, as well it might, 

Not us'd to fuch a kind of fight, 

And fhrunk from its great mafter’s gripe, 

Knock’d down and itun’d with mortal ftripe, 

‘Then Hudibras, with furjous hafte, 

Drew out his fword ; yet not fo faft 

But Talgol fir, with bardy thwack, 

‘Twice bruis’d his head, and twice his back; 

But when his nut-brown fword was out, 

With ftomach huge he laid about, 

Imprinting maby a wound pon 

His mortal foe, the trancheon > 

The trufty cudgel did oppofe 

Hfelf againft dead-doing blows, 

To guard his leader from fell bane, 

And then reveng’d itfelf again. 

And though the fword (fome underftood) 

In force had much the odds of wood, 
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_ Twas nothing fo 5 ‘both Gdes were balanc’t 
So equal, none knew which was val’ant’{t : 
- For wood, with honour bing engag’d, 
¥s fo implacably enrag’d, 
‘Though iron hew and mangle fore, 
Wood wounds and bruifes honcur more. 
And now both kiights were out of breath, 
‘Tir'd in the hot purjuits of death, 
‘Whilft all the reft amaz’d ftood ftill, - 
Expe@ing which fhould cake, or kill, 
‘This Hudibras obferv’d and fretting, 
Corquett fhuuld be fo long a-getting, 
He drew up ail his force into 
One body, and that inte «ne blow ; 
But ‘Valzel wifely avoided it 
By cunning flight ; for had it hit 
The upper part of him, the blow 
Had flit, as fure as that below. 
Meanwhile the incomparable Celon, 
‘To aid his friend, began to fall.on ; 
Him Ralph encounter’d, and ftraight grew 
A difmal combat ’twixt them two; 
‘Th’ onc arm’d with metat, th’ other with wood, 
‘This fir for bruife, and that for blood. 
With many a {tiff thwack, many a bang, 
Hard crab-tree and old iron rang, 
While none that faw them cou'd divine 
‘To which fide conqueft would incline; 
‘Until Magnano, who did envy 
‘That two fhould with fo many men vy, 
By Subtle ftratagem of brain 
Perform’d what force could ne’er attain; 
For he, by foul hap, having found 
Where thifties grew on barren ground, 
In hatte he drew his weapon out, 
And having cropt them from the root, 
He clapt them underneath the tail 
Of fteed, with pricks as fharp as nail : 
The angry bealtedid ftraight refent 
‘The wrong done to his fundament, 
Began to kick, and ling, and wince, 
As if he'd been befide his fenfep 
Striving to difengage from thillle 
Thar gull’d him forély under his tail; 
Inftead of which, he threw pack, 
Of Squire and baggage, from his back ; 
And blund’ring ftill, with fmarting rump, 
He gave the Knight's fteed fuch a thump 
‘As made him reel. ‘he knight did oop, 
And fa: on further fide aflope, 
This ‘Talgol viewing, who had now 
By flight efcap'd the fatal blow, 
He rally’d, and again fell to’t; 
For catching foe by neareft foot, 
He lifted with fuch might and ftrength, 
As would have hurl’d him thrice his length, 
And dafh’d his brains ‘if any) out ; 
But Mars, that {till protects the flout, 
In pudding-time came to his aid, 
And under him the Bear convey’d 5 
‘The Bear, upon whofe soft fur-gown 
Tue Knight with all his weight fell down, 
‘The friendly rug prcferv’d the ground, 
And headlong Knicht, fem bruife or wound > 
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Like featherbed betwixt a wall, : 
And heavy burrit of cannon-ball. 
As Sancho on a blanket fell, 
And had no hurt, our’s far’d as well 
In body, though his mighty fpirit, 
Bing heavy, did not fo vreli bear it, 
‘The Bear was in a greater fright, 
Beat down, and worfted by the Knight; 
He roar’d, and rag’d, and flung about, 
To thake off bondage from his fnout : 
His wrath inflam’d, boil’d o’cr, and front 
His jaws of death he threw the foam ; 
Fury in ftranger poftures threw him, 
And more than éver herald drew him ; 
He tore the earth, which he had fav'd 
From ‘quelch of Knight, and ftorm’d and rav’d, 
And vex’d the more, becaufe the harms 
He fel. were ’gainft the law of arms: 
For men he alway’s took to be 
His friends, and dogs the enemy 3 
Who never fo much hurt had done him, 
As his own fide did falling on him : 
It griev’d him to the guts chat they, 
For whom he ’d fought fo many a fray, 
And ferv'd with lofs of blood fo long, 
Shou‘d offer fuch inhuman wrong 5 
Wrong of unfoldier like condition, 
Far which he flung down his commiffion ; 
And laid about -him, till his nofe 
From thrall of ring and cord broke loofe. 
Soon as he felt himfelf enlarg’d, 
Through thickeft of his foes he charg’d, 
And made way through th’ amazed crew; 
Some he o’erran, and fome o’erthrew, 
But took none ; for by hafty flight 
He ftrove t’ efcape purfuit of Knight, 
From whom he fled with as mach hatte 
And dread as he the rabble chas'd 5 
In hafte he fled, and fo did they, 
Each and his fear a fev’ral way, 
Crowdero only kept the field, 
Not flirring from the place he held - 
Though beaten down, and wounded fore 
Ich’ Fiddle, and a leg that bore 
Cne fide of him, not that of bone, 
But much ite better, th’ wooden one. 
He fpying Hudibras lie ftrow’d 
Upon the ground, like log of wood, 
With fright of fal, fuppofed wound, 
And lofs of urine, in a fwound, 
In hate he fnatch’d the wooden limb 
‘That hust i? th’ ankle lay by him, 
And fitting it for fudden fight, 
Straight drew it up, t” attack the Knight 5 
For getting up on ftump and huckle, 
He with the foe began to buckle, * 
Vowing to be reveng’d, for breach 
Of Crowd and skin, upon the wretch, 
Sole author of all detriment 
He and his Fiddle underwent. 
But Ralpho, (who had now begun 
'T? adventure refurrection 
From heavy fquelch, and had got up 
b Upon his legs, with fprained crup) 
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Looking about, beheld peanicion 
Approaching Knight from fell muftcian ; 
~ He inacch’d his whinyard up, that fed 

‘When he was falling off his fteed, 

{As rats do from a falling houfe) 

‘To hide itfclf from rage of blows; 

And, wing’d with Speed and fury, flew 
‘To refcue Knight from black and blue ; 
” “Which e’er he cou’d achieve, his {conce - 

‘The leg enconnter'd twice and once 
And now "t was rais’d to Imite agen, 
When Ralpho thruft himfelf between ; 

Hie took the blow upon hie arm, | 

“To fhield the Knight from further harm, 
And joining wrath with force, beftow’d 
On th? wooden member fuch a load, 
"That down it fell, and with it bore 
‘Crowdero, whom it propp’d before. 

‘To him the Squire right nimbly run, 
And fetting conqu’ring foot upon 

His trunk, thus ¢: What defp’rate frenzy 
Made thee (thou whelp of Sin) to fancy 
‘Thyfelf, and all that coward rabble, 

‘T’ encounter us in battle able ? 

How durft th',I fay; oppofe thy Curthip 
*Gainft arms, authority, and worthip, 
And Hudibras or me provoke, 

‘Though all thy limbs were heart of oak, 
And th’ other half of thee as good 

‘To bear out blows as that of wood ? 
Could not the whipping poft prevail, 
With all tes rhet’ric, nor the jail, 

To keep from fiaying fcourge thy fkin 
And ancle free from iron gin? 

‘Which now thou fhalt—but firft our care 
Mutt fce how Hudibras does fare. 

‘This faid, he gently rais’d the Knight, 
And {et him on his bam upright 

To roufe him from lethargic dump. 

He tweak’d his nofe, with gentle thump 
‘Knock’d on his breaft, as if 't had been 
To raife the fpirits Kodg'a within : 
‘They, waken'd with the noife, did By 
¥rom inward room to window cye, 
And gently op'ning lid, the cafement, 
Look'd oat, byt yet with fome amazement, 
‘This gladded Ralpho much to fee, 

‘Who thus befpoke the Knight, Quoth he, 
“‘Eweaking his nofe, Youare, great Sir, 
A felf- denying conqueror ; 

As high, victorious, and great, 

(As e’er fought for the Churches yet, 

+ 1£ you will give yourfelf but leave 

‘Fo make ‘out what y’ already have; 
"That’s victory. ‘The foe, for dread 

Of your nine-worthinefs, is fled, 

All fave Crowdero, for whofe fake + 
‘You did th’ efpoue’d Caufe undertake ; 
And he lies ptis’ner at your feet, 

Fo be difpor’d as you think meet, 
“Bither for life, er death, or fale, 

‘The gallows, or perpetual jail ; 

For one wink of your powerful eye 
Mutt fentence him to live or die, 





His Fiddle is your proper purchafe, 
Won in the fervice of the Churches 
And by your doom mutt be allow’d 

To be, or be no more, a Crowd 5 

For though fuccefs did not confe? 

Juft ticle on the conqueror ; * 

‘Though difpenfations were not ftrong 
Conclufions whether right or-wrong 5 
Although Outgoings did-cpnfrm,’ 

And Owning were but a mere term; 
Yet'as the wicked have no right 

‘To th’ creature, though ufurp’d by might, 
‘The property is in the faint, 

From whom.th’ injurioufly detain ’t; 
Of him they hold their luxuries, 

Their dogs, their horfes, whores, and dice, 
‘Their riots, revels, mafks, delights, 
Pimps, buffoons, fiddlers, parafites ; 

All which the faints have title to, 

And ought ¢’ enjoy if they’ad their duc. 
What we take from ’em is no more 
Than what was ours by right before; 
For we are their true landlerds ftill, 
And they our tenants but at will. 

At this the Knight began to roufe, 

And by degrees grow valorous : 

He ftar'd about, and feeing none 

Ofall his focs remain but one, 

He fatch d his weapon that lay near him, 
And from the ground began to rear him, 
Vowing to make Crowdero pay 

For all the reft that ran away. 

But Ralpho now, in colder blood, 

His fury mildly thus withftood : 

Great Sir, quoth he, your mighty fpirit 
Is rais’d too high; this lave does merit 
‘To be the hangman’s bus’nefs, fooner 
Than from your hand to have the honour 
Of his deftruétion ; | that ame 

A Nothingnefs in deed acd name,- 

Did fcorn to hur his Srfeit carcafe, 

Or ill entreat higsciddle or cafe : 

Wiil you, great sir, that glory blot 

In cold blood, which you gain’d in hot ? 
Will you employ your conqu’ring {word 
To break a Fiddle, and your word ? 

For though I fought and overcame, 
And quarter gave, ‘twas in your name : 
For great commanders always own 
What's profp’rous by the foldier done. 
To fave, where you have power to kill, 
Argues your pow’r above your will ; 
And that your will and pow’r have iefs 
Than both might have of felfifhnefs, 
This pow’r, which now alive, with dread 
He trembles at, if he were dead 

Wou’d no more keep the flave in awe, 
Than if you were a Knight of ftraw ; 
For Death would then be his con queror 
Not you, and free him from that terror. 
If danger from his life accrue, 

Or honour from his death, to you, 
*Twere policy and honour too 

To do as you refolv’d to do; 


” 


~ TS 


But, Sir, t would wrong your valour much, 
To fay it needs, or fears a crutch, 

Great conqu’rors greater glory gain 

By foes in triumph Jed, than lain; 

‘The laurels that adorn their brows 

Are pull'd from living, not dead boughs, 
And living foes - the greateft fame 

Of cripple flain can be but lame : 

One hal€ of him’s already flain, 

‘The other is not worth your pain ; 

‘Th’ honour can but on one fide light, 

As worthip did, when y’ were dubb’d Knight ; 
Whercfore I think it better far 

"Lo keep him prifoner of war, 

And ict bim faft in bonds abide, 

At court of juftice to be try’d; 

Where if h’ appear fo bold or crafty, 

‘There may be danger in his fafety 

U any member there difllike 

His face, or to his beard have pique ; 

Or if his death will fave or yicld 

Revenge or fright, it is reveal’d, 

"Though he has quarter, ne’erthclefs 

Y’ have pow’r to bang him when you pleafe ; 
‘This has been often done by fome 

Of our great conqu’rors, you know whom ; 
And has by moft of us been held 

Wife juftice, and to fome reveal'd : 

For words and promiles, that yoke 

‘The conqueror, are quickly broke ; 

Like Samfon’s cuffs, though by his own 
Diredtion and advice put on. 

For if we fhould fight for the Caufe 

By rules of military laws, 

And only do what they call juft, 

"Khe Caufe would quickly fail to duft. 

‘This we among ourfelves may {peak 

But to the wicked or the weak 

‘We mutt be cautious to declare 


PerfeGion eruthg, fych as thefe are. 
"This faid, the ‘higMegtragious mettle 
Of Kuight began to coo! 3 


He Jik'd the Squire's ad joon 

Refolv’d to fee the bus’net’s don’ 

And therefore charg’d him firft t bind 

Crowdero’s hands on ramp behind,” . 

And to its former place and ufe 

‘The wooden member to reduce, 

But force it take an oath before, 

Never to bear arms againft him more. 
Ralpho diipatched with fpecdy hatte, 

‘And having ty’d Crowdero faft, 

Tle gave Sir Knight the end of cord, 

To lead the captive of his fword 

In triumph, whilf the Reeds he caught, 

And them to further fervice brought. 

‘The Squire, in ftate rade ov. before, 

And on hiy nut brown whinyard bore 
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‘The trophy Fiddle and the cafe, 
Leaning on fhoulder@ike a mace. 

The Knight himfelf did after ride, 
Leading Crowdere by his fide; 

And tow’d him, if he lagg’d behind, 
Like boat, againft the tide aad wind. 
Thus grave aad folemn they march’d on, 
Until quite through the town they’d gone; 
At furtheit end of which there ftands 
An ancient caftle, that commands 

‘Thy adjacent parts; in all the Fabric 

You thall not {ee one ftonc nor a brick, 
But all of wood, by pow’rful fpell 

Of magic made impregnable : 

There's neithe? iron bat nor gate, 
Portcullis, chain, nor bolt, nor grate, 
And yet ncn durance there abide, 

In dungeon fearce three inches wide ; 
With roof fo low, that under it 

They never ftand, but lie or fit 5 

And yet fo foul, that whofo isin, 

is to the middle-leg in prifon ; 

In circle magical confin'd, 

With wall of fubtile air and wind, 
Which none are able to break thorough, 
Until they're freed by head of borough, 
Thither arriv'd, th’ advent’rous Knight 
and bold Squire from their fteeds alight — - 
At th’ outward wall, near which their Rands 
A Baftile, built t’ imprifon hands; 

By ftrange enchantment made to fetter 
‘The leffer parts, and free the greater : 
For though the body may creep through, 
‘The hands in grate are fatt enough : 
and when a circle ’bout the writ 

Ia made by beadle exorcift, 

“Lhe body fecls the fpur and fitch, 
And if ‘twere ridden poit by witch, 

At twenty miles an hour pace, 

And yet ne’er ftirs out of the place. 

On top of this there isa fpire, 

On which Sir Knight firlt bids the Squire, 
‘The Fiddle, and its fpoile, the cao, 

in manner of 2 trophy place. 

That done, they ope the trap-door gate, 
And let Crowdero down thereat, 
Crowdero making doleful face, 

Like hermit poor in penfive place, 

‘To dungeon they the wretch commit, 
And the furviver of his feet: 

But the other that had broke the peace, 
And head of Knighthood, the releafe, 
quent falfe and forged, 
Wing a Rrenger, he’s enlarggd, 
While his comrade, that did no hurt, 

Ts clapp’d up fai in prifon for’t: 

So Juttice, while the winks at crimes, 
Stumbles on iunecen-e fometimes, 
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IN THREE PARTS 
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PARTI CANTO IL 


The Argument, 





‘The fcatter’d route return and rally, 
Surround the place; the Knight does fally, 
And is made pris’ner : then they feize 
‘Th’ enchanted fort by ftorm, releafe 

* Crowdero, and put the Squire in’s place ; 
J thould have firft faid Hudibras. 


Ay me! what perils do environ 

‘The man that meddlcs with cold iron? 
‘What piaguy mifchiefs and midhaps 
De dog him ftill wish after-claps? 

For though Dame Fortune fecm to fmile, 
And [cer upon him, for a while, 

She'll after thew him, in the nick 

Of all his glories, a dog-trick. 

‘This any man may fing or fay 

V th’ ditty call’d, What if a Day? 

For Yudibras, who thought he’d won 
The field, as certain as a gun, 

And having routed the whole troop, 
‘With vidory was cock-a-hoop, 
Thinking he’d done enough to purchafe 
‘Thank{giving-day among the Churches, 
Whercit his mettle and brave worth 
Might be explain'd by holder-forth, 
And regifte:’d by fame eternal, 

¥n deathiefs pages of Diurnal, 

Found in few rainutes, to his coft, 

He did but count without his hoft, 
And that a turnftiie is more certain 
Than, in cvents of war, Dame Fortwa- 


For now the late fai 
O’erthrown and featt 
Chas'd by the horror o! 
From bloody fray of “hight and Bear, 
(Alt but the Do, ho in purfuit 
OF the Knight’Sviory food to’t, 

And nuott ign “ply fought to get 

The honour*of his blood and fweat) 
Secing the coaft was free and clear 

©! the conquer'd and the conqueror, 
Took heart again, and fac’d about, 

As ifthey meant to fland it out : 

For by this time the routed Bear, 
Attack’d by th’ enemy i’ th’ rear, 
Finding their number grew too great 
For him to make a fafe retreat, 

Like a bold chieftain fac’d about ; 

But wifely doubting to hold out, 

Gave way to fortunc, and with hafte 
Vac'd the proud foe, and fled, and fac'd, 
Retiring ftill, until he found 

He ’ad got the advantage of the ground, 
And then as val’antly made head 

‘Yo check the foe, and forthwith fled, 
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Leaving no art untry’d, nor trick 
‘Of warriour ftout and politic, 
Until, in fpite of het purfuit, 
He gain’d a pals, to hold difpute 
On better terms, and ftop the courfe 
Of the proud foe. With all his force 
He bravely charg’d, and for a while 
Forc'd their whole body to recoil ; 
But ftill their numbers fo increas’d, 
He found himfelf at length opprefs'd, 
And all evafions fo uncertain, ° 
Lo fave himfelf for better fortune, 
That he refolv’d, rather than yield, 
To die with honour in the field, 
And fell his hide and carcafs at 
A price as high and defperate 
As e’er he could. This refolution 
He forthwith put in execution, 
And bravely threw himfelf among 
‘The enemy, i’ th’ greateft throng ; 
But what cou’d fingle valour do 
Againtt fo numerous a foe? 
Yet much he did, indeed too much 
‘To be beliew’d where th’ odds were fuch ; 
But one againft a mulitude, 
Ts more than mortal can make good : 
For while one party he oppos'd, 
His rear was fuddenly enctos’d, 
And no room left him for retreat, 
Or fight againft a foe fo great. 
For now the mattiffs charging home, 
To blowsand handy-gripes were come ; 
While manfully himfelfhe bore, 
And ictting his right foot before, 
He rais'd himfelf to thew how tall 
His perfon was above them all. 
‘This equal fhame and envy ftirr’d 
‘In th’ enemy, that one fhould bear’d 
iors, and fo ftout, 

As he had doncjand ftav'd it out, 
Difdaining to iyreiewp his arms, 
And yield on honourabh terms. 
Enraged thus, fome in the tear 
Attack’d him, and fome ev'ry Ghere, 
‘Till down he fell; yet falling fo.rzht, 
And being down, ftill laid about ; 
As Widdrington, in doleful dumps 
fs faid to fight upon his umps, 

But all, alas! had been in vain, 
And he inevitably lain, 
If Trulla’ and Cerdon in the nick 
‘To refcue him had aot been quick : 
For Trulla, who was light of foot, 
As fhafts which long: field Parthians fheot, 
(But not fo light as to be borne 
Upon the ears of ftanding corn, 
Or trip it o’er the water quicker 
‘Than witches, when their ftaves they liquor, 
As fome report) was got among 
‘The foremoft of the martial throng ; 
‘There pitying the vanguith’d Bear, 
She call’d to Cerdon, who ftood near, 
Viewing the bloody fight-; to whom, 
Shall we (quoth the) ftand {till bum drum, 
And fee ftout Bruin, all alone, 
By numbers bafely overthrown 2 
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Such feats already he ‘as achiev’d, 

In ftory not to be believ'd, 

And ’t would to us be fhame enough, 
Not to attempt to fetch him off, 

T would (quoth he) venture a timb 
'To fecond thee, and refcue him ; 

But then we muft about it ftraight, 
Or elfe our aid will come too late ; 
Quarter he fcorns, he is fo ftout, 

And therefore cannot long hold out. 
This faid, they wav’d their weapons round 
About their heads to clear the ground, 
And joining forces, laid ahout 

So fiercely, that the amazed rout 
Turn’'d tail acain, and ftraight begun, 
As if the devil drove, to run. 
Mean-while th’ approach’d th’ place where Benia 
‘Was now engag’d to mortal ruin. 

‘The conqu’ring foe they foon affail’d, 
Firft Trulla ftav'd and Cerdon tail’d, 
Until their Maftiffs loos’d their hold 
And yet, alas ! do what they could, 
‘The worfted Bear came off with ftore 
Of bloody wounds, but all before : 

For as Achilles, dipt in pond, 
Wasanabaptiz'd free from wound, 
Made proof againft dead-doing fteel 
All over, but the Pagan heel ; 

So did our champion’s arms defend 

All of him but the other cnd, 

His head and ears, which in the martial 
Encounter loft a leathern parcel ; 

For as an Auftrian archduke once 
Had one ear (which in ducatoons 

Is half the coin) in battle par’d 

Clofe to his head, fo Bruin far'ds 

But tugg’d and pull’d on th’ other fide, 
Like fcriv’ner newly crucify’d : 

Or like the late-corrected leathern 
Ears of the circumcifed brethren, 

But gentle Truila into th’ ring 

He wore in’s nofe convey'd a tring, 
With which fhe march’d be‘ore, and led 
‘The warrior to a grafly bed, 

As authors write in a cool fhade, 
Which eglantine and rofes made ; 

Clofe by a foftly-murm’ring ftream, 
Where lovers us’d to loll and dream 3 
‘There leaving him to his repofe, 
Secured from purfuit of foes, 

And wanting nothing but a fong, 

And a well-tun’d theorbo hung 

Upon a bough, to eafe his pain 

His tugg’d cars fuffer’d with a ftraie 
They both drew up, to march in queft 
Of his great leader and the reft. 

For Orfin (who was more renown’d 
For ftout maintaining of his ground, 
In ftanding fight, than for purfuit, 

As being not fo quick of foot) 
Was not long able to keep pace 
With others that purfu'd the chafe, 
But found himfelf left far behind, 
Both out of heart and out of wind ; 
Griev'd to behold his Bear purfu'd 
So bafely by a multitude, 

Li 
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And like to fall, not by the prowels, 

But numbers, of his coward joes. 

He rag'd, and kept as heavy a coil as 

Stout Herculus for loss of Hylas; 

Forcing the valles to repeat 

The accents of his fad regret ; 

‘He beat his breaft, and tore his hair, 

For lofs of his dear crony Bear, 

That Echo, from the holiow ground, 

His doleful wailings did refound 

More wiftfully, by many times, 

"Than in {mall poets {playfoot rhymes, 

‘That makes her, in their ruthtul ftories, 

‘To anfwer to int’rrogatorics, 

And moft uncon{cionably depafe 

To things of which the nothing knows; 

And when fhe has faid all the can fay, 

*Tis wrefted to the lover’s fancy, 

Quoth he, O whither, wicked Bruin, 

Art thou fled? to my—Echo, Ruin. 

T thought th’ hadft {corn’d to budge a ftep 

For fear. Quoth Echo, Marry gucp. 

Am not ! here to take thy part? 

‘Then what has quail’d thy ftubborn heart ? 

Have thefe bones rattled and this head 

So often in thy quarrel bled? 

Nor did I ever winch or grudge it 

For thy dear fake. Quoth the, Mum, budget. 

Think’ ft thou t'will not be laid 7 th? dith 

Thou turn’d’ft thy back ? Quoth Echo, Pith, 

To run from thofe th’ hadft overcome : 

"Thus cowardly ? Quoth Echo, Mum, 

But what a vengence makes thee fly 

From me too, as thine enemy ? 

Or, if thou haft no thought of me, 

‘Nor what I have endur'd for thee, 

Yet fhame and honour might prevail 

‘To keep thee thus from turning tail : 

For who would grutch to {pend his blood in 

His honour’s caufe? Quoth fhe, a Puddin. 

‘This faid, his gricf to anger turn’d, 

‘Which io his manly ftomach burn’d ; 

Thirft of revenge, ana wrath, in place 

Of forrow now began to blaze. 

He vow’d the authors of his wo 

Should equal verigcance undergo, 

‘And with theit bones and flcth pay dear 

For what hefuffer’d, and his Bear, 

‘This being refolv’d, with equal fpeed 

And rage he hafted to proceed 

‘To action ftraight, and giving o’er 

‘To fearch for Bruin any more,” 

He went it: queft of Hudibras, 

"Yo find him out where'er he was; 

And, if he were above ground, vow'd 

He'd ferret him, lurk where he wou’d. 
But fearce had he a furlong on 

This refolute adventure gone, 

‘When he engounter’d with that view 

‘Whom Hudibras did late fubdue, 

Honour revenge, contenipt, and fhame, 

Did equally their breafts inflame. 

*Mong thefe the fierce Magnano was 

And Talgol, foe to Hudibras ; 
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Cerdon and Colon, warriors tout, 
And refolute, as ever fought s 
Whont furious Orfin thus befpoke + 
Shall we (quoth he) thus bafely brook 

The vile affront that paltry afs, 
And feeble fcoundrel. Hudibras, 
Wich that more paltry ragamoffin, 

pho, with vapouring and huffing, 
Have put upon us, like tame cattle, 
is if th’ had routed us in battle ? 
For my part, it fhall ne’er be fed 
I for the wafhing gave my head + 
Nor did } turn my back for fear 
O” th’ ratcals, but lofs of my Bear, 
Which now I’m like to undergo ; 
For whether thefe fell wounds, or no, 
He has receiv'd in fight, arc mortal, 
Is more than all my {kill can foretel; 
Nor do 1 know what is become 
Of him, more than the Pope of Rome, 
But if € can but find them out 
"That caus'd it (as 1 shall no doubt, 
Where'er th’ in hugger-mugger lurk) 
Vi make them rue their handywork, 
And wih that they had rather dar’d 
‘Yo pull the devil by the beard. 

Quoth Cerdon, Noble Orfin, th? haft 

Great reafon to do as thou fay’ ft, 
And fo has ev'ry body here, 
As well as thou haft, or thy Bear: 
Others may do as they fee good ; 
But if this twig be made of wood 
That will hold tack, 11] make the fur 
Fly ’bout the ears of that old cur, 
And the other mungrel vermine, Ralph, 
That brav'd us all in his behalf. 
Thy Bear is fafe, and out of peril, 





Though lugg’d indeed, and wounded very ill; a 


Myfelf and ‘Trulia made a Shift, 7 
To help him out at a dead lij 
And having brought him 
Have left him where hi 
‘there let him rei 
The flaves ma: 









y off 
tafe enough : 
if we flay, 

sp to get away. 

This faid, 11 engag’d to join 
Their forces,'the fame defign, 

And forthv/ith put themfelves in fearch 
Of Hudibras upon their march : 
Where leave we them a while, to telk 
What the victorious Knight befel ; 
For fuch, Crowdero being fatt 

In dungeon fhut, we left him laft. 
‘Triumphant laurels feem'd to grow 
No wherc fo green as on his hrow. 
Laden with which, as well as tir’d 
With conqu’ring toil, he now retir’d 
Unto a neighb'ring cattle by, 

To reft his body, and apply 

Fit med’cines to each glorious bruife 
He got in fight, reds, blacks, and blues 
To mollify th’ uncafy pang 

Of ev'ry honourable bang, 

Which b'ing by ikiful midwife dreft,' 
He laid him down to take his reft, 
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But allin vain : he'd got a hurt 
© th’ infide, of a deadlier fort, 
By Cupid made, who took his ftand 
Upon a widow's jointure land, 
(For he, in all his am’rous battics, 
No ‘dvantage finds like goods and chattc I 
Drew home his bow, and, aiming right, 
Let fly an arrow at the Knight 3 
‘The ihaft againft a rib did glance, 
And gail’d him in the purtenance : 
But time had fomewhat Cwag'd his pain, 
After he had fouad his fuit in vain: 
For that proud dame, for whom his fo ul 
‘Was burnt in’s belly like a coal, 
(That belly that fo oft” did ake. 
And fuffer gripping for her fake, 
‘Till purging comfits, and ants’ eggs 
Had almof brought him off his legs) 
Usd him fo like a bafe rafcallion, 
‘That old Pyg—(what d’y’ call him) malion, 
‘That cut his miftrefsout of ftone, 
Had not fo hard a hearted one. 
She had a thoufand jaddifh tricks 5 
Worfe than a mule that flings and kicks ; 
*Mong which one crofe-grain’d freak the hady 
As infolent as ftrange, and mad; 
She could love none but only fuch 
As fcorn’d and hated her as much. 
*Twas a ftrange riddle of a lady : 
Not love, ifany lov’d her : hey day *! 
So cowards never ufe their might, 
But againft fuch as will not fight. 
So fome difeafes have been found 
Only to feize upon the found. 
He that gets her by heart, muft fay her 
‘The back way, like a witches prayer. 
aig.the knigh: had no fmail tefk 
at he durft not afk : 
jot make the motion; 










‘I'o compafs 
He loves, but 
Her ignorance is his 
Take caitiff vile, that £0 


Or rowing fcull, he’s fain to to 
Look one way, and anothér mo\; 
Or like atumbler that does play 
His game, and Jooks another way, 
Until he feize upon the coney ; 
Jutt fo docs he by matrimony. 
But all in vain ; her fubtile {nout 
Did quickly wind his meaning out ; 

‘Which she return’d wich fo much feorn, 
"To be by man of honour horne ; 

‘Yct much he bore, until the diftrefs 

He fuffer'd from his fpightful miftrefs 

Did flir his ftumach, and the pain 

Fle had endur'd from her dildain, 

"Vura’d to regret fo refohute, 

‘Vhat he relulv'd to wave his fuit, 

Ant either to renounce her quite, 

Or for a while play leaft in fight. 

‘This refolution b'ing put on, 

He kept fome months, and more had done, 


* Ha day! in ali editions til 1704, then altered to 
Ley p's 
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But heing brought fo nigh by Fates 

‘The vit'ry he achiev'd fo late 

Did {et his thoughts agey, and ope 

A door to difcontinued hope, 

That feem’d to promife he might win 

His dame too, now his hand was ins 

Anu that his valour, and the honour 

He ‘ad newly gain’d, might work upon her ¢ 

‘Thefe reafons ntade his mouth to water 

With am’rous longings to be at her, 

Quoth he, unto himfelf, Who knows 

But this brave conqueft o’er my foes 

May reach her heart, and make that oop, 

As | but row have fore’d the troop ? 

If nothing can oppugn love, 

And virtue envious ways can prove, 

‘What may not he confide to do 

That brings both love and virtue too? 

But thou bring’ft valour, too, and wit, 

‘Two things that feldom fail to hit. 

Valour’s a monfe-trap, wit a gin, 

Which women oft’ are taken in: 

‘Then, Hudibras, why fhouldtt thou fear 

To be, that art a conqueror ? 

Fortune the audacious doth juvare, 

But lets the timidous mifcarry ; 

‘Then while the honour thou haft got 

Is {pick and fpan new, piping hot, 

Strike her up bravely thou hadft beft, 

And traft thy fortune with the reft. 

Such thoughts as thefe the knight did keep 

More than his bangs, or fleas, from fleep 

And as an owl that in a barn 

Sees a moule creeping in the corn, 

Sits ftill, and fhuts his round bluc eyes, 

As if he flept, until he {pies 

‘The little beaft within his reach, 

Then farts, and feizes on the wretch; 

So from his couch the knight did ftart, 

‘Yo {eize upon the widow’s heart, 

Crying, with hafty tone apd hoarfe, 

Ralpho, difpatch, to horic, to horfe, 

And "twas but time; for now the rout, 

We left engug’d to feek him out, 

By fpcedy marches were advanc’d 

Up to the fort where he enfconc’dy 

And atl th’ avenues had poflet, 

About the place, from cait to weit. 
That done, awhile they made a halt 

Te vicw the ground, and where t’ affault, 

Then call’d a council, which was belt, 

By fiege or onflaught, to inveft 

‘The enemy; and "twas agreed 

Py ttorm and cnflaught to proceed. 

This b’irg refolv’d, in comely fort 

They now drew upt’ attack the fort; 

When Hudibras, about to enter 

Upon another gate’s adventure, 

To Ralpho cail'd aloud to arm, 

Not dreaming of approaching ftorm, 

Whether Dame Fortune, or the care 

Of angel bad, or tutelar, 

Did arm, or thruft him on a danger, 

‘To which he was an utter ranger, 
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"Phat forcfight might, or might not, blot 

‘The glory he had newly got 3 

Or to his thame it might be faid, 

"They took him napping in his bed, 

‘Lo them we Jeave it to expound, 

“Phat deal in fciences profound, 

* His courfer fcurce he had beftrid, 
- And Ralpho that on which he rid, 
When f{etting epe the poftcrn gate, 
‘Which they thought peft to fally ar, 
‘Che foe appear’d drdwn up and drill"d, 
Ready to charge them in the field. 
"Chis fomewhat ftartled the bold Knight, 
Surpris’d with th’ unexpected fight < 
‘Che bruiles of his bones and fleth 

He thought began to {mast afreth 5 
"Vill recolleGing wonted courage, 

His fear was foon converted to rage, 
And thus he fpoke + The coward foe, 
‘Whom we but now gave quarter to, 
Look, yonder’s rally’d, and appears 

‘As if they had outrun their fears; 
"Phe glory we did lately get, 

The Fates comunand us to repeat ; 
And to their wills we muft fuccumb, 

wocungue trabunt, "tia our doom, 

‘This is the fame numeric crew 

Which we fo lately did fubdue 5. + 
"The felf-fame individuals that 

Did run, as mice dd from a cat, 

When we courageouily did wield 
Our martial weapunsin the field, 
‘To tug for vidt'ry + and when 

“We hall our thining blades agen 
Brandifh in terror o’er our heads, 
"They'll traight refume their wonted dreads, 
Fear is an ague that forfakes 
And haunts, by fits, thofe whom it takes ; 
and they'll opine they feel the pain 
And blows they felt to-day again. 
"Then let us boldly thatge them home, 
And make no doubt to overcome. 
“This faid, his courage to inflame, 
He call'd upon his miftrefs” name, 
His piftol next he cock’danew, 
And out his nut-brown whinyard drew 5 
And placiug Relpho in the front, 
Refery’d himfelf to bear the brunt, 
As expert warr’ors ule; then ply'd, 
With iron heel, his courfer’s fide, 
Conveying fympathetic fpeed 
From hecl of Knight to heel of fleec. 

Meanwhile the toe, with equal rage 

And {peed, advancing to engage, 
Both parties now were drawn fo clofe, 
Almoft to come to handy-blows, 
‘when Orfin firftlet fy a ftone 
At Ralpho; not fo huge a one 
"As that which Diomed did maul 
é&neas on the bum withal ; 
Yet big cnough, if rightly hurl'd, 
T’ have fent him to another world, 
Whether above ground, or below, 
Which faints twice dipt are deftin'd .o 
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The danger flarticd the bold Squire, 
And made him fome few fteps retire ; 
But Hudibras advanc'd to ‘s aid, 

And rous’d his fpirits half difmay'd = 
He wifely doubting Yeft the thot 

Of th’ cnemy, now growing hot, 

Might at a diftance gall, prefs’d clofe, 
To come peli-mell to handy-blows, 
And that he might their aim decline, 
Advanc'd till in an oblique line ; 

But prudently forebore to fire, 

Till breaft to breaft he had got nigher 5 
As expert warriors ufe to do, 

When hand to hand they charge their foe. 
This order the advent’rous knighr, 
Moft foldier- like, obferv’d in fight, 
When Fortune (as the’s wont) turn'd fickle, 
And for the foe began to tickle, 

‘The more fhame for her Goodyfhip 

‘To give fo near a friend the flip. 

For Colon, choofing out a ftone, 
Levell’d fo sight, it thump’d upon 

His manly paunch with fuch a force, 

As aloft beat him off his horfe. 

He !oos’d his whinyard, and’the rein, 
But laying faft hold on the manc, 
Preferv'd his feat ; and as a goofe 

In death contraéts his talons clofe,. 

So did the Knight, and with enc clay 
The tricker of his piftol draw, 

The gun went off; and as it was 

Still fatal to out Hadibras, 

in all ite feats of arms, when leat 

He dreamt cf it to profper beft, 

So now he far’d : the fhot, !ct fy 

At random “hong the enemy, 

Pierc'd Yalgol’s gabardine, and gra 
Upon his thoulder, in the paflinge“ 
Lodg'd in Magnano’s brals ys 
Who ftraight, A furgeong<y'd, A furgeon : 
He tumbled down, ashe fell, 

Did Marder, Murfer, Murder, yell. 
‘This ftartled thei whole body fo, 

"Phat if the KigZht had not let go 

Elis arma, be<‘been in warlike plight, 
He ‘d won (the fecond time) the fight; 
As, if the Squire had but fali’n on, 
Fac had inevitably done. 

But he, diverted with the care 

Of Hudibras his hurt, forbore 

‘Yo prefs th’ advantage of his fortune, 
While dangers did the reft difhearten. 
For he with Cerdon b’ing engag’d 

In clofe encounter, they both wag’d 
‘They fight fo well, ’twas hard to fay 
Which fide was like to get the day. 
And now the bufy work of Death 
Had tir’d them fo, they "greed to breathe, 
Preparing to renew the fight, 

When the difafter of the Knight, 
And uy’ other party, did divert 








| heir fell intent, and fore’d them pars, 


Ralpho prefy’d up to Hudibras, 
And Cordon where Maguano was, 
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Each ftriving to confirm his party 

With Mout encouragements and hearty. 
Quoth Raipho, Courage, valiant Sir, 
‘And let revenge-and honour ftir 

Your fpirits up; once more fall on, 

The thatter’d foc begins to run : 

For if but half fo well you knew 

To ufe your vi’ry as fubdue, 

‘Yhey durlt not, after fuch a blow 

As you have given them, face us now; 
But from fo formidable a foldicr 

Had fled like crows, when they fmel] powder. 
"Ehrice have they fen your {word aloft 
‘Wav'd o’er their heads, and fled as oft’ 5 
But if youlet them recollect 

“heir {picits, now difmay’d and checkt, 
You'll have a harder game to play, 
‘Fhan yet ye ‘ve had, to get the day. 
‘Vhus fyoke the ftout Squire, but was heard 
By Hudibras with {mall regard. 

His thoughts were fuller of the bang 
He lately took, than Ralph’s harangue; 
To which he anfwer'd, Cruel Fate 
‘Tells me thy counfel comes too late. 
The knotted blood within my hole, 
‘Yhat from my wounded body flows, 
With mortal crifis doth portend 

My days to appropinque an end, 

Jam for action vow unfit, 

Fither of fortitude or wat. 

Fortune, my foe, begins to frown, 
Refolv'd to pull my flomach down, 

J am not apt upon a wound, 

Or trivial batting, to difpond ; 

Yet Vd be loath my days to curtal ; 

Yor if 1 thaught my wounds not mortal, 





wef that orm tad time enough as yet 


"J'o make an h nourable retreat, 

“yore the beft arfe; butif they find 
We fly, and leave om -tms behind, 

Jor them to feize on, Uh. -difhonour 
And danger too, as fuch, ¢irooner 
Stand to it boldly, and take qu:rter, 

‘Po let them fee | am no flarter, 

Jn all the trade of war, no feat 

ls nobler than a brave retreat: 

Vor thofe that run away, and fly, 

"Lake place at leaft 0” th’ cnemy. 

*phis faid, the Squire, with aétive {peed, 
Difmounted from his bonny fteed, 

"To feize the arme, which, by mifchance, 
Fell from the bold Knight in a trance ; 
‘Vhefe being found out, and reftor’d 

“Vo Hudibras, their nat'ral lord, 

Asa man may fay, with might and main 
Tic hafted to get upagain. 

Thrice he effay’d to mount aloft, . 

But, by his weighty bum, as oft’ 

He was puil’d back, till having found 
Th’ advantage of the rifing ground, 
Thither he led his warlike fleed, 

And having plac’d him right, with {peed 
Deanar’t again to feale the heaft : 
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The bloody {car upon the thoulder 

Of Talgol with Promethean powder, 

And now was fearching for the fhot 

That laid Magnano on the fpot, 

Beheld the {tardy Squire aforefaid, 

Preparing to climb up his horfe-fide 5 

He left his cure, and laying hold 

Upon his arms, with courage hold 

Cry’d out, "Tis now no time to dally, 

The enemy begin to rally 5 

Let us that are unhurt and whole 

Fall on, and happy man be’s dale. 
This faid, like to a thunderbolt 

He flew with fury to th’ affault, 

Striving th’ enemy to attack 

Before he reach’d his horfe’s back. 

Ralpho was mounted now, and gotten 

O'erthwart his beaft with active vau'ting, 

Wriggling his body to recover 

His feat, and caft his right leg over; 

When Orfin, tufhing in, beftow’d 

On horfe and man fo heavy a load, 

The beaft was ftartled, and begun 

‘Yo kick and fling tike mad, and run, 

Bearing the tough fquire like a fack, 

Or {tout King Richard, on his back 5 

Till fumbling, he threw him down, 

Sore bruis’d, and caft into a fwoon. 

Meanwhile the knight began to roufe 

The fparkles of his wonted prowefs = 

He thruft his hand into his hofe, 

And found, both by his eyes and nofe, 

“Twas only choler, and not blood, 

‘That from his wounded body flow'd, 

‘This, with the hazard of the Squire, 

Inflam’d him with difpitcful ire 5 

Courageoufly he fac'd about, 

And drew his other piftol out 5 

‘And now had half-way bent the cock, 

When Cerdon gave fo fierce a thock, 

With fturdy tranchcon, thwart his arm, 

That down it fell, and did no harm? 

Then ftoutly preffing on with fpeed, 

Affay’d to pull him off-his fteed. 

The knight his {word had only left, 

With which he Cerdon’s head had cleft, 

Or at the Jeaft cropp’d off a limb, 

But Orfin came, and refcu’d him. 

He with his lance attack’d the Knight 

Upon his quarters oppofite : 

But as a bark, that in foul weather, 

Tofs’d by two adverfe winds together, 

Is bruis’d and beaten to and fro, 

And knows not whch to turn him to; 

So far’d the Knight between two foes, 

‘And knew not which of them t’ oppofe 5 

‘Till Orfin, charging with his lance 

At Hudibras, by fpiteful chance 

Fit Cerdon fuch a bang, as ftunn’d 

‘And laid him flat upon the ground, 

‘At this the Knight began to cheer up, 

‘And, raifing up himfelf on ftirrup, 

Cry’d out Vittoria; lie thou there, 
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.~ Vo bear thee company in death ; 
But firft Vl halt a while, and breathe; 
As well he thight ; for Orfin, griew’'d 
At the wound that Cerdon had receiv’d, 
Ran to relicve him with his lore, 
And cure the hurt he gave before, 
Meaawhile the Kuight had wheel’d about 
To breathe himfeif, and next find out 
‘Th’ advantage of the ground, where beft 
He might thre raffted foe infett. 
‘This b'ing refolv'd, he {pure'd his ftecd, 
To run at Orfin with full fpeed, 
While he was bufy in the care 
Of Cerden’s wound, and unaware ;” 
But he was quick, and liad already 
Unt» the part apply’d remedy ; 
And fecing th’ enemy prepar'd, 
Drew up, and food upon his yuard 
Then like a warrior right cxpert 
And fkiliul in the martial art, 
The fabtle knight ftraight made a halt, 
And judg'd it beft to flay th’ affault, 
Until he had reliew’d the Squire, 
And then (in order) to retire ; 
Or, as occafion fkould invite, 
With forces join’d renew the fight. 
Ralpho, by this time difentranc’d, 
Upon his bum himfelf advanc’d, 
Though forcly bruis’d; his limbs all o’er 
With ruchlefs hangs, were {tiff and fore + 
Right faiu he would have got upon 
His fect again, to get him yore, 
When Wudibras to aid him came. 
Quoth he, (and call’d him by his name) 
Courage, the cay ar length is ours, 
And we once more, as conquerors, 
Have both the field and hnour won; 
The foe is profligaty and run: 
T mean all tush as cun; for fome 
This hand hath fere to their loug home 3 
Aud fome lic fprawling on the vround, 
{ ‘With mang a gafh and Steody wound. 
Cafar himfelf could never fay 
* He got two vict’ries in a day 
As Thave done, that can fay, twice I 
In one day, vei, vidi, vici. 
The foe’s fo numerous, that we 
Cannot fo often vincem, 
And they feriee, and yet enow 
Be Inft to tteike an after-blow ; 
Then left they rally, and once more 
Put us to fizht, the bus’uefs o’er, 
Get up, and mouut thy feed; difpatch, 
And kt us both their motions watch. 
Quoth Ralph, 1 theuld not, if T were 
Jn cafe for action, now he here; 
Ner have Fturn'd my back, or hang’d 
An arfe, for fear of being bang'd, 
Kk was for you I get thefe harms, 
Advent’ring to fetch off your arms. 
"The blews and drube t have reeciv'd 
Have bruisd my bedy, and bereav'd 
My limbs of ftrength : unlefs you toop, 
And reach your hands to pull me up, 


I fhall lie here, and bea prey 
‘Yo thofe whe are now ran away. 
‘That thoa fhalt not (quoth Hudibras ;) 

We read, the ancients held it was 

More honourable far fervare 

Civem, than flay an adverfary ; 

The one we oft’ to-day have done, 
The other fhall difpatch anon : 

And though th’ art of a diff'rent church, 

1 will not leave thee in the lurch. 3 
This faid, he jogg’d his good fled nigher, 
And fteer'd him gently t’wards the Squire, 
‘Then bowing down his body, firetch’d 
His hand out, and at Ralpho reach’d; 
When Trulla, whom he did not mind, 
Charg’d him like lightning behind. 

She had been long in fearch about 
Magnano’s wound, to find it out, 

But could find none, nor where the fhot. 
‘Yhat had fo ftartled him was got: 

But having found the worft was paft, 

She fell to her own work at laft, 

‘Vhe pillage of the prifoners, 

Which in all feats of arms was her’s; 

And now to plunder Ratph fhe flew, 
When Hudibras his hard fate drew 

‘Vo fuccour him ; for as he bow’d. 

To help him up, fhe laid a load 

-f blows fo heavy, and plac’d fo well, 

On Uv other fide, that down he fell. 
Yield, fcoundrel bafe, (quoth the) or die 5 
‘Uhy hfe is n.ine, and liberty 

But if thou think'ft I took thee tardy, 
Aud dat’ prefume to be fo hardy 

To try thy fortune o'er afreth, 

Yt wave my title to thy flefh, « 

‘Thy arms and bayyape, now my righta. 
And if then halt The heart to try’ 
Vil Jend thee back thyfelf a w 
And once more, for that g 
Fight upen tick.—Quot) 
Then ofier’h nobly,-“tfant lafs, 

And 1 fhall take tite at thy word. 

Firft let me rife gad take my {word ; 
Vhat fword hh has Jo oft’ this day 
threargh fqstadrons of my foes made way, 
Aad fome to other worlds difpatcléd, 

> with a feeble fpinfter match'd, 

Wii: bluth, with blood ignoble Qain'd, 

By which no honour’s to be gain’d ; 

Rut if thou’lt take my advice in this, 
Contider, whilf thou may"ft, what ’tia’ 
Yo interrupt aviGor’s courfe, 

B’ oppofing fuch a trivial force s 

For if with conqueit I come off, 

(And that I fhall do fare enowgh) 
Quarter theu canft et have, nor grace 

BY laws of arms, in fuch a cafe; 

Both which | now do offer freely. 

1 fcorn, (quoth she) thou coxcomb filly, 
(Clapping her hand upon her breech, 

Vo flew how much fhe priz’d his fpeech¥ 
Quarter or conufel from a foe ; 

If thou can force me to it, doy 
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But left it fhould again be fed, 
When J have once more won thy head, 
} took thee napping, unprepar’d, 
Arm, and betake thee to thy guard. 

This faid, the to her tackle fell, 
And on the knight let fail a peal 
Of blows fo fierce, and prefs'd fo home; 
‘That he retir’d, and follow’d’s bum. 
Stand to it, (quoth fhe) or yield to mercy; 
It is not fighting ar/e-verfe 
Shall ferve thy turn.—'Vhis ftier'd his {pleen 
More than the danger he was in, 
"The blows he felt or was to feel, 
Although dv’ already made him reel; 
Honour, defpight, revenge, and fhame, 
At once into his ftomach came ; 
Which fir'd it fo, he rais'd his arm 
Above his head, and sain’d a ftorm 
OF blows fo terrible and thick, 
As if he meant to hath her quick : 
But the upon her truncheon took them, 
And by oblique diverfion broke them, 
‘Waiting an opportunity 
To pay all back with ufury, 
Which long the fail’d not of ; for now 
‘The kni,ht with onc dead-doing blow 
Relciving to decide the fight, 
And the with quick and cunning flcight 
Avoiding it, the force and weight 
He charg’d upon it was fo great, 
As almoft fway'd him to the ground : 
No fooner the th’ advantage found, 
Bur in the flew; and feconding, , 
‘With home-made thruft, the heavy fwing 
&he laid him flat upon his fide, 
And mounting on his trunk aftride, 

n. told thee what would come 

all thy vapou. ing, bafe feum : 
Say, will the law os yams allow 
T may have grace and qiarter now ? 
Or wilt thou rather break’:ky word, 
And ftain thine honour, than tivy. fword ? 
Aman of war to damn his foul, 
In bafely breaking his parole ; 
And when beforé the fight, th’ hadft’ -qw’d 
‘Lo give no quarter in cold blood ; 
Now thou haft got me for a Tartar, 
To make m’ againft my will take quarter, 
Why doft not put me to the fword, 
But cowardly fly from thy word? 

Quoth Hudibras, The day’s thine own; 
Thou and thy flare have caft me down : 
My laurels are tranfplanted now, 

And flourifh on thy conq'ring brow ; 
My lofs of hononr’s great enough, 
‘Thou needit not brand it with a icoff : 
Sarcafms may eclipte thine own, 

But cannot blur my loft renown : 

Tam not now in Fortune’s power, 

He that is down can fall no lower. 
The ancient heroes were illuf’rous 
For being benign, and not’bluftrous 
Again a vanquifh’d foe : their twords 
Were harp and trenchent, not their words; 
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And did in fight but ent work ont 
° employ their courtefies about, 
Quoth the, Although thou haft deferv'd, 
Bafe Slubberdegullion, to be ferw’d 
As thou didft vow to deal with me, 
If thou hadft got the vidory, 
Yet I thali rather a@ a part 
That fuits my fame, than thy defert, 
Thy arms, thy liberty, befide 
All that’s on th’ outfide of thy hide, 
Are mine by military law, 
Of which I will not bate one ftraw ; 
The reft, thy life, and Jimbs, once mere, 
Though doubly forfeit, I reftore. 
Quoth Hudibras, It is too late 
For me to treat or ftipulate ; 
What thou command ’ft 1 muft obeys 
Yet thofe whom } expung’d to-day, 
Of thine own party, I let go, 
And gave them life and freedom too, 
Both Dogs and Bear, upon thcir parole, 
Whom I took pris’ners in this quarrel. 
Quoth Trulla, Whether thou or they 
Let one another run away, 
Concerns not me; but was’t not thou 
That gave Crowdero quarter too ? 
Crowdero, whom, in irons bound, 
Thou bafely threw’ft into Lob’s pond, 
Where ftill he lies, and with regret 
His gen’rous bowels rage and fret. 
But now thy carcafs fhall redeem, 
And ferve to be exchang’d for him, 
This faid, the Knight did ftraight fubmit, 
And laid his weapons at her feet, 
Next he difrob'd his gabardine, 
And with it did himfelf refign. 
She took it, and forthwith divetting 
The mantle that the wore, faid jefting, 
‘Take that, and wear it for my fake ; 
Then threw it o'er his fturdy back, 
And as the French, we congucr’d once, 
Now give us laws for pantaloons, 
The length of breeches, and the gathers 
Port-caunons, periwigs and feathers; 
Jui fo the proud infulting lafs 
Array'é and dighted Hudibras. 
Meanwhile the other champions, yerft 
In hurrry of the fight difpertt, 
Arriv’d, when Trulla won the day, 
To fhare i' th’ honour and the prey, 
And out of Hudibras his hide, 
With vengeance to be fatisfy’d ; 
Which now they were ubout to pour 
Upon him in a wooden fhower, 
But ‘Frulla thruft herfelf between, 
And firiding o'er his back agen, 
She brandifh’d o'er her head his fword, 
And vow’d they fhould not break-her word; 
She ’ad given him quarter, and her blood, 
Or theirs, fhould make that quarter gcod : 
For fhe was hourid, by law of arms, 
To fee him fafe from further harms, 
In dungeon decp Crowdero, caft 
By Hudibras, cs yet fay £. 
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‘Where, to the hard and rothlefs ftcnes, 

Hie great heart made perpetual moans ; 

Him fhe refolv’d that Hudibras 

Should ranfom, and fupply his place. 

‘Thus ftopp’d their fury, and the bafting 

Which towards Hudibras was hafting, 

They thought it was but juft and right 

‘That what fhe had achiew’d in fight 

She fhould difpofe of how the pleas'd; 

Crowdero ought to be releas’d : 

Nor could that any way be done 

So well as this fhe pitch’d upon : 

For who a better could imagine ? 

This therefore they refolv’d t’ engage in. 

‘The Knight and Squire firft they made 

Rife from the ground where they were laid, 

‘Then mounted both upon their horfes, 

But with their faccs to the arfer. 

Orfin led Hudibras’s beat, 

And Talgol that which Ralpho preft; 

‘Whom fteut Magnano, valiant Cerdon, 

Aad Colon, waited as a guard on; 

‘All ufh’ring Trulla in the rear, 

‘With th’ arms of cither pris’ner. 

In this proud order and array 

‘They put themfelves upon their way, 

Striving to reach th’ enchanted caftle, 

Where ftout Crowdero in durance lay ftill. 

‘Thither with greater fpeed that: fhews 

And triumph over conquer’d foes 

Do ufe t’ allow, or than the bears, 

Or pageants borne befufe lord mayers, 

Are wont to ufc, they foun arriv’d, 

In order foldier-like contriv’d, 

Still marching in a warlike pofture, 

As fit for battle as for mufter. 

‘The Knight and Squire they firft unhorle, 

And bending ’gainit the fort their force, 

‘They all advanc’d, and round about 

Begirt the magical redoubt. 

‘Magnon’ led up in *his adventure, 

And made way for the reft to enter? 

For he was fkilful in black art, 

No lefs than he that built the fort, 

And with an iron mace laid flat 

A breach, which firaight all enter’d at, 

And in the wooden dungeon found 

Crowdero laid upon the ground : 

Him they releafe from durance bale, 

Reftor'd t’ his Fiddle and his cafe, 

Ad liberty, his thirfty rage 

With lufcious vengeance to affuage ; 

For he no fooner was at large, 

But ‘Trulla ftraight brought on the chargey 

And in the felf-fame limbo put : 

‘The Knight and Squire where he was fhut ; 

Where leaving thea in Hockley-i’-th’-hole, 

Their bangs and durance to condole, 

Confin'd and conjir’d into narrow 

Enchanted manfion ta kuow forrew, 

Inthe fame order and array 

Which they advanc’d, they march'd away : 
abe a feorn'd to oop 

be Lud to droov, 
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Cheer’d up himfelf with ends of verfe, 
And fayings of philofophers. ~ 

Quoth he, Th’ one half of man, his mind 
Is, fd juris, unconfin’d, 
And cannct be laid by the heels, 
Whate’er the other moiety feels, 
*Tis not reftraint, or liberty, 
‘Yhat makes men prifoners or free ; 
Bur perturbations that poffets 
‘The mind, or equanimitics. 
The whole world was not half fo wide 
To Alexander, when he cry'd, 
Becaufe he had but one to fubdue, 
As was a paltry narrow tub to 
Diogenes; who is not faid 
(For ought that ever I could read) 
"lo whine, put finger i? th’ eye, and fob, 
Becaufe he ’ad ne’er another tub. 
The ancients make two fev’ral kinds 
Of prowefs in heroic minds, 
‘The active and the paffive val’ant, 
Both which are pari Hore gallant; 
For both to give blows, and to carry, 
In fights are equi-heceflary + 
Bat in defeats the paffive ftout 
Are always found to ftand it out 
Mott defp’rately, and to outdo 
The active, ‘gaink a conq’ring foe. 


‘Though we with blacks and blocs are fuggill'd, 


Or as the vulgar fay, are cudgell’d, 
He that is valiant, and dares fight, 
Though drubb’d, can lofe no honour by ’t 
Honour's a leafe for lives to come, 
And cannot be extended from 
The legal tenant ; ’tis a chattel 
Not to be forfeited in battle. 
If he that in the field is flain, 
Be in the bed of honour lain, 
He that is beaten may be 2d 
To lic in honour’s truchie-bed. 
For as we fee th’ ecjizfed fun 
By mortals is more gaz’d upon 
Than when, adorn'd with all his light 
He fhines in.‘erene fky moft bright ; 
So valour~ in a low eftate, 
Is mof admir’d and wonder’d at. 
Q:.oth Ralph, How great | do not know 
We may by being beaten grow; 
But none that fee how here we fit, 
Will jndge us overgrown with wit. 
As gifted brethren, preaching by 
A carnal hourglafs, do imply 
Illumination can convey 
Into them what they have te fay, 
But not how much ; fo well enough 
Know you to charge, but not draw off: 
For who, without a cap and bawble, 
Having fubdu’d a Bear and rabble, 
And might with honour have come off, 
Would put it to a fecond proof? 
A pohtic exploit, right fit 
For Prefbyterian zeal and wit, 
Qvoth Hudikzas, That cuckoo’s tone, 
Ralpho, theu always harp’ upon t 
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“When thou at any thing wonldft rail, 

‘Thou tak’ft Prefbytery, thy fale, 

‘To take the height on’t, and explain 

To what degree it is profane ; 

‘Whats’cver will not with (thy what-d’-ye-call) 

‘Thy light junap right, thou call’ft fynodical : 

Asif Prefbytery were a ftandard 

To {eize whats’ever's to be flander'd. 

Doft not remember how thia day 

‘Thou to my beard was bold to fay, 

‘That thou cou’dft prove bear-beating equal 

With fynods, orthodox and legal? 

Do, if thou cant; for I deny ’t, 

And dare thee to ‘t with all thy light, 
Quoth Ralpho, Truly that is no 

Hard matter for a man to do, 

That has but any guts in’s brains, 

And cou’d believe it worth his pains 

But fince you dare and urge me to it, 

You'll find i’ve light enough te do it. 
Synode are myftical Bear-gardens, 

Where Elders, Deputies, Church-wardens, 

And other Members of the Court, 

Manage the Babylonifh fport; 

For Prolocutor, Scribe, and Bearward, 

Do differ only in a mere word. 

Both are but fev'ral fynagogues 

Of carnal men, and Bears and Dogs : 

Both antichriftian affemblies, 

To mifchief bent as far ’s in them lies 

Both ftave and tail, with fierce contefts, 

‘The one with men, the other beatts. 


* The diffrence is, the ane fights with 





‘The tongue, the other with the teeth ; 
And that they bait but Bears in thie, 
In th’ other Souls and confciences ; 
Wherd sain. Gr-mfelves are brought to ftake 
For Cofpel-light a..4 Confeience’ fakes 
Expos'd to Scribes and Prefbyters, 
Inftead of Mattiff Dogs and Curs; 
‘Than wham they’ve lefs humanity, 
Por thefe at fouls of men will fly. 
‘This to the Prophet did appear, 

Who in a vifion faw a Bear, 
Prefiguring the benttly rage 

Of Church-rule, in this latrer age; 
Ags is demonttrated at full 

By him that baited the Pope’s Bull, 
Bears nat’rally are beafts of prey, 

‘That live by rapine; fo do they. 
What are their Orders, Conttitutions, 
Church-cenfurcs, Curfes, Abfolutions, 
But fev'ral myftic chains they make, 
To tie poor Chriftians to the ftake? 
And then fet Heathen officers, 

Inftead of Dogs, about their ears. 

For to prohibit and difpenfe, 

To find out, or to make offence ; 

Of hell and heav’n to difpofe, 

To play with fou)s at fait and loofe ; 
To fet what charaéters they pleafe, 
And Mulds on fin or godlinefs ; 
Reduce the Church to Gofpel-order, 
By rapine, facrilege, and musder; 
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To make Prebytery fupreme, 

And Kings themfeives fubmit to them ; 

And force all people, though againft 

Their confciences to turn Saints; 

Muft prove a pretty thriving trade, 

When Saints monepolifts are made + 

When pious frauds and holy fhifts 

Are Difpenfations and Gifts, 

There godlinefs becomes mere ware, 

And ev’ry Synod but a fair. 

Synods are whelps o’ th’ inquifition, 

A mungrel breed of like pernicion 

And growing up7became the fires 

Of Scribes, Commiiffioners, and Trierss 

Whote bus’nefs is, by cunning fleight, 

To caft a figure for men’s light, 

To find, in lines of beard and face, 

The phyfiognomy of Grace ; 

And by the found and twang of nofe, 

If all be found within difelofe; 

Free from a crack or flaw of finning, 

As men try pipkins by the ringing ; 

By black caps underlaid with white, 

Give certain guefs at inward light ; 

Which ferjeants at the Gofpel wear, 

To make the Sp’ritual Calling clear, 

The handkerchief about the neck 

(Canonical cravat of fmeck, 

From whom the inftitution came, 

When Church and State they fet on flame, 

And worn by them as badges then / 

Of Spiritual Warfaring-men) 

Judge rightly if Regeneration 

Be of the newgft cut ia fathion: = * 

Sure 'tis an orthodox opinion, 

That grace if founded ig dominion, 

Great piety confifts in pride; 

To rule is to be fan@ify'd: 

To domineer, and to controul, 

Both o'er the body and the foul, 

Js the moit perfect difcipline * 

Of Church-rule, and by right divine. 

Bell and the Dragon’s chaplains were 

More moderate than thefe by far 

For they (poor knaves) were glad to cheat, 

‘To get their wives and children meat; 

But thefe will not be fobb’d off fo, 

They muft have wealth and pow'r too; 

Or elfe with blood and defolation 

They'll tear it out o’ th’ heart o° th’ nation. 
Sure thefe themfelves from primitive 

And Heathen priefthood do derive 

When Butchers were the only clerks, 

Elders and Prefbyters of Kirks ; 

Whole dire&ory was to kill, 

And fome belicve it isfo ftill. 

‘The only diffrence is that then 

They flaughter’d only beafts, now men, 

For then to facrifice a bullock, 

Or, now and then, a child to Moloch, 

They count a vile abomination, 

But not to flatghter a whole nation. 

Prefbytery does but tranflate 


The papacy to a free flute: 
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A commonwealth of Popery, 

‘Where ev'ry village isa See 

As well as Rome, and muft maintain 

A tithe-pig metropolitan ; 

Where ev’ry Prefbyter and Deacon 

Commands the keys for cheefe and bacen, 

And ev’ry hamlet’s governed 

By’s Holinefs, the Church’s head, 

More haughty and fevere in’s place, 

‘Than Gregary and Boniface. 

Such Church mutt, furely, be a monfter, 

‘With many heads: for if we confter 

‘What in th’ Apocalyps we find, 

According,to th’ Apoftle’s mind, 

°Tis that the whore of Babyion 

‘With many heads did ride upon, 

Which heads denote the finful tribe 

Of Deacon, Prieft, Lay-elder, Scribe. 
Lay-elder, Simeon to Levi, 

Whofe little finger is as heavy 

As lions of patriarchs, prince-prelate, 

And bithop-fecular. This zealot 

Is of a mungrel, diverfe kind, 

Cleric before, and Lay behind ; 

A lawlefs linfeywoolfey brother, 

Half of one order, half another ; 

A creature of amphibious nature, 

On land a beaft, a fith in water ; 

‘That ulways preys on grace or fin; 

A fhecp without, a wolf within, 

‘This fierce inquifitor has chief 

Dominion over men’s belief 

And manners; can pronounce a faint 

Idolatrous, or ignorant, 

‘When fupercilioufly he fifts 

‘Through coarfeft boulter others’ gifts : 

For all nien live and judge amifs, 

Whole talents jump not juft with his ; 

He'll lay on gifts with hands, and place 

On dulleft noddle Light and Grace, 

‘The manufacture gf the Kirk. 

‘Thofe paitors are but the handywork 

Of hia mechanic paws, inftilling 

Divinity in them by feeling : 

From whence they ftart up Chofen Veflels, 

Made by contad, as men get meailes, 

So Cardinals, they fay, do grope 

At th’ other end the new-made Pope. 

. Hold, hold quoth Hudibras, foft fire, . 
They fay, does make fivect malt. Good Squire, 
Feflina lente, not too falt, 

For hafte (the proverb fays) makes waite, 
"The quitks and cavils thou doft make 
Are faife and built upon miftake 
‘And [ fhall bring yeu, with your pack 
Of fallacies, t’ Elenchi back; 
And put your arguments in mood 
‘And figure to be underftood. 
T'll force you by right ratiocination 
"To leave your vitilitigation, 
And makA you keep to th’ queftion clofe, 
And argue disledlicas. 

"The queftfon then, to ftate it firit, 
3s, which is better or which worft, 


Synods or Bears? Bears I avow 

To be the worft, and Synods thou ; 
But to make good th’ affertion, 
Thou fay’ft they’re rcally all one. 

If fo, not worfe; for if they're idem, 
Why then tantundem dat tantidem. 
For if they are the fame, by courfe 
Neither is better, neither worfe. 


-But I deny they are the fame, 


More than a maggot and I am. 

‘That both are animalia 

I grant, but not ratienalia: 

For though they do agree in kind, 
Specific difference we find; 

And can no more make Bears of thefe, 
‘Than prove my horle is Socrates. 
‘That Synods are Bear-gardens, too, 
Thou doft affirm; but 1 fay No: 

And thus J prove it, in a word; 
Whats’ever Affembly’s not empower’d 
To Cenfure, Curfe, Abfolve, and ordain, 
Can be no Synod; but Bear-garden 
Has no fuch pow’r; ergo, ’tis none, 
And fo thy fophiftry’s o’erthrown, 

But yet we are befide the queft’on 
Which thou didft raife the firft conteft on: 
For that was, Whether Bears are better 
‘Than Synod-men? J fay Negatur. 

That Bears are beafts, and Synods men, 
Is held by all: they're better then ; 
For Bears and Dogs on four legs go, 

As beafts; but Synod-men on two. 

’Tis true they all have tecth and nails; 
But prove that Synod-men have tails; 
Or that a rugged fhaggy fur 

Grows o’er the hide of Prefbyter! 


Or that his fnout and [pacious 
Do hold proportion with a BoA 
A Bear’s a favage beaft, of all 


Mott ugly and unnatural ; 
Whclp’d without form, until the dam 
Has lickt it into thape and frame : 
But all thy light can ne'er evid, 
‘That ever Synod-man was lickt, 
to any other fafhion 
fs own will and inclination. 
t thou doft further yet in this, 
ugn thyfelf and fenfe; that is, 
Thou wouldft have Prefbyters to go 
For Bears and Dogs, and Bearwards too > 
A ftrange chimera of beafts and men, 
Made up of pieces het’regene ; 
Such as in Nature never met 
Ia eudem fubjedtu yet. 

‘Thy othes arguments are all 
Suppofures hypothetical, 
That do but beg; and we may choofe 
Lither to grant chem, or refufe. 
Much thou hait faid, which I know when 
And where theu ftol't from other men, 
(Whereby tis pluin thy Light and Gifts 
Are all but plagiary fhifss) 
And is the {ame that Ranter fed, 
Who, arguing with me, broke my head, 
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And tore a handful of my beard; 


_, The {elf-fame cavils then T heard, 


‘When b’ing in hot difpute about 

‘This controverfy, we fell out; 

And what thou know’ft f anfwer’d then, 
Will ferve to anfwer thee agen. 

Quoth Ralpho, nothing but th’ abufe 
Of human learning you produce; 
Learning, that cobweb of the brain, 
Profane, erroneous, and vain; 

A trade of knowledge as replete, 

As others are with fraud and cheat ; 

An art t’ encumber Gifts and wit, 

And render both for nothing fit; 

Makes Light inactive, dull and troubled, 
Like little David in Saul’s doublet ; 

A cheut that (cholars put upon 

Other men’s reafon and their own; 

A fort of error, to enfconce 

Abfurdity and ignorance, 

That renders all the avenues 

‘To truth impervious and abftrufe, 

By making plain things, in debate, 

By art perplext and intricate : 

For nothing goes for Senfe or Light, 
That will not with old rulcs jump right 5 
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Asif rules were not in the fchools 
Deriv’d from truth, but truth from rules, 
This Pagan, Heathenith invention 

Is good for nothing but contention : 

For as in fword and buckler fight, 

All blows do on the target light ; 

So when men argue, the great’ft part 

O° the conteft falls on terms of art, 
Until the fuftian ftuff be fpent, 

And then they fall to th’ argument. 
Quoth Hudibras, friend Ralph thou hafe 
Outrun the conftable at laf : 2 
For thou art fallen on a new 

Difpute, as fenfelefs as untrue, 

But to the former oppofite, 

And contrary as black to white ; 

Mere difperata ; that concerning 
Prefbytery, this human learning ; 

Two things {" averfe, they neve? yet 
But in thy rambling fancy met. 

But { fhall take a fit occafion 

T” evince thce by’ ratiocination, 

Some other time, in place more pr 

Than this we're in: therefore Tet’ hop here; 
And reft our wearied bones awhile, 
Already tit’d with other toil, 
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PART IL CANTO L 


* Ihe Argument. 


‘The Knight, by damnable Magician, 
Being caft illegally in prifon, 
_ Love brings his a@ion on the cafe, 
And lays it upon Hudibras. 

How he receives the Lady's vifit, 
And cunningly folicits his {uit, 

Which the defers ; yet on parole, 
Redeems him from th’ enchanted hole. 


Bor now, t’ obfgve Romantic method, 
Let bloody ftecl awhile be theathed ; 

And alf thofe harth and rugged founds 

Of baftinadoes, cuts, and wounds, 
Exchang'd to love’s more gentle ftyic, 

To let our reader breathe awhile : 

In which, that we may be as brief as 

Is poffible, by way of preface, 

Is ’t not enough to make one ftrange, 

‘That fome men’s fancies fhould ne'er change, 
But make all people do and fay 

‘The fame things ftill the felf fame way? 
Some writers make all ladies purloin’d, 

And knights purfuing like a whirlwind : 
Othere make all their knights, in fits 

Of jealoufy, to lofe their wits; 

‘Tili drawing blood o' th’ dames, like witches, 
"They're forthwith cur’d of their capriches, 
Some always thrive in their amours, - 
By pulling plaifters off their fores ; 

As cripples do to get an alms, 

Jatt fo do they, and win their dames, 

Some force whole cegions, in defpite 


Q’ geography, to change their fite ; 


Make former times thake hands with latter, 
And that which was before tome after. 

But thofe that write in rhyme ftill make 
The one verfe for the other's fake ; 


For one for fenfe, and one for rhyme, 
1 thin fufficient at one time. 
it we forget in what fad plight 


WE whilem left the captiv'd Knight 

Aad penfive Squire, both bruis’d in body, 

And conjur'd into fafe cuftody, 

Tir'd with difpute, and {peaking Latin, 

As well as bafting and Bear-baiting, 

And defperate of any courfe, 

To free himfelf by wit or force, 

His only folace was, that now 

His dog-bolt fortune was fo low, 

That either it muft quickly end, 

Or turn about again, and mend, 

In which he found th’ event, no lefs 

Than other times, befide his guefs, 
There is a tall long-fided dame, 

(But wondrous light) ycleped Fame 

‘That like a thin chameleon boards : 

Herfelf on air, and cats her words 
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Upon her fhoulders wings the wears 

Like hanging ficeves, lin’d through with ears, 
“ And eyes, and ‘tongues, as pocts lift, 

Made good by deep mythologitt : 

With thefe the through the welkin flies, 

And fometimes carries truth, oft’ lies; 

Whh letters hung, like eaftern pigeons, 

And Mercuries of furtheft regions ; 

Diurnals writ for regulation 

Of lying, to inform the nation, 

And by their public ufe to bring down 

‘The rate of whetftones in the kingdom, 

About her neck a packet-mail, 

Fraught with advice, fome frefh, fome ftale, 

Of men that walk’d when they were dead, 

And cows of montters brought to bed ; 

OF hailftones big as pullets’ eggs, 

And puppies whelp’d with twice two legs ; 

A blazing ftar {een in the welt, 

By fix or feven men at Jeait. 

‘T'wo trumpets fhe does found at once, 

But both of clean contrary tones ; 

But whether both with the fame wind, 

Or onc before, and ene behind, 

‘We know not, only this can tell, 

The one founds vilely, th’ other well; 

And therefore vulgar authors name 

‘Th’ one Good, th’ other evil Fame. 

‘This tattling goffip knew too well 

What mifchicf Hudibras befel, 

And ftraight the fpiteful tidings bears 

Of all, to th’ unkind Widow’s ears. 

Democritus ne'er laugh’d fo loud, 

‘To fee bawds carted through the crowd, 
” Or funerals, with ftately pomp, 

March flowly on in folemn dump, 

As the Jaugh’d out, until her back, 

As well as fides, was like to crack. 

She vow'd the wou'd go fee the fight, 

And vifit the diftreffed Knight; 

To do the office of a neighbour, 

And be a goflip at his labour; 

And from his wooden jail the ftocks, 

To fee at large his fetter-locks ; 

And by exchange, parole, or ranfom, 

To free him from th’ enchanted manfion. 

‘This b’ing refolv’d, the call’d for hood 

And ufher, implements abroad 

Which ladies wear, befide a flender 

Young waiting damfel to attend her, 

All which appearing, on the went 

To find the Knight, in limbo pent : 

And "twas not long before the found 

Him and his flout Squire in the pound ; 

Both coupled in enchanted tether, 

By further leg behind together ; 

For as he fat upon his rump, 

His head, like one in doicful dump, 

Between his knees, his hands apply’d 

‘Unto his ears on either fide, 

And by him, in another hole, 

Afflided Ralpho, cheek by joul, 

She came upon him in his wooden 

Magician's circle, on the fudden, 
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As fpirits do t’ a conjurer, 
When in their dreadful fhapes th’ appear. 
No fooner did the Knight perceive her, 
But ftraight he fell into a fever, 
Inflam’d all over with difgrace, 
To be feen by’ her in fuch a place; 
Which made him hang his head, and fcoul, 
And wink, and goggle like an owl: 
He felt his brains begin to fwim, 
When thus the Dame accofted him. 
This place (quoth fhe) they fay’s enchanted, 
And with delinquent fpirits haunted, . 
That here are ty’d in chains, and fcourg’d, 
Until their guilty crimes be purg’d: 
Look, there are (wo of them appear, 
Like perfons J have feen fomewhere, 
Some have miftaken blocks and pofts 
For {peétres, apparitions, ghofte, 
With faucer eyes, and herns; and fome 
Have heard the devil beat a drum ; 
But if our eyes are not falfe glaffes, 
That give a wrong account of faces, 
That beard and I fhould be acquainted, 
Before "twas conjur’d and enchanted ; 
For though it be disfigur’d fomewhat, 
As if ’t had lately been in combat, 
It did belong to-a worthy Kuight, 
Howe’er this goblin is come by ’. 
When Hudibras the Lady heard, 
Difcourfing thus upon his beard, 
And {peak with fuch refpe& and honour 
Both of the beard and the beard’s owner, 
He thought it belt to fet as good 
A face upon it as he cou’d, 
And thus he fpoke: Lady, your bright 
And radiant eyes are in the right; 
The beats th’ identic beard you knew, 
The fame numerically true ; 
Nor is it worn by fiend or elf, 
But its proprietor himfelf. 
O heavens! quoth fhe, can that be true? 
1 do begin to fear 'tis you; 
Not by your individual whitkers, 
But by your dialeé and difcourfe, 
That never {poke to man or beaft, 
In notions vulgarly expreft : 
But what malignant ftar, alas! 
Has brought you both to this fad pafs? 
Quoth he, The fortune of the war, 
Which [ am lefs afflicted for, 
Than to be feen with beard and face 
By you in fuch a homely cafe, 
Quoth the, Thofe need not be alham’d 
For being honourably maim'd; 
If he that is in battle conquer’d, 
Have any title to his own beard, 
Though your’s be forely lugg’d and torn, 
It docs your vifage more adorn 
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Than if ’t were prun’d, and flarch'd, and lander’d, 


And cut fquare by the Ruffian ftandard. 
Atorn beard’s like a tatter'd enfign, 

That's braveft which there are moft rents in. 
That petticoat about your fhoulders, 

Does not fo well become a foldjer’s; 


gaa 
And I'm afraid they are worfe handled, 
Although 7? th’ rear, your beard the van led ; 
And thofe uneafy brafes make 
- My heart for company to ake, 
ee fee fo worfhipful a friend 
’ th’ pillory fet, at the wrong end. 
Quoth Hudibras, This thing call’d Pain, 
Is (as the learned Stoics maintain) 
Not bad fmpliciter, nor good, 
But merely as ‘tis underftoed. 
Senfe is deceitful, and may feign 
As well in counterfeiting pain 
As other grofs phenomenas 
In which ic oft’ miftakes the cafe. 
But fince th’ immortal intelle& 
(That’s frec from error and defect, 
Whofe objects {till perfitt the fame) 
Is free from outward bruife or maim, 
Which nought external can cxpofe 
To grofs material bangs or blows, 
Tt follows we can ne'er he fure 
Whether we pain or not endure, 
And jutt fo far are fore and griev'd 
As by the fancy is believ’d, 
Some have been wounded with conceit, 
And dy’d of mere opinion ftraight ; 
Others, though weunded fore in reafon, 
Felt no contufion, nor difcretion. 
A Saxon duke did grow fo fat, * 
‘That mice (as hiftories relate) 
Ate grots and labyrinths to dwell in 
His phoique parts, without his feeling ; 
Then how is 't poflible a kick 
‘Should e’cr reach that way to the quick ? 
Quoth the, I grant it isin vain 
For one that’s baited to feel pain, 
Becaufe the pangs his boncs endure 
Contribute nething to the cure ; 
Yet honour hurt is wont to rage 
With pain no med’cine can affuage. 
Quoth he, ‘That honour’s very {queamifh, 
‘That takes a baling for a blemith : 
For what’s more hon’rable than f{cars, 
Or fkin to tatters rent in wars? 
Some have been beaten till they know 
‘What wood a cudgel’s of by th’ blow 
Bome kick'd, ontit they can feel whether 
A thoe be Spanifh or neat’s leather ; 
And yet have met, after long running, 
With fome whom they have taught that cunning. 
‘The furtheft way about, t’ o’ercome, 
In th’ end does prove the neareft home, 
By laws of learned duellifts 
"They that are bruis’d with wood or fifte, 
And think one beating may for once 
Buflice, are cowards and pultroons ; 
Bur if chey dare engage t’ a fecond, 
"They're ftout and gallant fellows reckon’d. 
‘Th old Romans freedom did beftew, 
Our princes worthip, with a blow, 
King Pyrrhus cur’d his fplenetic 
‘And telty courtiers with a kick. 
‘She Negus, when fome mighty lord 
@r potentite’s to be reftor'd, 
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, And pardon’d for fome great offence, 
‘With which he’s willing to difpenfe, 
Firft has him laid upon his belly, 
Then beaten back and fide, t’ a jelly ; 
That done, he rifles, humbly bows, 
And give thanks for the princely blows; 
Departs,not meanly proud, and boafting 
Of his magnificent riberoafting. 

The beaten foldier proves moft manful, 
That, like his {word, endures the anvil, 
And juitly’s held more formidable, 

The more his valour’s malleable : 

But he that fears a baftinado, 

Will run away from his own fhadow : 
And though I’m now in durance faft, 
By our own party bafely caf, 

Ranfom, exchange, parole, refus'd, 
And worfe than by the en’my us'd; 

In clofe catafla fhut, pait hope 

Of wit or valour to elope ; 

As beards, the nearer that they tend 
To th’ carth ftill grow more reverend ; 
And cannons fhoot the higher pitches, - 
The lower we let down their breeches ; 
I'll make this low deje@ted fate 
Advance me to a greater height. 

Queth fhe, You've almoft made me’ in love 
With that which did my pity move. 

Great wits and valours, like great ftates, 
Do fometimes fink with their own weights + 
Th’ extremes of glory and of fhame, 

Like caft and weft, become the fame. 

No Indian prince has to his palace 

More foll’wers than a thief to the gallows, 
But if a beating fecm fo brave. 

What glories muft a whipping have ? 
Such great achievements cannot fail 

To caft falt on a woman’s tail : 

For if I thought your nat’ral talent 

Of paflive courage were fo gallant, 

As you ftrain bard to have it thonghe, 

I could grow amorous, and dote. 

When Hudibras this language } card, 3 
He prick’d up's ears, and ftrok'd 1's beard, 
Thought he, this is the lucky hour, 

Wines work when vines are in the flower: 
This ovfis then I'll fet my reft on, 
An pu: her boldly to the queft’on. 

Madam, what you wou'd feem to doubt, 
Salt be to all the world made out; 

How I’ve been drubb’d, and with what fpirit 
And magnanimity | bear its 

And if you doubt it to be true, 

Tli fake myfelf down againft you ; 

And if i fail in love or troth, : 

Be you the winner, and take both. 

Quoth fhe, I’ve heard old cunning ftagers 
Say, fools for arguments ufe wagers; 

‘Aud though 1 prais’d your valour, yet 
Tdid not mean to baulk your wie; 

Which if you have, you muft needs know 
What [have told you before now, 

Aud you b’ experiment have prov’d, 

l cannot love where I'm belov'd, 
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Quoth Hudibras, Tis a caprich 
Beyond th’ infli@ion of a witch ; 
So cheats to play with thofe ftill aim, 
‘That do not underftand the gamc. 


ALeve in your heart as idly burns 


4s fire in antique Roman urns 

‘Lo warm the dead, and vainly light 

‘Thofe only that fee nothing by ’t. 

Have you not pow’r to cnrertain, 

And render Jove for love again ; 

As no man can draw in his breath 

At once, and force out air beneath ? 

Or do you lave yourfelf fo much, 

‘To bear all rivals elfe a grutch ? 

‘What fate can lay a greater curfe 

‘Than you upon yourlelf would force? 

For wedlock without love, fome fay, 

Ts but a lock without a key, 

It is a kind of rape to marry 

One that neglects, or cares not for ye 

For what does make it ravifhment, 

But b'ing againft the mind’s confent ? 

A rape that is the more inhuman, 

For being a@ed by a woman. 

Why are you fair, but to entice us 

‘Lo love you, that you may defpife us? 

But though you cannot love, you fay, 

Out of your own fanatic way, 

Why fhould you not at leaft allow 

‘Thefe that love you to do fo too? 

For, as you fly me, and purfue 

Love more averle, fo | do you; 

And am by your own doctrine taught 

To practife what you call a fault. 
Quoth fhe, If what you fay is true, 

You mutt fly me as 1 do you; 

But ‘tis not-what we do, but fay, 

In love and preaching, that muft fway. 

uioth he, To bid me not to love, 

Is to forbid my pulfe to move, 

My beard to grow, my years to prick up, 

Or (when I'm ina fit) to hiccup. 

Vommand me to pifs out the muon, 

And 'ewill as otfily be done. 

Love's pow’r s too great to be withftood 

By feeble human flefh and blood, 


*Twas he that brought upon his knees = 


The hed'ring kill-cow Hercules ; 
Transform'd his leager-lion’s fkin 

T' a petticoat, and made him fpin; 
Sciz'd on his club, and made it dwindle 
"ka feeble diftaff and a fpindle. 

“Twas he that made Emp'rors gallants 
To their own fifters and their aunts ; 
Set Popes and Cardinals agog, 

‘To play with pages at leap-frog 
°’Twas he that gave our Senate purges, 
And fluxt the Houfe of many a burgefs; 
‘Made thofe that reprefent the nation 
Submit, and fuffer amputation ; 

And all the Grandees 0’ th’ Cabal 
Adjourn to tubs at {pring and fall. 

He mounted Synod-men, atid rode "em 
‘Yo Dirty-Lanc and Little Sodom ; 
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Made *em curvet like Spanith Jenets, 
And take the ring at Madam. * 
"Twas he that made Saint Francis de 
More than the devil could tempt him to, 
in cold and frofty weather grow 
Jmamour'd of a wife of faow; 
And though the were of rigid temper, 
With melting flames accoft and tempt her, 
Which after in enjoyment quenching, 
Fle hung a garland on his engine. 
Quoth fhe, If love have thefe effects, 
Why is it not forbid eur fex? . 
Why is ’t not damn’d, and interdi@ed, 
For diabolical and wicked ? 
And fung, as out of tune, againft, 
As Turk and Pope are by the Saints? 
J find I've greater reafon for it, 
Than I believ’d before, t” abhor it. 
Quoth Hudibras, Thefe fad effects 
Spring from your Heathenith neglects 
Of Love's great pow'r, which he returns 
Upon yourfelves with equal {corns, 
And thofe who worthy lovers flight, 
Plagues with prepoft'rous appetite : 
This made the beauteows Queen of Crete 
To take a town-bull for her fweet ; 
And from her greatuefs ftoop fo low, 
To be the rival of a cow: 
Others to proftitnte their great hearts, 
To be baboons’ and monkey’s fweethearts : 
Some with the dev'l him(elf in league grow, 
By's reprefentative a Negro. 
{was this made Veftal maid Jovefick, 
And venture to be bury’d quick : F 
Some by theig fathers and their brothers 
To be made miftreffes and mothers. 
Tis this that proudeft dames cnameurs 
On lacgués, and valets des chambres ; 
‘Their haughty ftomachs overcomes, 
And makes ‘em itoop to dirty grooms; 
To flight the world, and to difparage 
Claps, iffue, infamy, and marriage. 
Quoth fhe, Thefe judgments are fevere, 
Yet fuch as £ fhould rather bear 
Than truft men with their oaths, or prove 
Their faith and fe 
Says he, There is weighty reafon 
For fecrefy in love, as treafon, 
Love is a burglarer, a felon, 
‘That at the windore eyes does ftcal in, 
To rob the heart, and with his prey 
Steals out again a clofer way, 
Which whofoever can difcover, 
He's fure (as he deferves) to fuller. 
Love is a fire, that burns and fparkles 
In men, as nat’rally as in charcoals, 
Which tooty chemitts {top in holes, 
When out of wood they extract coals; 
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So lovers fhould their paffions choke, 
‘That though they burn, they may not fmoke. 
'Tis like that fturdy thief that flole 

And dragg’d beafts backwards into’s hole ; 
So love does overs, and us men 

Draws by the tails inte his den, 

‘That no impreffion may difcover, 

And trace t’ his cave the wary lover. 

But if you doubt Ifhould reveal 
What you intruft me under feal, 

I'll prove myfelf as clofe and virtuous 

As your own fecretary’ Albertus. 

Quoth the, I grant you may be clofe 
Tn hiding what your aims propole : 
Love-paffiors are like Parables, 

By which men fti!l mean fomething elfe : 
‘Though love be all the world’s pretence, 
Money’s the mythslogic fenie, 

‘The reat fubftance of the fhadow, 

Which al} addrefs and courtthip’s made to, 

‘Thought he, L underftand your play, 
And how to quit you your own way; 

He that will win his dame. muft do 
As Love docs, when he bends his bow ; 
‘With one hand throft the lady from, 
And with the other pull her home, 

1 grant, quoth he, wealth is a great 
Provocative to am’rous heat : 

It is all philtres and high diet, 

‘That makes love rampant and to fly out : 
Tis beauty always in the flower, 

"Vhat buds and blotfoms at fourfcore : 
Tis that by which the fun and meon, 
At their own weapons, are outdone : 
That makes knights errant fall in trances, 
And lay about ’em in romances : 

Tis virtue, wit, and worth, and all 
That men divine and facred call: 

For what is worth in any thing, 

But fo much money as “twill bring ? 

Or what but riches is there known, 
‘Which man can folely call his own, 

In which n« creature goes his half, 
Unlefs it be to fquint and laugh ? 

1 do confefs, with goods and land, 

T'd have a wife at fecond-hand ; 

And fuch you are: nor is’t your perfon 
My ftomach’s fet fo fharp and fierce on; 
But ’tis (your better part) your riches, 
‘That my enamour’d heart bewitches : 
Let me your fortune but poffels, 

And fetile your perfon how you pleate, 
Or make it o'er in truft to the devil, 
You'll find me reafonable and civil. 

Quoth fhe, I like this plainnefs better 
Than fulfe mock paffion, fpeech or letter, 
Or any feat of qualm or fowning, 

But hanging of yourfelf or drowning ; 

Your only way with me to break 

Your mind, is breaking of your neck: 

For as when merchaits break, o’erthrown 
Like ninepins, they ftrike others down ; 

So that wou'd break my heart; which done, 
My tempting fortune is your cwn. 
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, Phefe are but trifles; ev'ry lover 

| Will damn himfeif over and over, 

} And greater matters undertake 

For a Jefs worthy sciftrets’ fake : 

Yer they're the only ways to prove 
‘Ph’ unfeign’d realities of love 5 

For he that hangs, or beats out’s brains, 
The devil's in him if he feigns, 

Quoth Hudibras, This way’s too rough 
For mere experiment and proof; ; 
It is not jefting, trivial, matter, 

To fwing i th’ air, or douce in water, 
And like a water-witch try love ; 

"Lhat’s to deftroy, and not co prove : 

As if man fhould be diffected, 

To find what part is difaffecdted: 

Your better way is to make ovcg, 

In truft, your fortune to your lover: 
‘Troft is a trial; if ic break, 

"Tis not fo defp'rate as a ucck : 

j Befide, th’ experiment’s more certain ; 
Men venture necks to gain a fortune : 
"The foldier docs it ev'ry day 

(Eight to the week) for fixpence pay ; 
Your pettifleggers damn their fouls, 

To fhare with knaves, in cheating fools; 
And merchants, vent'ring through the main, 
Slight pirates, rocks, and horus, for gain ; 
‘This is the way Luevile you to; 











‘Truft me, and fee what I will do. 

Quoth fhe, I fhould be loath to run 
Myteli all th’ hazard, and you none, 
Which muft be done, unleis fome decd 
Of your’s aforefaid do precede : 

Give but yourfeif one gentle fwing, 
For trial, and i'll cut the tring ; 
Or give that rev’rend head a niaul, 
Or two, or three, againft a wall, 
‘To fhew you are a man of mettle, 
And I'll engage myfelf to fettle. 

Quoth he, My head’s not made of brafs, 
As kriar Bacon’s noddle was, 

Nor (like the Indiao’s feull) fo tough, 

That, authors fay, "twas mufket-proof ; 

As it had need to be, to enter, 

As yet, on any new adventure ¢ 

You § what bangs it has endur'd, 

‘Thay would, before new feats, be cur’d = 

Bu4uf that’s all you ftand upon, 

Hoge ftrike me, Luck, it fhall be done, 
2Quoth the, ‘he matter’s not fo far gone 

As you fuppofe; two wards t a bargains 

‘That may be done, and tine cnough, 

When you have given downright proof 

Aud yei ‘tis no tantaftic pique 

T have to love, nor coy diflike ; 

Tis no implicit, nice averfion 








‘TY’ vour converfation, mien, cr perfor, 

But a juft feur, le& you fhould prove 

Falfe and perfidious in love : 

For if [thought sou could be true, 

1 copld love twice as much as you. 
Guoth he, My faith as adamantin 

As chains of Dettiny, I'll maintain + 
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‘True as Apollo ever Ipcke, © 

"Gr oracle from heart of oak; 

And if you'll give my fiame but vent, 

Now in clofe hugger-mugger pent, 

And shine upon me but benigaly, 

‘With that one, and that other pigfney, 

‘The fun and day fhall fooner part, 

‘Than love or you fhake off my heart ; 

The fun, that fhall no more difpenfe 

His own, but-your bright influence. 

Vl carveeyour name on barks of trees, 

‘With true-love-knots and flourifhes 

That thall infufe eternal fpring, 

And everlatting flourithing ; 

Drink ew’ry letter on’t in ftum, 

And make it brifk Champaign become. 

Whaere’er you tread, your foot fhall fet 

‘The primrofe and the violet ; 

Ail fpices, perfumes, and fweet powders, 

Shall borrow fom your breath their odours ; 

Nature her charter fhall renew, 

And take alllives of things from you; 

‘The world depend upon your eye, 

And when you frown upon it, die. 

Only our loves fhall {till furvive, 

New worlds and Nature’s to outlive, 

And like to heralds’ moons remain, 

All crefcents, without change or wane, 
Hold, hold, quoth fhe, no more of this, 

Sir Knight, you take your aim amils ; 

For you will find it a hard chapter, 

To catch me with poetic rapture, 

In which your Majtery of Art 

Doth thew itfelf, and not your heart : 

Nor will you raife in mine combuftion, 

By dint of high heroic fuftion. 

She that with poetry is won, 

Is but a defk to write upon, 

And what men fay of her they mean 

No more than on the thing they lean, 

Some with Arabian fpices ftrive 

‘®’ embalm her cruelly alive ; 

Or feafon her as French cooks ufe 

Their baut-goufts, boullies, or ragoufts : 

Ufe her fo barbaroufly ill, 

To grind her lips upon a mill, 

Until the facet doublet doth 

Tit their rhymes rather than her mouth : 

Her mouth, compar’dt’ an oyfter’s with 

A tow of pearl in’t, ftead of teeth, 

Others make pofies of her cheeks, 

Where red and whiteft colours mix ; 

In which the lily and the rofe, 

For Indian lake and cerufe goes. 

‘The fan and moon, by her bright eyes, 

Eclips’d and darken’d in the fkies, 

Are but black patches that the wears, 

Cut into funs, and moons, and ftars; 

By which aftrologers, as well 

As thofe in heav’n above, can tell 

‘What ftrange events they do forefhew 

Unto her under world below. 

Her voice the mufic of the fpheres, 

So loud, it deafens mortals’ ears, 


, 
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As wife philofophers have thought, 

-And that’s the caufe we hear it not. 
‘This has been done by fome, who thofe 
‘Th’ ador’d in rhyme would kill in profe; 
And in thofe ribands would have hung, 
‘Of which melodioufly they fung, 

That have the hard fate to write beft 

Of thofe fill that deferve it leaft ; 

It matters not how falfe or fore’d, 

So the beft things be faid o” th’ worl; 

It goes for nothing when ‘tis faid, 

Only the arrow’s drawn to th’ head, 
Whether it be a fwan or goofe 

They level at : fothepherds ufe 

To fet the fame mark on the hip 

Both of their found and rotten theep : 
Fot wits that carry low or wide, 

Mott be aim’d higher, or befide Fs 
The mark, which elfe they ne’er come nigh, 
But when they take their aim awry. 
But] do wonder you thould choofe 

"his way t’attack me with your Mufe 
As one cut out to pafs your tricks on, 
With Fulhams of poetic fiction : 

I rather hop’d I thould no more 

Hear from you o’ th’ gallanting fcore; 
For hard dry baftings us’d to prove 

‘The readieft remedies of love, 

Next a dry diet ; but if thofe fail, 

Yet this uneafy loop-hol’d jail, 

In which ye’re hamper’d by the fetlock, 
‘Cannot but put y’ in mind of wedlock ; 
Wedlock, that’s worfe than any hole here, 
If that inay ferve you for a cooler 

‘T’ allay your mettle. ali agog 

Upon a wife, the heavier clog = 

Nor cather thank your gentler fate, 

That for a bruis’d or broken pate, 

Has freed you from thofe knobs that grow 
Much harder on the marry’d brow : 

But if no dread can cool your courage, 
From vent’ring on thet drago@, marriage 5 
Yet give mc quarter, and advance 

To nobler aims your puiffance ; 

Levei at beauty and at wit ; 

The faireft mark is eafieft hit. 

Quoth Hadibras, T am before hand 
In that already, with your command ¢ 
For where does beauty and high wit 
But in your Conftellation meet ? 

Quoth the, What docs a match imply 
But likenefs and equality ? . 
I know you cannot think me fit 
‘To be th’ yokefellow of your wit; 

Nor take one of fo mean deferts, 
To be the partner of your parts; 
A grace which, if [ cou’d believe, 
I’ve not the confcience to receive. 

That confcience, quoth Hudibras, 

Is mifinform’d ; Til ftate the cafe, 
Aman may be a legal doner 

Of any thing whereof he’s owner, 
And may confer it where he lifts, 
P ch’ judgment of all cafuitts ; 
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Then wit, and parts, and valour may 
Be ali‘vatcd, and made away, 

By thofe that are proprictors, 

As! may give or fell my horfe. 

Quath the, I graot the cafe is true, 
And preper ’twixt your horfe and you 3 
But whether I may take, as well 
‘As you may give away or fell? 

Buyers, you know, are bid beware; 

And worfe than thieves receivers are. 

How fhall | anfwer Hue and Cry? 

For a Roan-gelding, twelve hands high, 
Atl fpurr’d and {witch'd, a lock on’s hoof, 
A forrel mane ? Can { bring procf 

‘Where, when, by whom, and what y’ were fold for, 
And in the open market teli’d for? 

Or, fhould I take you for a ftray, 

You muft be kept @ year and day, 

(#’er I can own you) here i’ th” pound, 
Where, if ye’re fought, you may be found; 
And in the mean-time I mutt pay . 
For all your provender and hay. 

Quoth he, It ftands me much upon 

'T’ enervate this objection; 
And prove myfelf, by topic clear, 
No gelding, as you would infer. 
Lofs of virility’s averr'’d 
‘To be the caufe of lofs of beard, 
"Lhat does (like embryo in the womb) 
Abortive on the chin become : . 
‘This firft 1 woman did invent, 
Ip envy of man’s ornament, 
Scmiramis of Babylon, 
Who firft of all cut men o’ th’ ftone, 

~ ‘To mar cheir beards, and laid foundation 
Of fowegeldering operation + . 
Look on his beard, and tell me whether 
Eunuchs wear fach, or geldings either 2 
Next it appears Fam no horfe, 
‘That Vcan argue and difcourfe, 
Have but two legs, and ne'er a tail, 

Quoth the, that nothing will avail; 

For fome philofophers of late here, 
Write mer have four legs by Nature, 
And that ‘tis cuftom makes them go 
Frroncoufly upon but two 5 
As’twas in Germany made good, 
B’ a boy that loft himfelf in a wood, 
And gréowiog down t’ a man, was wont 
With wolves upon afl fours to hunt. 

* As for your reafona drawn from tails, 
We cannot fay they’re true or falfe, 
"Fill you explain yourfelf and thew 
B iment 'tis fo or no. 

Quoth he, H you'll join iffue on't, 
Vl give you fat’sfa’ry account 5 
So you will promife, if you lofe, 

‘Fo fettle all, and be my fpoufe, 

That never shall be done (qnoth fhe) 

"To one that wants a tail, by me; 

For tails by Nature fure were meant, 

w\s well as beards, for ornament ; 

And though the vulgar count them homely, 
{n aren or beaft they are fo comely, 
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So genteel, alamode, and handfome, 
Vi never marry man that wants ones 
‘Aud till you can demonftrate plain, ~ 
You have one equal to your mane, 
Pl be torn piecemeal by a horfe, 
Er- Vl take you for better or worle, 
The Prince of Cambay’s daily food 
Is afp, and bafilifk, and toad, 
Which makes him have fo trong a breath, 
Each night he ftinks a queen to death; 
Yet I fhail rather lie in’s arms 
‘Than your's on any other terms. 
Quoth he, What Nature can afford 
I fhall produce, upon my word; 
And if fhe ever gave that boon 
Yo man, J’ll prove that 1 have one; 
T mean by poftulate illation, 
When you thal offer juft eccafien 5 
But fince ye’ve yet deny’d to give 
My heart, your pris’ner a reprieve, 
But made it fink down to my heel, 
Let that at leaft your pity fecs ; 
And for the fuff’rings of your martyr, 
Give its poor entertainer quarter ; 
And by difcharge, or mainprize, grant 
Deliv’ry from this bafe reftraint. 
Quoth the, I grieve to fee your leg 

Stuck in a hole here like a peg ; 
And if I knew which way to do’t 
(Your honowr fafe) I’d let you out. 
"That dames by jail-delivery 
Of errant knights have been fet free, 
When by enchantment they have been, 
And fometimes for it, too, laid in, 
Is that which knights are boundto do 
By order, oaths, and honour too ; 
For what are they renown’d and famous elfe, 
But aiding of diftreffed damofels ? 
But for a lady, no ways errant, 
‘Vo frec a knight, we have no warrant 
tu any authentical romance, 
Or claffic author yet of France ; 
And I'd be tuath to have you break 
An ancient cuftom for a freak, 
Or innovation introduce 
f In placg of things of antique ufe, 
* "bo fyce your heels by any courfe 
" Tlyt might b’unwholefome to your fpurs + 
; Which if 1 fhould confent unto, 

It/is net in my pow’r to do; 

vr ‘tis a fervice muft be done ye 

\ith folemn previous ceremony ; 

Which always has been us’d t’ untic 

The charms of thofe who here do lie 

For asthe Ancients heretofore 

To honour’s temple had no deor 

But that which thorough Virtue’s lay; 

So “com this dungeon there’s no way 

‘To *onour’d freedom, but by pafling 

The t other virtuous {chool of lafhing, 

Where knights are kept in narrow lifts, 

With wooden lockets’bout their wrifts; 

In Which they for a while are tenants, 

And for their ladies fuffer penance 5 
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« Whipping, that’s Virtue’s governcfs, 
‘Tutrefs of arts and {ciences, 
That mends the grofs miftakes of Nature, 
And puts Tew life into dull matter, 
That lays foundation for renown, 
And all the honours of the gown : 
This fuffer’d, they are fet at large, 
And freed with hon’rable difcharge ; 
‘Then, in their robes, the penitentials . 
Ace ftraight prefented with credentials, 
And in their way attended on 
By magiftrates of ewry town; 
And all refpect and charges paid, 
‘They're to their ancient feats convey'd, 
Now if you'll venture, for my fake. 
‘To try the toughnels of your back, 
And fuffer (as the reft have done) 
‘The laying of a whipping on, 
{And may you profper in your fuit, 
As you with eqnal vigour do’t) 
There engage myfelf to loofe ye, 
And free your heels from caperdewhic. 
But fince our fex’s modefty 
Will not allow I fhould be by, 
Bring me on oath, a fair account, 
And henour too, when you have don’t; 
And Vladmic you to the place 
You claim as duc in my good grace. 
Jf matrimony and hanging go 
By deft’ny, why not whipping too? 
What med’cine elfe can cure the fits 
Of lovers when they lofe their wits? 
Love is a boy, by poets ftyl'd, 
Then fpare the rod, and {poil the child. 

A Perfian emp'ror whipp'd his grannam, 

‘The fea, his mother Venus cme on; 
And hence fome rev rend men approve 
Ofrofemary in making love. 
As fkilful coopers hoop their tubs 
With Lydian and with Phrygian dubs, 
Why may not whipping have as good 
A grace, perform'd in time and mood, 
‘With comely movement, and by art, 
Raife paflion in a lady's heart? 
it is an cafier way to make 
Love by, than that which many take. 
Who would not rather fuffer whippin, 
Than fwallow toaft of bits of ribbin ? 
‘Make wicked verfes, treats, and faces, 
And fpell nantes over, with beer-glaffes ? 
Be under vows to hang and die 
Love's facrifice, and all a lie? 
With china-oranges and tarts, 
And whining plays, lay baits for Hearts + 
Bribe chambermaids with love and money, 
To break no roguifh jelts upon ye! 
For lilics limn'd on checics, and rofes, 
‘With painted perfumes hazard nefes? 
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Or, vent'ring to be brifk and tvanton, 
Do penance in a paper lantern? 
All this you may compound for now, 
By fufl’ring what I offer you ; 
Which is no more than has been done. 
By knights for ladics tong agone. 
Did not the great La Mancha do fo 
For the Infanta Del ‘Yobofo ? 
Did not ch’ illuftrious Baila make 
Himéelf a flave fur Mifle’s fake, 
And with bull's pizzle, for her love, © 
Was taw’d as gentle as a glove ? 
Was not young orig feut (to cool 
His flame for Biancafiore) to fchool, 
Where pedaot made his pathic bum 
For her fake fuffer martyrdom ? 
Did not a certain lady whip, 
Of late, her hufband’s own lordthip? 
And though a grandec of the Houfe; 
Claw’d him with fundamentat blows ; 
Ty’d him ftark-naked to a bed-poft, 
And firk’d his hide, as if fhe ‘ad rid poft ; 
And after in the Seffions court, 
Where whipping’s judg’d, and honour for’s 
‘This fwear you will perform, and thea 
(il fet you trom th’ inchanted den, 
Aud the Magician’s circle, clear. 

Quoth he, I do profefs and [wear, 
And will perform what you enjein, 
Or may f never fee yon mine, 

Anten, (quoth the) then turn’d about, 
And bid her Squire let him out, 
But e’cr an artift could be found 
T’ undo the charms another bound,’ 
The fun grew ow and left the ikies, 
Put down (fome writc) by ladies’ eyes, 
The moon pull’d off her veil of light, 
"That hides her face by day from fight, 
(Myfterious veil, of brightnefs made, 
That's both her luftre and her fhade) 
And in the lantern of the night, 
With fhining horns hung out her light ; 
For darknefs is the proper {phere 
Where all faife glorics ufe t’ appear. 
The twinkling ftars began to mufter, 
And glitter with their borrow’d luftre, 
While fleep the weary'd world reliev’d, 
By counterfelting death reviv’d. 
His whipping penance, till the morn, 
Qur vot'ry thonghy it beft t’ adjourn, 
And not to carry on a work 
Of fuch importance in the dgrk, 
With erring hatte, but rather ftay, 
And do’t in th’ open face of day ; 
And in the mean time go in que 
Of next retreat to take bis ref. 
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PART 1. 


CANTO Ib 


The Argument 


‘The Knight and Squire, in hot difputey 
Within an ace of falling out, 

Are parted with a fadden fright 

Of frange alarm, and ftranger fight; 
With which adventuring to ftickle, 
"They're fent away in naity pickle. 


The ftrange how Tome men’s tempers fuit 
(Like bawd and brandy) with difpute, 
‘That for their own opinions ftand faft 
Only to have them claw’d and canvaft ; 
"That keep their confciences in cafes, 
As fiddlers do their crowds and bales ; 
Ne’er to be us'd, but when they’re bent 
‘To play a fit for argument ; 
“Make truc and falfe, unjuft and juft, 
Of no ufe but to he difcutt ; 
Difpute, and fet a pasadox, 
Like a ftrait boot, upon the ftocks, 
And ftretch’d it more unmercifully 
"Than Helmont, Montaigne, White, or Tully. 
So th’ ancient Stoics, in their porch, ; 
With fierce difpute maintain’d their church, 
Beat out their brains in fight and ftudy, 

‘0 prove that virtue is a body, 
"That éoxu is an animal, 
Made good with ftout polemic brawl 5 
tn which fome hundreds on the place 
Were flain outright, and many a face 
Retrench’d of nofe, and eyes, and beard, 
Yo maintain what thgir fe averr’d, 


All which the Knight and Squire, in wrathy = 
Had like t’ have fuffer’d for their faith; 
; Each ftriving to make good his own, 
7 AS by the fequel fhall be fhewn. 
‘The fun had long fince, in the lap 
Of hetis, taken out his nap, 
Anz‘ like.a Iobfter boil’d, the morn 
| Frm black to red began to turn ; 
hen Hudibras, whom thoughts and aking 
wixt fleeping kept, all night, and waking, 
Vegan to rub his drowfy eyes, 
2nd from his conch prepar’d to rife, 
‘sfolving to difpatch the deed 
iL vow’d to do with trufty fpeed : 
Bu: firft, with knocking loud, and bawling, 
He rous’d the Squire, in truckle lolling : 
Ar‘ after many circumftances 
Wich valgar authors in romances 
Do‘ufe to fpend their time and wits on 
‘To?make impertinent defcription, 
Thy got (with much ado) to horfe, 
An'lto the caftle bent their courfey 
In ‘which he to the dame before 
Yo fuffer whipping-duty fwore + 
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Where now arriv'd, and hisif urharneft, 

To carry on the work in carnelt, 

He flopp'dl, and paus’d upon the fudden, 

And wict. a ferious forchead plodding, 

Sprung a new {cruplc in his head, 

Which firft he fcratch’d, and after faid; 

Whether it be dire infringing 

An oath, if 1 fhould wave this {winging; 

And what Uve {worn to bear forbear, 

And fo b’ equivocation fwear ; 

Or whether ’t be a leffer fin 

‘To be forcfworn, than act the thing, 

Atc deep and fubtle points, which mutt, 

To inform Confcience, be difcult ; 

In which to err a title may 

'Yo crrors infinite make way ! 

And therefore I defire to know 

Thy judgment e’er we further go. 
Quoth Ralphoy fince you do enjoin ’t, 

I fhall enlarge upon the points 

And, for my own part, do not doubt 

‘Th’ affirmative may be made out. 

But fir(t, to ftate the cafe aright, 

For be& advantage of our light ; 

dnd thus ‘tis; Whether ’t he a fin 

To claw and curry your own fkin, 

Greater of lefs, than to forbear, 

And that you are forfworn forfwear. 

But firft,a’ th’ fir: ‘The inward man, 

And outward, like clan and élun, 

Have always been at daggers drawing, 

And one another dapper-clawing 5 

Not that they really cuff or fence, 

Bur in a fpiritual miftic fenfe 

Which to miftake, and make em fquabble 

In literal fray, ’s abominable : 

"Tis Heathenifh, in frequent ufe 

With Pagans and apoftate Jews, 

To offer facrifice of hridewells, 

Like modern Indians to their idols ; 

And mongrel Chriftians of our tines, 

‘That expiate lefs with gr cater crimes, 

And call the foul abomination 

Contrition and mortification. 

Is "t not enough we're bruis'd and kicked, 

With fintul members of the Wicked ; 

Our veflels, that are fanctify’d, 

Profan’d and curry’d back and fide ; 

But we muft claw ourfelves with fhameful 

And Eleathen ftripes, by their example? 

Which (were there nothing to forbid it) 

Is impious hecaufe they did it : 

"This therefore, may be jultly reckon’d 

A heinous fin. Now to the fecond 5 

‘Chat Saints may claim a difpenfation 

‘Lo twear and forfwear on occafion, 

T doubt wot but it will appear 

With pregnant light : the point is clear. 

Oaths are but words, and words but wind: 

Too feehle implements to bind ; 

And hold with decds proportion, fo 

As thadows to a fub{tance do. 

‘Then when they firive for place, ’tis fit 

The weaker veffcl dhould fubmit, 
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Although your Church be appofite 

To ours, as black Iriars are to white, 

In rule and order, yet E grant 

You are 2 Reformado Saint; 

And what the Saints do claim as duc, 
You may pretend a title to: 

But Saints, whom: oaths and vows oblige, 
Know tittle of their privilege ; 

Further (f mean) than carrying on 

Some felt-advantage of their own + 

For if the Devil, to ferve his turn, . 
Can tell truth, why the Saints fhould”fcorn 
When it ferves theirs, to {wear and lie, 

J think there's little reafon why : 

Elfe he ’as a greater power than they, 
Which ’t were impiety to fay. 

We're not commanded to forbear, 
Indefinitely, at ali to {wear ; 

But to fwear idly and in vain, 

Without feif-intereft or gain : 

For breaking of an oath and lying 

Is but a kind of felf-denying, 

A faint-like virtue ; and from hence 
Some have broke oaths by Providence * 
Some, to the glory of the Lord, 

Perjur'd themfelves, and broke their word ; 
And this the conftant rue and pra@tice 
Of ail our late apoftles’ acs is. 

Was not the caule at firft begun 

With perjury, and carry’d on? 

Was there an oath the godly took, 

But in due time and place they broke ? 
Did we not bring our oaths in firft, 
Pefare our plate, to have them burft, 
And caft in fitter models, for 

The prefent ufe of Church and War ? 
Did vot our worthies of the houte, 
Before they broke the peace, break vows? 
For having freed us, firft from both 

‘Th’ alicg’ance and fupremi'cy cath, 

Did they not next compel the nation, 

To take, and break the proteftation ; 

‘To fwear, and after to recant, 

‘The Solemn League and Covenant ? 

To take th’ engagement, and difclaim it, 
Enfore’d by thofe who firft did frame it? 
Did they not fwear, at firft, to fight 

For the king’s fafety, anwhis right? 
And after march’d to find him out, 

And charg’d him home with horfe and foot; 
Burt yet ftill had the confidence 

To {wear it was in his defence ? 

Did they not fwear to live and die” 
With Effex, and ftraight laid him by ? 





* When it was firt moved in the Houfe of Commons 
to proceed capually agaimt the King, Cromwell tloodyp 
and told them, “ Hhai if any man moved this with dee 
“hn, be thould think him the greatett traitor in the 
“ world ; but lince Provid: nce and neceflity had caft them. 
“npon it, he tLould pray te God to blets their countels.” 
And when he kepe the King clofe prifoner in Carifbrook 
Caitie, contrary to _vowsand proteitarions, he agirmed, 
“The spirt would not let hun keep hia ward.” And 
when, contrary to the public faith, they mtrdered him, 
thee piytended they cguld not refitt the motivas ot Ure 
Spirit. : 
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If that were all, for fome have fwore 

‘As falfe as they if they did no more, 

Did they not fwear to maintain Law, 

In which that {wearing made a flaw ? 
For Proteftant religion vow, 

‘That did that vowing difallow ? 

For Privilege of Parl’ament, 

4n which that fwearing made a rent? 
And fince, of all the three, not one 

Is left in being, ‘tis well known. 

Did they not fwear in exprefs words, 

‘To prop and ba¢k the Houfe of Lords? 
And after turn’d out the whole honfeful 
OF Peers, as dang’rous and unufeful. 

So Cromwell, with dcep oaths and vows, 
Swore all the Commons ont 0’ th’ Houfe ; 
Vow'd that the Redcoats would difband, 
Ay, marry would they, at their command; 
And trull’d them on, and fwore, and fworc, 
“fill th’ army turn’d them out of deor. 
‘This tells us plainly what they thought, 
That oaths and {wearing go for nought, 
And that by fhem th’ were only meant 
To ferve for an expedient, 

‘What was the public faith found out for, 
But to flur men of what they fought for? 
The public faith, which ev’ry one 

Te bound t’ obferve, yet kept by none; 
And if that go for nothing, why 

Should private faith have fuch a tie ? 
Oaths were not purpos’d, more than law, 
‘To keep the good and juft in awe, 

But to confine the bad and finful, 

Like mortal cattle in a pinfold. 

A Saint’s of th” heav’nly realm a Pecrs 
And as no Peer is bound to fwear, 

But on the gofpel of his honour, 

Of which he may difpofe, as owner, 

it follows, though the thing be forg'ry, 
And falfe, t’ affirm it is no perj’ry, 

But a mere ceremony, and a breach 

Of nothing but a form’ of fpeech, 

-Aind goes for no more when "tis touk, 
Than mere faluting of the book. 

Suppofe the Scriptures are of force, 
They're but commiffions of courte ; 

And faints have freedom to digrefs, 

And vary from "em, as they pleafe ; 

Or mifinterpret them by private 
Inftrudions to all ainss they drive.at. 
‘Then why fhould we ourfelves abridge, 
And curtail our own privilege? + 
Quakers (that, like to lanterns, bear 
Their fight within ’em) will not fivear ; 
Their gofpel is an accidence, 

By which they conftrue confcience, 

And hold no fin fo deeply red, 

As that of breaking Prifcian’s head, 
(The head and founder of their order, - 
“That ftirring hats held worfe than murder) 
"Yhefe thinking they’re oblig’d to troth 
Jn {wearing, will not take an oath ; 

‘Like mules, who, if they’ve not their will 
‘¥o keep their own pace, ftand ftockitll : 





But they are weak, and little know 
What freeborn confciences may do. 
*Tis the temptation of the devil 
That makes all human a¢tions evil ; 
For Saints may do the fame things by 
‘The Spirit, in fincerity, 
Which other men are temptetl to, 
And at the devil’s inftance do, 
And yet the ations be contrary, 
Juft as the Saints and Wicked vary. 
For as on land there is no beaft 
Bat in fome fifh at fea’s expreft ; 
So in the wicked there’s no vice 
Of which the Saints have not a fpice ; 
And yet that thing that’s pious in 
The one, in th’ other is a fin. 
Ist not ridiculous and nonfenfe, 
A Saint fhould be a flave to Confcience, 
That ought to be above fuch fancies, 
As far as above ordinances? 
She's of the wicked, as I guefs, 

B' her looks, her language, and her dref3 : 
And though, like conftables, we fearch 
For falfe wares one another’s church ; 

Yet all of us hold this for true, 

No faith is to the wicked due. 
"The truth is precious and divin: 
Too rich a pearl for carnal fwine. 

Quoth Hudibras, All this is true; 

Yet ’tis not fit that all men knew 
"Lhofe myfteries and revelations ; 
And therefore topical evafions 
Of fubsle turns and fhifts of fenfe, 
Serve belt with th’ wicked for pretence, 
Such as the learned Jefe ule, 
And Prefbyterians, for excufe 
Againit the Proteftants, when th’ happen 
To find their churches taken napping = 
As thus: A bfeach of oath is duple, 
And cither way admits a {cruple, 
And may be +x forte of the maker, 
More criminal than the injur’d taker 5 
For he that ftrains too fer a vow, 
Vill break it, like an o’erbent bow : 
énd he that made, and fore’d it, breke it, 
Tiot he that for convenience took it, 

\ broken oath is, gvefenus oath, 

1s found t’ all purpofes of troth, 
23h oken Jaws are ne’er the worfe, 
N y till they’re broken, have no force. 
W: it’s jultice to a man, or laws, 
‘Th c never comes within their claws ? 
“the ¢ have no pow'r, but te admonifh ; 
Can ot control, coerce, or punifh, 
Unt: they’re broken, and then touch 
Thot only that do make ’em fuch, 
Befid , no engagement is allow’d 
By m ain prifon made for goad ; 
For wien they’re fet at liberty, 
They’ ¢ frem th’ engagement too fet free, 
The 1 abbins write, When any Jew 
Did n 2ke to God or man a vow, 
Whic. afterwards he found untoward, 
And { ubborn te be kept, or too hard, 
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Any three other Jews o’ th’ nation 
Might free him from the obligation : 
And have not two Saints pow’r to ufe 

A grdatesprivilege than three Jews ? 
The court of Confcience, which in man 
Should be fupreme and foveran, 

Js’t fit fhould be fubordinate 

"To ev'ry petty court i’ th’ State, 
And-have lefs power than the leffer, 

‘To deal with perjury at pleafure ? 

Have its proceedings difallow'd, or 
Allow'd, at fancy of pic-powder ? 

‘Vell all it does, or does not know, 

Hor {wearing ex officio ? 

But fore'd ¢ impeach a broken bedge, 
And pigsunfring'd at vif. franc, pledge ? 
Difcover thieves, and bawds, recufants, 
Priefts, witches, avefdroppers, and nuifance 5 
“ell who did play at yames unlawful, 
And who fill'd pots of ale but half-full ; 
And have no power at all, nor fhiit, 

‘Vo help itfelf at a dead life ? 

Why fhould not confcience have vacation 
As well as other courts 0” th’ nation ; 
Have equal power to adjourn, 

Appoint appearance and return ; 

And make as niece diltindion ferve 

“V'o fplit a cafe, as thafe that carve, 
Invoking cuckolds' names, hit joints ? 
Why thould not tricks as flight do points ? 
Is not the high court of juftice {worn 

“l'o judge that law that ferves their turn ? 
Make their-own jealoufics high treafon, 
And fix ’em whomfoe’er they pleafe on ? 
Cannot the learned counfel there 

Make laws in any fhape appear ? 

Mould "em as witches do their clay, 
When they make pictures to deftroy, 
And vex 'em into any form 

‘That fits their purpote to do harm ? 
Rack "em until they do confefs, 

Impeach of treafun whom they pleafe, 
And moft perfidioufly condemn 

‘Thole that engage their lives for them? 
And yet do nothing in their own fenfe 
But what they ought by oath and con 
Can they not juggle, and with flight 
Conveyance play with wrong and right; 
And fell their blafts of wind as dear, 

As Lapland witches bottled air ? 

Will net Fear, Favour, Bribe, and Grudge, 
The Lune fev’ra] ways adjudge ? 

As feamen with the felf-fame gale, 

Will fev'ral diff’rent courfes fail ; a 
As when the lea breaks o’er its bounds, 
Ahd overflows the level grounds, 

Thofe banks, and dams, that, like a fereen, 
Did keep it out, now keep it in; 

So when tyrannical ufurpation 

Invades the freedom of a nation, 

‘The laws 0” th’ land, that were intended 
‘Yo keep it out, are made defend it. 

Does not in Chane'ry ev'ry man fwear 
What makes beft for him in his anfwer? * 

















Is not the winding up witneffes, 

And nicking, more than haif the bus’nefs ? 
For witnefles, like watches, go 

Juft as they're fet, too fat or flow, 

And where in confcience they're ftrait lac’d, 
’Tis ten to one that fide is catt. 

Do not your juries give theie verdi@ 

As if they felt the caufe, not heard it? 
And as they pleafe make matter o° fa& 
Run all onone fide, as they’re_packt ? 
Nature has made man’s breaft no windéres, 
To publith what he does within doors ; 

Nor what dark fecrets there inhabit, 
Unilefs his owii rath foliy biab ic. 

If caths can do a man no good 

In his own bus'nefs, why they thou'd, 

In other matters do him hurt, 

i chink ehere’s little reafon fort, f 

He that impofes an oath makes it, 

Not he that for convenience takes it ty 
‘Then how can any man be faid 

'To break an oath he never made ? 

‘Thefe rcafons may perhaps look oddly 

Yo th’ wicked, though they evince the godly 3 
But if they will not ferve to clear 

My honour, Tam ne'er the rear. 

Honour is Jike that glafly bubble, 

That finds philofophers fuch trouble, 
Whofe lezft part crackt, the whole does fly, 
And wits are crackt to find out why. 

Quoth Ralpho, Honour’s but a word 

‘To twear by only ina lord: 

Jn other men “tis but a huff 

‘Yo vapour with, inftead of proof, 
‘That, ike a wen, looks big and fwells, 
Infenfelefs, and juft nothing elfe. 

Let it (quoth he) be what it will, 

Tt has the world’s opinion ftill, 

But as men are not wife that run 
The flighteft hazard they may fhun, 
"Vhere may a medium be found out 
To clear to all the world the doubt ; 
And that is, if a nvan may do 't, 

By proxy whipt, or fubftitute. 

‘Though nice and dark the point appear, 
(Quoth Ralpho) it may hold up and clear, 
That finners may fupply the place 
Of fuflring faints, is a plain 
Jattice gives fentence many times 
On one man for another's crimes, 
Our brethren of New England ufe 
Choice malefadiors to exeufe, 
and hang the guiltlefs in their ftead, 
Of whom the churches have lefs need ; 
As lately °t happen’d: In a town 
‘there hiv’d a cobler, and but one, 
That out of de& could cut ofe, 
And 4 men ‘5, as well 2s fhoes. 
ious brother having Dain, 

s of pecce, an Indian, 
Not out ef iz ere zeal, 
(Becaufe he was an Infidel) 
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Complaining forely of the breach 

Of league, heid forth by Brother Patch, 
Again the articles ia force 

Between both churches, his and ours, 
For which he crav’d the faints to render 
Into his hands, or hang th’ offender; 
But they maturely having weigh'd 
‘They had no more but him o’ th’ trade, 
{A man that ferv’d them in a double 
Capacity, to teach and coble) 

Refuly’d to {pare him ; yet to do 

The tndian Hoghan Moghan too. 
Impartiai jultice, in his ftead did 

Hang an old weaver that was bedfd : 
‘Then wheretore may not you be fkipp’d, 
And in your room another whipt ? 

For alt philofophers, but the Sceytic, 
Hold whipping may be fympathetic. 

It is enough, quoth Hudibras, 

‘Thou haft refolv’d and clear'd the cafe; 
And canft, in contcience, not refufe, 
From thy own doctrine to raife ufe 

T know thou wilt not (for my fake) 

Be tender confcienc’d of thy back : 
Then ftrip thee of thy carnal jarkin, 
And give thy outward fellow a ferking ; 
For when thy veffel is new hoop’d, 

All leaks of finning will be ftopp'd. 

Quoth Ralpho, you miftake the matter, 
For in all {cruplesof this nature, 

No man includes himelf, nor turns 
‘The point upon hisown concerns. 

As no man of his own felf catches 

‘The itch, or antorous French aches; 

So no man does himfelf convince, 

By his own doétrine, of his fins : 

And though all cry down felf, none means 
His own felf in a literal fenfe : 

Befides, it is not only foppith, 

But vile, idolatrous, and Popith 

For one man out of his own fkin 

‘To frifk and whip an&her’s fin; 

As pedants out of fchoolboys’ breeches 
Do claw and curry their own itches, 
But in this cafe it is profane, 

And finful too, becaufe in vain; 

¥or we muft take our oaths upon it, 
You did the deed, when I have done it. 

Quoth Hudibras, That’s anfwer’d foon ; 
Give us the whip, we'll lay it on. 

Quoth Ralpho, That we may fWcar true, 
°T were properer that I whipp’d you; 
For when with your confent ‘tis done, 
‘The act is really your own. 

Quoth Hudibras, It is in vain 
(I fee) to argue "gaint the grain. 

Or like the flars, incline men to 
‘What they're averfe themfclves to do: 
For when difputes are weary’d out, 
*Tis intereft {till refolves the doubt : 
But fince no reafon can confute ye, 
VQ try to force you to your duty ; 

For fo it is, howe’er you mince it, 

Ag, ¢’er we part, I fhall evinee it ; 





And curry (if you ftand out) whether 

You will or no, your ftubhorn Ieather. 
Canft thou refufe to bear thy part 

P th’ public work, bafe as thou art ? » 
To higgle thus, for 2 few blows, 

To gain thy Knight an op’lent {poufe, 
Whofe wealth his bowel: yearn tc purchafey 
Merely for th’ intercft of the churches? 
And when he has it in his claws, 

Will not be hide-bound to the caufe : 

Nor fhalt thou find him a curmadgin, 

If thou difpatch it without grudging : 

If not, refolve. before we go, 

‘That you and | mufl pull acrow, 

Ye ’ad beit (quoth Ralpho) as the ancients 
Say wifely, Havea care o’ th’ main chance, 
And look before you e’er you leap; 

For a you fow, you're like to reap t 

And were vou as good as George-a-Green, 
IT fhould make bold to turn agen 3 

Nor am [ doubtful of the iffue 

Ina jult quarrel, and mine is fo. 

Is "t fitting for a man of honour 

To whip the faints, tike Bifhop Bonner ? 
A Knight t’ ufurp she beadle’s uffice, 

For which y’ are like to raife brave trophics ? 
But 1 advile you (nor for fear, 

But for your own fake) to forbear. 

And for the churches, which may chance, 
From hénce, to {pring a variance, 

And raife among themfelves new feruples, 
Whom common danger hardly couples. 
Remember how in arms and polities 

We ftill have worfted all your holy tricks ; 
Trepann’d your party with intrigue, 

And took your grandces down a peg 3 
New-modell’d th’ army, and cafhier'd 

All chat to Legion Smec adher’d; 

Made a mere ctenfil o’ your church, 

And after left it in the lurch 5 

A feaffold to build up our own, 





And when we ’ad done with’s, pull'd it dowa 


Capach’d your Rabbins of the Synod, 

Afi {napp'd their Canons with a Why-not : 

(fPrave fynod-men, that were rever'd 

r folid face, and depth of beard) 

heir clailic model prov’d a maggot, 

heir Direét'ry an Indian pagod 3 

d glrowni’d their difcipline like a kitten, 

hich they "ad been fo long a fitting ; 

"dit asa holy cheat, 

n out of date and obfolete, 

all the faints of the firft grafs, 

ftling foals of Balaam’s afs. 

this the Knight grew high in chafe, 
aring furiouily on Ralph, 

mbled, and look’d pale with ire, 

es firit, then red as fire. 

{quoth he) been ta’en in fight, 

jr fo many moons lain by ’t, 

hen all other means did fail, 

cen exchang'd for tubs of ale? 

+ they thought me:worth a ranfem 

re confid’rable and handfome, 
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But for their own fakes, and for fear 
They were not fafe when I was there; 
Now to be baffled by a fcoundrel, 
An«efart fed’ry, and a mongrel, 
Such as breed out of peccant humours 
Of our own church, like-wens or tumours, 
And, like a maggot in a fore, 

Wov'd that which gave it life devour; 
It never hall be done or faid : 

With that he feiz’d upon his blade 

And Ralpho too, as quick and bold, 
Upon his bafket-hile laid hold, 

With equal readinefs prepar'd, 

To draw, and ftand upon his guard; 
When both were parted on the fudden, 
‘With hideous clamour, and a loud oney 
Asif all forts of noife had been 
Contracted inte one loud din: 

Or that fome member to be chofen, 
Had got the odds above a theufand ; 
Ard, by the greatnefs of his noife, 
Prov'd fitteft for his country’s choice. 
This ftrange furprifal put the Knight 
And wrathful Squire into a fright ; 
‘And though they ftood prepar’d, with fatal 
Impetuous rancour, to join battle, 

Both thought it was the wifeft courfe 
‘To wave the fight, and mount to hore, 
And to fecure, by fwift retreating, 
Themfelves from danger of worfe beating 5 
Yet neither of them would difparage, 
By utt’ring of his mind, bis courage, 
Which made ’em ftoutly keep their ground, 
With horror and difdain windbound. 
And now the caufe of all thcir fear, 

By flow degrees approach’d fo near, 
They might dittinguith diff’rent noife 
Of horns, and pans, and dogs, and boys, 
And kettledrums, whofe fullen dub 
Sounds like the hooping of a tub. 

But when the fight appear’d in view, 
‘They found it was an antique fhew ; 
A triumph that, for pomp and ftate, 
Did proudeft Romans emulate ¢ 

For as the Aldermen of Rome 

‘Their foes at training overcome, 

And not enlarging territory, 

(As fome, miftaken, write, in ftory) 
Being mounted in their beft array, 
Upon a car, and who but they ? 

And follow’d with a world of tall Jads, 
‘That merry dittics trol’d, and ballads, : 
Did ride with many a Good-morrow, 


Crying, Hey for our town, through the B rough; 


So when this triumph drew fo nigh, 
‘They might particulars defcry, 
"hey never faw two things fo pat, 
In all refpects, as this and that, 
Firft, he that led the cavalcate 
Wore a fow-gelder’s flagellate, 

On which he blew as {trong a levet, 
As well-feed lawyer on his brev'ate, 
‘When over one anether’s heads 


‘They charge (three rankg at once) like : weads. 


Next pans and kettles of all keys, 
Ftom trebles down te double bafe 5 
And afrer them upon a nag, 
That might pafs for a forehand ftag, 
‘A Cornet rode, and on his ftaff 
A fmoke difplay’d did proudly wave ; 
‘Then bagpipes of the loudeft drones, 
With {nufling, broken-winded tones, 
Whole blafts of air, in pockets fhut, 
Sound filthier than from the gut, 
And makes a viler noife than fwine, 
In windy weather, when they whine. 
Next one upon a pair of panniers, 
Full fraught with that which, for good manners, 
Shall here be namelefs, mixt with grains 
Which he difpens’d among tlte fwains, 
And bufily upon the crowd 
At random round about beftow’d. 
‘Then, mounted on a horhed horfe, 
One bore a gauntlet and gilt fpurs, 
Ty’d to the pummel of along {word 
He held reverft, the point turn’d downward 
Next after, on a raw-bon’d fteed, 
The conqu’ror’s Standardbearer ridg’ 
And bore aloft before the champion 
A petticoat difplay’d, and rampant ; 
Near whom the Amazon triumphant 
Beftrid her beaft, and on the rump on’t 
Sat face to tail, and bum to bum, 
The warrior whilom overcome, 
Arm’d with a fpindle and a diftaff, 
Which as he rode fhe made him twift off ; 
And when he loiter'd, o'er her fhoutder 
Chattis'd the reformado foldier, 
Before the Dame, and round about, 
March’d whifflers, and {taffiers on foot, 
With lacquics, grooms, valets, and pages, 
In fit and proper equipages 5 : 
Of whom fome torches bore, fome links, 
Before the croud virago minx, 
‘That was both Madam and a Don, 
Like Nero’s Sporus, or Pope Joan ; 
And at fit periods the whole rout 
Set up their throats with clam’rous fhoue, 
‘The Knight tranfported, and the Squire, 
Pur up their weapens, and their ire ; 
Ard Hudibras, who us’d to ponder 
On fuch fights with judicious wonder, 
Could held no longer to impart 
His an’madverfions, for his heart. 

Quoth be, in all my life, till now, 
I ne’er faw fo profane a thew; 
It isa Paganifh invention, 
Which Heathen writers often mention ; 
And he who made it hadread Goodwin, 
Or Rofs, or Calius Rhodogine, 
With all the Grecian Speeds and Stows, « 
That beft defcribe thofe ancient fhews 3 
And has obferv’dall fit decorums 
We find defcrib’d by old hiftorians = 
For as the Roman conquerer, 
‘That put an end to foreign war, 
Ent’ring the town in triumph for it, 
Bore a flave with him iv his chariot 3 
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” So this infulting female brave 
Carries, behind her here, a flave : 
And as the Aucients long ago, 
‘When they.in field defy’d the foe, 
Hung out their mantles della guerre, 
So her proud Standardbearer here, 
‘Waves on hisfpear, in dreadful manner; 
A Tyrian petticoat for banner. 
Next links and torches, heretofore 
Still borne before the emperor : 
And as in antique triumph eggs 
E . Were, born for myftical intrigues; 
"There's one in truncheon, like a ladle, 
That carries eggs too, frefh or addle’; 
And ftill at random, as he goes, 
Among the rabble-rout beitows. 
Quoth Ralpho, You miftake the matter 5 
+ For all th’ antiquity you {matter 
Is but a riding us’d of courfe, 
‘When The grey mare’s the better horfe ; 
UWhen o’er the breeches greedy women 
Tight, to extend their vait dominion, 
And in the cafe impatient Grizel 
* Has deubh’d her hufband with bull's pizzlc, 
And brought him under Covert-baron, 
"To turn her vaffai with @ murrain 
When wives their fexes thift, like hares, 
“And ride their hufbands, like night-mares, 
And they in mortal battle vanquith’d, 
* Are of their charter difenfranchis'd, 
‘Aad by the right of war, like gills, 
Condemn’d to diftaff, horns, and wheels : 
For when men by their wives are cow'd, 
‘Their horns of courfe are underftood. 
Quoth Hudibras, ‘hou fill giv’ fentence, 
Impertinently, and againtt fenfe > 
*Tis not the leat difparagement 
"To be defeated by th’ event, 
Nor to be beaten by main force ; 
. "Phat does not make a man the worfe, 
* Although his fhoulders with battoon} 
Be claw’d and cudgell’d to fome tune. 
A tailor’s prentice has no hard 
Meafure, that’s bang’d with a true yard; 
But to turn tail, or run away, 
And without blows give up the day; 
Or to furrender c’cr th’ aflault, 
| That’s no man’s fortune, but his fault; 
And renders men of honour lefs 
/ "Than all the adverfity of fuccefs 
And only unto fuch this thew 
Of horns and petticoats is duc. 
‘There is a leflor profanation, 
* Like that the Romans call’d Ovation > 
For as Ovation was allow’d 
For copqueit spurchas’d without blood ; 
So men decree thofe leffer fhews 
For vidt'ry gotten without blows, 
By dint of fharp hard words, which fome 
Give battle with, and overcome ; 
"Thefe mounted in a chair-curule, 
‘Which Moderns call a Cuckling-Rool, 
March proudly to the river’s fide, 
And o’er the waves sn triumph tide 5 
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Like dukes of Venice, who are fed 

he Adriatic fea to wed; 

And have a gentler wife than thofe 

For whom the ftate decrees thofe then 

But both are Heathenifh, and come 

From th’ Whores of Babylon and Rome, 
And by the Saints fhould be withftood, 

As antichriftian and lewd; 

And we, as fuch, fhould now contribute 
Our utmoft ftrugglings to prohibit. 

This faid, they both advanc’d, and rode 

A dogtrot through the bawling crowd 

"TP attack the leader, and ftill pref 

‘Till they approach'd him breaft to breaft ; 
Then Hudibras, with face and hand, 

Made figns for filence ; which obtain’d, 
What means (quoth he) this devil's proceflior 
With mn of orthodox profeffion? 

‘Tis ethnic and idolatrous, 

From Heathenifm deriv'd to us. 

Does not the Whore of Bab’lon ride 

Upon her horned Beaft aftride, 

Like this proud Dame, who either is 

A type of her, or the of this ? 

Are things of fuperftitious function, 

Fit to be us'd in Gofpel funthine ? 

It isan antichriftian opera, 

Much us'd in midnight times of Popery ; 
Of running after {clf-inventions 

Of wicked and profane intentions ; 

To fcandalize that fex, for fcolding, 

To whom the Saints are fo beholden. 
Women, who were our firft apoftles, 
Without whofe aid we 'ad all been loft elfe ; 
Women, that Icft no ftone unturn’d 

In which the caufe might be concern’d; 
Brought in their children’s fpoons and whittles, 
‘To purchafe {words, carbines, and piftols ; 
Their bufband’s cullies, and {weethcarts, 
‘To take the Saints’ and Churches’ parts ; 
Drew fev’ral Gifted Brethren in, 

That for the Bifhops wou'd have becn, « 
And fix'd ‘em conftant to the party, 

With motives powerful and hearty : 

‘Their hufbands robb'd, and made hard fhifts 
T’ adminiftet unto their Gifts 

All they could rap, and rend, and pilfer, 
To feraps and cnds of gold and filver 5 

Ru: 5'd down the teachers, tir’d and fpent 
Wit bolding forth for Parl’ament; 

Pamp r'd and edify‘d their zeal 

With narrow puddings many 2 meals 
Enabh i them, with ftore of meat, 

On coi roverted points, to eat; 

And cr mm’d ‘em, till their guts did ake, 
With ca idle, cuftard, and plumcake. 

What hi ve they done, or what left undone, 
That mi -ht advance the Caufe at London ? 
March'd rank and file, with drum and enfign, 
‘LT’ intrer zh the City for defence in : 

Rais’d sa npiers with their own foft hands, 
To put tv Enemy to ftands; 

From lac .cs down to oyfterwenches 
Labour’: ‘like pioneers in trenches, 
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Fall’n to their pickaxes, and tools, 

And help’d the men to dig like moles. 
Have not the handmaids of the City 

Chofe of their Members a Committee, 
For raititiy of a common purfe, 

Out of their wages, to raife horfe? 

And do they not as Triers fit, 

To judge what officers are fit? 

Have they---At that an egg let fly, 

Hit him direétly o'er the eye, 

And running down his check, befmear’d, 
‘With orange-tawny flime, his beard ; 
But beard and flime being of one hue, 
The wound the lefs appear’d in view. 
‘Then he that on the panniers rode, 

Let fly on the other fide a load, 

And quickly charg’d again gave fully, 

In Ralpho’s face, another volley. 

The Knight was ftartled with the {mell, 
And for his fword began to feel; 

And Ralpho, fmother'd with the fink, 
Grafp'd his, when one that bore a link, 
O' th’ fudden clapp’d his flaming cudgel, 
Like linftock, to the horfes tsuch-hole ; 
And ftraight another, with his flambeau, 
Gave Ralpho o’er the eyes a damn’d blow. 
The beafts began to kick and fling, 

And forc’d the rout to make a ring; 
Through which they quickly broke their way, 
And brought them off from further fray ; 
And though diforder'd in retreat, 

Each of them ftoutly kept his feat : 

For quitting both their {words and reins, 
‘They grafp'd with all their ftrength the manes, 
And, to avoid the foe’s purfuit, 

‘With {purring put their cattle to "t, 

And till all four were out of wind, 

And danger too, ne’er Jook’d behind, 
After they'd paus’d awhile, fapplying 
“Their fpirits, {pent with fight and flying, 
And Hudibras recruited force 

OF lungs, for action or difcourfe ; 
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Quoth he, that man is fure to lofe, 
‘That fouls his hands with dirty foes : 
For where no honuur’s to be gain’ 
>Tis thrown away in being maintain’d = 
’ Twas ill for us we had to do 
With fo difhon’rable a foe : 

For though the law of arms doth bar 
The ufe of venom’d fhot in war, 

Yet by the naufeous fmell, and noifom, 
Their cafe-fhrot favour {trong of poifon, 
And doubtlefs have been chew’d with teeth 
Of fome that had a ftinking breath; 
Elfe when we put if to the puth, 

They had nots giv’n us fuch a brufh : 
But as thofe poltroons that fling durt 
Do but defile but cannot hurt; 

So all the honour they have won, 

Or we have loft, is much at one, 
*Twas well we made fo refolute 

A brave retreat without purfuit 5 

For if we had not, we had {ped 

Much worfe to be in triumph led ; 
Than which the ancients held no ftate 
Of man’s life more unfortunate, 

But if this bold adventure e’er 

Do chance to reach the widow’s ear, 

It may, being dedtin’d to affert 

Her fex’s honour, reach her heart : 
And as fuch homely treats, (they fay) 
Portend good fortune, fo this may, 
Vefpafian being daub’d with durt, 

Was deftin’d to the empire for’t ; 

And from a foavinger did come 

‘To be a mighty prince in Rome : 

And why may not this foul addrefs 
Prefage in love the fame fuccefs ? 

Then let us Rraight, to cleanfe our wounds, 
Advance in queit of neareft ponds; 
And after (as we firft defign’d) 

Swear J've perform’d what fhe enjoin’d, 
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"IN THREE PARTS, 











PART IL 


CANTO Il. 


The Argument. 


"The Knight, with various doubts pofictt, 

‘To win the Lady goes in queft 

Of Sydrophe) the Rofycrucian, 

‘To know the Deft'nies’ refolution ; 

‘With whom, b’ing met, they both chop logic 
About the fetence aftrologic ; 

Till falling from difpute to fight, 

‘The Conj'rer’s worfted by the Knight. 


”“ 


Dovarress the pleafure is as great 

Of being cheated, as to cheat; 

As lookers on feel moft delight, 

* That leaft perceive a juggler’s flight, 

And ftill lefe they underftand, 

‘The more th’ admire his flight of hand, 
Some with a noife, a greafy light, 

Are fnapt, as men catch larks by night, 

Epfnar’d and hamper’d by the foul, 

As noofes by the legs catch fowl. 

Some with a med’cine and receipt 

Are drawn to nibble at the bait ; 

And though it be a two-foot trout, 

’Tis with a fingle hair pull’d out. 
Others believe no voice t” an organ 

So fweet as lawyer's in his bar-gown, 

Until with fubtle cobweb-cheats 

They're catch'd in knotted law, like nets 5 

In which, when once they are imbrangled, 

"The more they ftir, the more the’re tangled 5 

And while their purfes can difpute, 

‘There’s no end of th’ immortal fuit, 
Others {till grape t’ anticipate 

‘The cabinet-defigns of Fate, 


Apply to wizards, to forefec 

‘What fhall, and what fhall never be ; 
And as thofe vultures do forebode, 
Believe events prove bad or good; 

A flam more fenfelefs than the roguery 
old aurufpicy and aug’ry, 

t out of garbages of cattle 

PrMag’d th’ events of truce or battle 5 
flight of birds, or chickens pecking, 
Sucdffs of great’{t attempts wou'd reckon + 
h cheats, yet more intelligible, 
That§thofe that with the ftars do fribble, 
udibras by proof found true, 

ic time and place we'll fhew + 
For h@with beard and face made clean, 
Being Jnounted on his feed agen, 

(And Ralpho got a cock-horfe too, 

Upon fis beaft, wich much ado) 
Advanf’d on for the Widow’s houfe, 

T’ acqpit himfelf, and pzy his vows; 
When farious thoughts began to buitle, 
And v¥th his inward man to jaflle. 

He thaght what danger might accyue, 
If the ¥ ould find be fwere untrue; 
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Or if his Squire or he fhould fail, 
And not be pun@ual in their tale, 
It might at once the ruin prove 
Both of his honour, faith, and love: 
But if he Mould forbear to go, 
She might conclude he'd broke his vow; 
And that he durft not now, for fhame, 
Appear in court to try his claim, 
‘This was the penn’ worth of his thought, 
‘To pafs time, and uncafy trot. 

Quoth he, In all my paft adventures 
T ne'er was fet fo on the tenters, 
Or taken tardy with dilemma, 
‘Phat ev'ry way I turn does hem me, 
And with inextricable doubt, 
Befets my puzzled wits about : 
For though the Dame has been my bail, 
‘To frce nae from enchanted jait, 
Yet asa dog, committed clofe 
For fome offence, by chance breaks loofe ; 
Aad quits his clog ; but ail in vain, 
He ftill draws after him his chain : 
So though my ankle the has quitted, 
My heart continucs fill committed ; 
And like a bail’d aud mainpriz’d lover, 
Although at large, Jam bound over : 
And when 1 fhall appear in court 
‘To plead my caufe, and anfwer for't, 
Unless the judge do partial prove, 
‘What will become of me and love ? 
For if in our accvunt we vary, 
Or but in circumftance mifeurry 5 
Or if the put me to ftrigt proof, 
And make me pull my doublet off, 
‘To thew, by evident record, 
Writ on my fkin, I've kept my word, 
How can 1 e’er expe to have her, 
Having demurr’d into her favour? 
Gut faith, and love, and honour loft, 
Shall be reduc’d t’ a Knight 0 th’ Poft ? 
Befide that {tripping may prevent 
What Vm to prove hy argument, 
And juftify | have a tail, 
And that way, too, my proof may fail, 
Oh: that I could enucleate, 
And folve the problems of my fate ; 
Or find, by necromantic art, 
How far the Delt’nies take my part; 
For if i were not more than certain 
To win and wear her and her fortune, 
I'd go no farther in this courtthip, 
To hazard foul, eftate, and Worship : 
For though an oath obliges not, 
‘Where any thing is to be got, 
(As thou haft prov’d) yet ’tis profane, 
And finful, when men fwear in vain. 

Quoth Ralph, Not far from hence doth ¢ well 
A cunning maa, hight Sidrophel *, 
‘That deals in Deltiny’s dark countels, 
aind {age opiuion of the Moon fells, 





* William Lilly, the famous aftrologer of thofe times, 
who cr ius yearly almauacks soretold victories for the 
Parlia cnr with as much certainty as the preachers did 
bither ssuauas. 
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| To whom all people, far and near, 

| On deep importances repair; 
When brafs and pewter hap to fray, 
And linen flinks out 0° the way; 
When geefe and pullen are fedue’d, 
cond fows of fucking pigs are chows’d; 
When cittle feel indifpofition, 
And need th’ opinion of phyfician ; 
‘When murrain reigns in hogs or fheep, 
And chickens languith of the pips 
When yeft and outward means do fail, 
And have no pow’r to work on ale; 
When butter does refufe to come, 
And love proves crofs and humourfomes 
To him with queftions, and with urinc, 
‘They for difeov’ry flock, for curing. 

Quoth Hudibras, This Sidrophel 
Pve heard of, and fhould like it well, 
Uf thou canft prove the Saints have freedom 
‘To go to forc’rers when they need ’em, 
Says Ralpho, There’s no doubt of that; 
Thofe principles T quoted late, 
Prove that the Godly may allege 
For any thing their privilege, 
And to the dev’ himfelf may go, 
{f they have motives thercunto : 
For as there is a war between 
‘The dev'l and them, it is no fin, 
Uf they by fubtle ftratagem 
Make ufe of him, as he does them, 
Has not this prefent Parl’ament 
A leger to the dev’l fent, 
Fully empower'd to treat about 
Finding revolted witches out ? 
And has not he, within a year, 
Hang'd thrcefcore of ’em in one fhire 5 
Some only for not being drown’d, 
And fome for fitting above ground, 
Whole days and nights, upon their breeches, 
And feehng pain, were hang'd for witches; 
And fome for putting knavith tricks 
Upon grcen geefe and turk-y chicks, 
Or pigs that fuddenly deceaft 
Of gricts unnat’ral, as he gueft; 
Who alter prov'd himfelf a witch, 
And made a rode for his own breech, 
Did not the dev'l appear to Martin 
Luther in Germany, for certain ? 
And wou'd have gull’d him with a trick, 
But Mart. was too, too politic. 
Did he not help the Dutch to purge, 
At Antwerp, their cathedral church ? 
Sing catches to the Saints at Mafcon, 
aind tell them all they came to afk him? 
Appear in divers fhapes to Kelly, 
And fpeak i th’ Nun of Loudon’s belly ? 
Mcet with the parl'ment’s Committee, 
At Woodftock, on a pers’nal treaty? 
At Sarum take a Cavalier 
I’ th’ Caufe’s fervice, prifoner? 
As Withers } in immortal rhyme 
Has regifter’d to uftertime, 
+ This Withers was a Puritanical officer in the Parliae 


ment army, and a great prctencer to poetry, as appearg 
from Ris Puaias enulucrated by A, Woods 
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[De not our great Reformers ufe 
“This Sidrophel to forebode newss 
To write of victories next year, 
And caftles taken yet i’ th’ air? 
‘Of battles fought at fea, and thips 
Sunk two ycars hence, the laft eclipfe? 
A total o’erthrow giv’n the King 
In Cornwall, horfe and foot, next {pring ? 
‘, And has not he point-blank foretold 
Whats'e’er the Clofe Committee would ? 
‘Made Mars and Saturn for the Caufe, 
"The Moon for fundametal laws ? 
The Rar, the Bull, and Goat, declare 
Againifthe Book of Common-Praygr 2 
The Sforpion take the Proteftation, 
And Bear engage for Reformation ? 
Mafe all the Royal ftars recant, 
CAmpound, and take the Covenant ? 
Quoth Hudibras, The cafe is clear 
‘The Saints may ’mploy a Conjurer, 
‘As thou haft prov’d it by their practice ; 
No argument like matter of fact is: 
And we are beft of all led to 
Men's principles, by what they do. 
Then let us ftraight advance in queft 
Of this profound gymnofoph'tt, 
‘And as the Fates and he advife, 
Purfuc, or wave this enterprife. 
"Vhis (aid, he rurn’d about his feed, 
‘And eftfoons on th’ adventure rid 5 
Where leave we him and Ralph awhile, 
And to the conj'rer turn our ftyle, 
"Lo let our reader underftand 
‘What's ufeful of him beforehand, 
He had been long t’'wards mathematics, 
Optics, philofopy, and ftatics, 
Magic, horofcopy, aftrology, 
And was old dog at phyfiology ; 
But as a dog that turns the fpit 
Beftirs himiclf, and plies his feet 
"Lo climb the wheel, but all in vain, 
His own weight bringg him down again, 
‘And ftill he’s in the felf-fame place 
‘Where at his fetting out he was; 
So in the circle of the arts 
Did he advance his nat’ral parts, 
"Vill falling back ftill, for retreat, 
He fell to juggle, cant, and cheat : 
For as thofe fowls that live in water 
“Are never wet, he did but finatter ; 
Whate’er he labour'’d to appear, 
His underftanding {till was clear $ 
Yet none a deeper knowledge boafted, 
Since old Hodge Bacon *, and Bob Grofed t. 
‘Vh’ intelligible world he knew, . 
“And all men dream on't to be true, 
"That in this world’s not 2 wart 
"Phat has not there a counterpart; 


* Roger Bacon, commonly cailed Friar 
the reign of our fdward £5 and for fome bi 
jn the matiematicn, was by the rabble # 
jurer, and had the fortith ttory of the Braz 
da upon him by the ignorant Monks of thefe days. 

+ Bihoy p Geee 
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Nor can there on the face of ground 

An individual beard be found 

‘That has not, in that foreign nation, 

A fellow of the felf-fame fafhion ; 

So cut, fo colour’d, and fo curl’d, 

As thofe are in th’ inferior world, 

He'd read Dee’s § prefaces before, 

‘The Devil, and Euclid, o'er and o'er; 
And all th’ intrigues *twixt him and Kelly, 
Lafcus ¢ and th’ Emperor, would tell ye: 
But with the moon was more familiar 
Than c’er was almanack well-willer ; 

Her fecrets underftood fo clear, 

That fome believ'd he had been theres 
Knew when fhe wasin fitteft mood 

For cutting coras, or letting blood : 
When for anointing fcabs or itches, 

Or to the bum applying lecches; 

When fows and bitches may be fpay'd, 
And in what fign beft cyder’s made 5 

| Whether the wane be, or increafe, 

Beft to fet garlic, or fow peafe ; 

Who firft found out the man o’ th’ moon, 
‘That to th” Ancients was unknown ; 

How many dukes, and earls, and pects, 
Are in the planetary fpheres; 

‘Their airy empire, and command, 

Their fev’ral ftrengths by fea and land ; 
What factions they've, and what they drive at 
In public vogue, or what in private t 
With what defigns and interefts 

Each party manages contefts, 

He made an inftrument to know 

If the moon fhine at full or no; 

“That would, as foon as ¢’er fhe fhone, ftraight, 
Whether 'twere day or night demonitrate 5 
‘Tell what her d’ameter to an inch is, 

and prove that fhe’s not made of green checfe. 
Ir wou'd demonftrate, that the man in 
The moon’sa fea Mediterranean ; 

And that it isno dog or bitch 

That ftands behind him at his breech, 

But a huge Cafpian fea or lake, 

With arms, which men for legs miftake ; 
How large a gulf his tail compofes, 

‘And what a goodiy bay his nofe is; 

How many German leagues by th’ frale 
Cape Snout’s from Promontory Tail. 


¢ made a planetary gin, 
is rats would run their own heads in, 
Ahd come on purpofe to be taken, 
Wishout th’ expence of cheefe or bacon, 
vith lufirings he would counterfeit 
Mafgots that craw] on dith of meat ; 
uofe moles and fpots on any place 
OP th body, by the index face 5 
A loft maidenheads by Incezing, 
king wind of dames, or pifling ; 







































§ Dee was a Welchman, and educated at Oxford, where 
he commenced Doétor, and atterwards travelied into fo- 


reign parts. . ‘ 
E ibertus Lafcus, Latky sor Atafco. Prince Palating of 


Polatidy concerned wiih Dee and Kelly. 
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Cure warts and corns, with application 
Of med’cines to th’ imagination : 
Fright agues into dogs, and {eare, 
‘With rhymes, the toothach and catarrh; 
Chaié evidip’rits away by dint 
OF fickle, horfefhoe, hollow dint ; 
Spit fire out of a walnut-thell, 
‘Which made the Roman flaves rebel; 
And fire a mine in China here, 
‘With fympathetic gunpowder. - 
He knew whats’ever’s to be known, 
But much more than he knew would own, 
‘What med’cine ‘twas that Paracclfus 
Could make a man with, as he tells us; 
What figur’d flates are beft to make, 
On wat'ry furface, duck or drake; 
‘What bowling-ftones, in running race 
Upon a board, have fwiftett pace 
‘Whether a pulfe beat in the black 
Lift of a dappled loufe’s back; 
Hf fyftole or diaftole move 
Quickeft when he’s in wrath, or love ; 
‘When two of them do run a race, 
‘Whether they gallop, trot, or pace ; 
How many {cores a flea will jump, 
Of his own length from head to rump, 
‘Which Socrates and Cherephon 
In vain affay’d fo long agence; 
‘Whether his fnout a perfect nofe is, 
And not an elephant’s probofcis ; 
How many different fpecics 
Of maggots breed in rotten cheefe ; 
And which are next of kin to thofe 
Engender’d in a chandler’s nofe ; 
Or thofe not feen, but underftood, 
‘That live in vinegar and wood. 

A paltry wretch he had, half-ftarv’d, 
That him in place of zany ferv'd, 
Hight Whachum *, bred to dash and draw, 
Not wine, but more unwholefome law ; 
To make ‘twixt words and lines huge gaps, 
Wide as meridians in maps 5 
To fquander paper, and {pare ink, 
Or cheat men of their words, feme think, 
From this, by mesited Ceggees, 
He'd to more high advancement rife, 
‘Yo be an under-conjurer, 
Or journeyman aftrologer : 
His bus’nefs was to pump and wheedle, 
Ard men with their own keys unriddle ; 
‘Yo make them to themfelves give anfwers, 
For which they pay the necromancers ; 
To fetch and carry ‘ntelligence 

# whom, and what, and where, and whence, 
And all difcoveries difperfe 
Among the whole pack of conjufers; 
What cut-purfes have left with them, 
For the right owners to redeem, 
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And what they dare not vent, find out, 
To gain themfelves and th’ art repute, 
Draw figeres, {chemes, and horofcopes, 
Of Newgate, Bridewell, brokers’ fhops, 
Of thieves afcendant in the cart, 
And find out all by rules of art; 
Which way a ferving man, thar’s ran 
With clothes or money away, is gone ; 
Who pick’d a fob at Halding-forth, 
And where a watch, for half the worth, 
May be redcem’d; or ftolen plate 
Rettor’d at cunfcionable rate. 
Befiie all this, he ferw’d his mafter 
In quality of poetafter, 
Aud rhymes appropriate could make 
‘Fo ev'ry month ?” th? almanack ; 
When terms hegin and end could tell, 
With ther returns, in doggerel ; 
When the Exchequer opes and fhuts, 
And fowgelder with fafety cues; 
Wher men may eat and drink their fill, 
And when be temp’rate, if they will; 
When ufe, and when abftain from vice, 
Figs, grapes, phlebotomy, and fpice. 
And as in prifon mcan rogues beat 
Hemp for the fervice of the great, 
So Whachum beat his dirty brains 
T? advance his mafler’s fame and gains, 
And, like the devil’s oracles, 
Put into doggrel rhymes his fpells, 
Which over ev'ry month's blank page 
Y th’ almanack, ftrange bitks prefage, 
He would an elegy compofe 
On maggots fqueez’d out of his nofe ; 
In lyric numbers write an ode on 
His miftrefs, eating a black pudden ; 
And when imprifon'd air efcap’d her, 
It puft him with poetic rapture, 
His fonnets charm’d th’ attentive crowd, 
By wide-mouth’d mortal troll’d aloud, 
‘Lhat, circled with his long ear'd gaefts, 
Like Orpheus look’d amery the beatts ; 
A casman’s horfe could not pafs by, 
But ftood ty'd up to poetry 5 
No porter’s burden pafs’d along, 
Put ferv'd for burden to his fong : 
Fach window like a pill’ry appears, 
With heads thruft through, nail'd by the ears; 
All trades run in as to the fight 
Of monters to their dear delight 
‘The gallow-trec, when cutting purfe 
bus'nefs for heroic verfe, 
none does hear but would have hung 
nave becn the theme of fuch a fong, 
Thofe two together long had liv’d | 

n peudently contriv'd, 
her tree nor honfe could bar 
chon of a flar; 
igh an ancient obelifi: . 
Was rais’d by him, found out by Filk, 
h was written, not in words, 
Bat hicregiyphic mute of Lirds, 
Many rare pithy faws, concerning 
‘The worth of attrologic learriing : 
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From top of this there hung a rope, 

- ‘To which he faften’d telefcope, 

: The fpeetacles with which the ftars 

i: He reads in fmalleft characters, 
Ic happen’d as a boy, one night, 
Did fly his tarfel of a kite, 
‘The ftrangeft long-wing'd hawk that flies, 
‘That, like a bird of Paradife, 

: Or herald’s martlet, has no kegs, 
Nor hatches young ones, nor lays eggs: 
His train was fix yards long, milk-white, 

, At th? end of which there hung a light, 
Inclos'd in lanterh made of paper, 
‘That far off like a flar did appear : , 
This Sidrophel by chance cfpy’d, 
And with amazement ftaring wide, 
Blefs us, quoth he, what drcadfml wonder 
4s that appears in heay'n yonder ? 
A comct, and without a beard ! 
Or far that ne'er before appear'd? 
Pm certain "tis not imthe feroll 
OF all thofe beafts, and fith, and fowl, 
‘With which, like Indian plantations, 
The learned flock the conftellations ; 
Nor thofe that drawn for figns have been 
‘To th’ houfes where the planets inn. 
It muft be fupernatural, 
Unlels it be that cannon-ball 
‘That, thot sth’ air poinc blank upright, 
‘Was borne co that prodigious height 
"What, learn’d philofophcrs maintain, 
It ne'er came belineeds down again, 
But in the airy region yet 
Hangs, like the body of Mahomet : 
For if it be above the thade 
‘That by the earth’s round bulk is made, 
?Tis probable it may, from far, 
Appear no bullet, but a ftar. 

‘This faid, he to hisengine flew, 

Plac'd near at hand, in open view, 
And rais’d it till ig levell’d right 
Againtt the glow-worm tail of kite, 
‘Then peeping through, Blefs us ! (quoth he) 
Jt is a planet, now, I fee; 
And, if Lerr not, by his proper 
Figure, that’s like tobacco ftopper, 
It thould be Saturn; yes, ’tis clear 
*Tis Saturn, but what makes him there ? 
He’s got between the Dragon's tail 
And farther leg behind o° th’ whale ; 
Pray Heav'n divert the fatal omen, 
For 'tis a prodigy not common, 

, And can no lets than the world’s erd, 
Or Nature's funeral, portend. 
‘With that he fell again to pry, 
Through perfpective, more wikfully. 
‘When, by mifihance, the faral firings 
‘That kept the tow’ring fowl on wins, 
Ereuking down fell the ftar. Well thot, 
Quoth Whachum, who right wifely thcught 
He'ad leveil’d at a ftar, and hit it 5 
But Sidrophel, more fubtle-witted, 
Cry'd out, What horrible and fearful 
Portent is this, to ice @ ftar fall? 


Past 
It threatens Nature, and the doom 
‘Will not be long before it come ! 
When ftars do fall, ’tia plain enough 
‘The day of judgment’s not far off; 
as lately ’twas reveal’d to Sedgwick*, > 
And fome of us find out by magic : 
‘Then fince the time we have to live 
Tn this world’s thorten’d, let us ftrive 
‘Yo make our beft advantage of it, 
And pay our loffes with our profit. 
‘This {cat fell out not long before 
‘The Kuight, upon the forenam’d {core, 
in quelt of Sidrophel advancing, 
Was now in profpect of the manfion ; 
Whom he difcoy’ring, turn’d his glafs, 
And found far off "t was Hudibras. 
Whachum, (quoth he) look yonder, fome 
‘To try or ufe our artare come : 
“Phe one’s the ned Kuight; feeh out, 
And pump’em what they come about. 
Whachum advane'd, with all fubmifl’nefs 
‘TY’ accoft ‘em, but much more their bus’nefs : 
He held a fHrrup, while the knight 
From leathern Bare-bones did alight ; 
And taking frem his hand the bridle, 
Approach'd the dark Squire to unriddle, 
He gave him firft the time o’ th’ day, 
And welcom’d him, as he might fay : 
He aik’d him whence they came, and whither 
Ticir bus'nefs lay ? Quoth Ralpho, Hither. 
Did you not Jofs--Quath Ralpho, Nay. 
Quoth Whachum, Sir, [meat your way ! 
Your Knight, quoth Ralpho, is a lover, 
And pains into! rable do:h fuifer 5 
For lovers’ hearts are not their own hearts, 
Nor lights nor Jungs, and fo forth downwards, 
What time—Quoth Ralpho, Sir, too long, 
‘Vhree years it (ff and on has hung— 
Quoth he, ( meant what time o” the day 'tis; 
Quoth Ralpho, Between feven and eight ’tis ; 
Why then (quoth Whachum) my fmall art 
‘Yells ne the dame has a hard heart, 
Or great cltate.~ Quoth Ralpho, A jointer, 
Which makes him have fo hot a mind t’ her. 
Mc¢an-while the Knight was making water, 
Before he fell upon the matter ; 
Which having done, the Wizard fteps in, 
‘To give him Iuitable reception ; 
But kept his bus'nefs at a bay, 
T:]l Whachum put him in the way ; 
Who having now, by Ralpho’s light 
Expounded ch’ errand of the Kmght, 
And what he came to know, drew near, 
‘Vo whilper in the conj’rer’s ear, 
Which he prevented thus : What was't, 
Quoth he, that I was faying laft, 
Before thefe gentlemen arriv’d ? 
Quoth Whachum, Venus you retriev'd, 
In oppofition with Murs, 
And no benign friendly ftars 
‘I? allay the eficdl, Quoth Wizard, Sot 
la Virgo ? Ha‘ quoth Wrachum, No 
Has Saturn nothing to doin it, 
One tenth of’s circle toe a minute? 














* Will’ an Sedgwick, a whimlical cuthuflatt, 


Your bus'nefs is but ro inform ; 
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Tis well, quoth he— Sir you'll excufe 
‘This rudenefs 1 am fore’d te ufe; 

It is a fcheme and face of heaven, 
Asth’ afpedts are difpos’d this even, 
I was contemplating upon 

When you arriv’d ; but now I’ve done. 
Quoth Hudibras, If I appear 
Unteafonabte in coming here 

At fuch a time, to interrupt 

Your {peculations, which 1 hop'd 
Affiftance from, and come to ule, 
°Tis fit that I afk your excufe. 

By no means, Sir, quoth Sidrophel, 
The ftars your coming did foretel; 

I did expect you here, and knew, 
Before you {pake, your bus’nefs tuo, 

Quoth Hudibras, Make that appear, 
And I fhall credit whatfoe’er 
You tell ne after, on your word, 
Howe’er unlikely or abfurd, 

You are in love, Sir, with a widow, 
Quoth he, that does not greatly heed you, 
Aud for three years has rid your wit 
And paflion, without drawing bit ; 
And now your bus’uefs is to know 
Tf you fhall carry her or no. 

Qrerh Hudibras, You're in the righe, 
But how the devil you come by’t 
¥ can’t image ; for the ftars 
i'm fure, can tell no more than a horfe; 
Nor can their afpects (though you pore 
Your eyes out on ’em) tell you more 
‘Than th’ oracle of fieve aud theers 
‘That turns as certain as che {pheres : 
But if the dev’l's of your counfel, 
Much may be done, my noble Donzel ; 
And 'tis on his account | come, 

‘Lo know from you ny fatal doom, 

Quoth Sidrophel, If you fuppofe, 
Sir Knight, that I am one of thofe, 

V might fufpedt, and take the alarm, 
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But if it be, ‘tis ne’er the near, 
You have a wrong fow by the ear; 4 
For I affure you for my part, 
I only deal by rules of art : 
Such’ as are lawful, and judge by 
Conclufioms of altrology ; 
But for the devil kuow nothing by him, 
Bat only this, that 1 defy him, 
Quoth he, Whatever others deem ye, 
Tunderftand your metonymy ; 
Your words of fecond-hand intention, 
When things by wrongful names you meution ; 
'Vhe myftic fenfe of all your terms, 
"Phat are indeed but magic charms 
‘Vo raife the devil, and mean one thing, 
And that is downright conjuring ; 
And in itklf more warrantabic 
‘Vhan cheat, or canting to a rabble, 
Or putting tricks upon the moon, 
Which by confed’racy are done, 
Your ancient conjurers were wont 
Ve make her from her {phere difmount* 
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And to their incantation floops 
They fcorn’d to pore through telefcope, 
Or idly play at bo-peep with her, 
‘To find out cloudy or fair weather, 
Woich ev'ry almavack can tell, 
Perhaps as learnedly and well 
As you yourfelf—Then friend, 1 doubr 
‘You go the fartheft way about + 
Your modern Indian magician 
Makes but a hole in th’ earth to pifs in, 
And firaight refalycs all queitions by °t, 
And feldom fails to be i* th’ right. 
The Rofycrufian way’s more {ure 
To bring the evil to the lure ; 
Each of "em has a fev’ral gin, 
To catch intelligences in. 
Some by the nofe, with fumes, trepan ’cm, 
As Dunftan did the devil’s grannam? ; 
Others with characters and words 
Catch ’cm, as men in nets do birds; 
And fome with fymbols, Signs, and tricks, 
Engrav'd ia planetary nicks, 
With their own influences will fetch ’em 
Down from their orbs, arreft, and catch ‘em 3 
Make ’em depofe and anfwer to 
All queftions, e’er they let them go, 
Bumbattus kept a devil’s bird 
Shut in the pummel of his {word, 
“That taught him all the cunning pranks 
Of paft and future mountebanks. 
Kelly did all his feats upont 
The devil’s looking-glafs, a ftone, 
Where playing with him at bo-peep, 
He folv'd ail problems ne’er fo deep. 
Agrippa kept a Stygian pug, 
V th’ garb and habit of a dog, 
“Phat was his tutor, and the cur 
Read to th’ occult philofopher, 
Aud taught him febt’ly to maintaia 
All otner fciences are vain, 

To this, quoth Sidrophello, Sir, 
Agrippa was go conjurcr, + 
Nor Paracelfus, no, nur Behmen; 
Nor was the dog a cacodamon, 
But a true dog, that would thew tricks 
For th’ Emperor, and leap o'er fticks ; 
Would fetch and carry, was more civil 
Phan other dogs, and yet no devil ; 








Dunftan was made Archbifhop of Canterbury 
His Skill in the liberal arts and ftiences (Quali= 
uch abave the genius of the age he lived in) 

firt the name ot a Conjurer, and then @f4 
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+ ‘Vhis Kelly was chief fer, or as Lilly calls him, Spe- 
culatcr to Dr. Dees was born’ at Worcelter, and bred an 
aputheeary, and was a guod proficient in chemittry, and 
pretended to have the grand elixir, or phitofopher’s fione, 
which Lilly tells us he made, or at leat received ready 
made from a Friar in Germany, on the confines of the 
Emperor's dom tle pretended to fee apparitions 

! ‘king glats {or a round ftone like 
a cryital.) Alalco, Falative of Poland, Pacel a learned 
Florentie, gad Prince Rofemberg uf Germany, the 
Emperour’s Viceray in Bohemia, were long of the fociery 
sith bien Pr. Dee. and often prefent at their appari+ 
tions, as was once the King of Poland himfel; but Lite 
Jy oblerves, that he was fo wicket thatthe angels would 
Uut appear to Lim willingly, nur by obedient te him, 
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And whatfoe’er he’s faid to do, 
iHe went the felf-fame way we go. 
i aAs for the Rofycrot~ philofophers, 
«Whom you will have to be but forcerers, 
: What they pretend to is no more . 
“Than Trifmarittns did before, 
¥ Pythagoras, old Zoroatter, 
“And Apollonius their mafter, 
: To whom they do confefs they owe 
, All that they do, and all they know. 
* Quoth Hudibras, Alas! what is’t t' us 
* Whether "twas faid by ‘I: ifmegiitus, 
: Wit be nonefente, falle, or myftic, 
OF not intelligible, or fophiftic. 
*?T%is not antiquity nor author, fter. 
} Phat makes truth ‘Froth, althongh Time's dangh- 
"Twas he that put her in the pit, 
Before he pull’ her out of it; 
And as he eats his fons, juft fo 
He feeds upon his daughters too. 
Nor does it fallow, ’caufe a herald ° 
Can make a gentleman, farce a year old, 
To be defcended of a race 
Of ancient kings in a {mall fpace, 
That we fhould all opinions hold 
Authentic, that we can make old. 
* Quoth Sidrophel, It is no part 
Of prudence to ery down an art, 
And what it may perform deny, 
Becaufe you underftand not why ; 
(As Averrhois piay’d but a nian trick, 
‘Yo damn our whole art for eccentric) 
For who knows all that knowledge contains, 
‘Men dwell not on the tops of mountains, 
* But on their fides, or rifings, feat ; 
So ’tis with knowledge’s vaft height. 
Do not the hifries of atl ages 
Relate miraculons prefiges 
Of ftrange turos, in the world's affairs, 
Forefeen b’ aftrologers, foothfayers, 
Chaldeans, learn’d Genethtiacks 
‘And fome that have wrk almanacks ? 
"The Mediaa Emp’ror dream'd his daughter 
Had pift all AGu under water, 
‘And that a vine, fprung from her haunches 
O’erfpread his empire with its branches; 
And did not foothfayers expound it, 
As after by th’ event he found it? * 
When Ca fax in the fenate fell, 
Did not the fun eclips’d foretel, 
And in refentment of his flaughter, 
Took’d pale for almoft a year aiter ? 
‘Augultus having, b’ overfight, 
Put on his left thoe “fore his right, 
Had like to have been flain thit cay, 
By foldiers mutiwing for pay. 
Are there not myriads of this fort, 
Which ftories of all times report ? 
Isit not ominous in all countries, 
When crows and ravens cro:k on trees ? 
‘The Roman fenate, when within 
The city walls an owl was feen, 
Did caufe ehear clergy, with luflrations, 
(Our Syaod calls Humiliations) 
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Part if 
The round-fac’d prodigy t' avert 


From doing town or country hurt. 
‘And if an owl have fo much pow'r, 
Why Should not plancts have much more, 
‘That ia a region far above ‘. 
Infcrior fowls of the air move, 
And fiould fee further, and forcknow 
More than their augury below ? 
Though that once ferv’d the polity 
Of migh.y fates to govern by 3 
And this is whet we take in hand. 
By p-w'vful Art to underftand ; 
Which, how we have perform’d, all ages 
Can fpeak th’ events of our prefages. 
Have we not latcly, in che moon, 
Found a new world, to th’ old unknown ? 
Difcover'd fea and land, Columbus 
And Magellan cow’d pever compafs? 
Made mountains with our tubcs appear, 
And cattle graziny on ‘em there? 
Quoth Hudibras, You lie to ope, 
I, without a telefcope, 
Can find your tricks ont, and defery 
Where you tell truth, and where you lie : 
For Anaxagoras, long agone, 
Saw hills, as well gs you, i’ th’ moon, 
And held the fun was buta piece 
Of redhot iren as big as Greece; 
Beticv'd the heav’ns were made of ftone, 
Lecavie the fun had voided one; 
And rather than he would recant 
Th’ opinion, futfer'd banifhment. 
But what, alas ‘is it to us, 
Wether i’ th’ moon men thus or thus 
Do cat their porridge, cut their corns, 
Or whether they have tails or horns? 
What trade from thence can you advance, 
But what we nearer have from France? 
What can atic travellers bring heme, 
That is not to be learnt at Rome ? 
What politics, ar ftrange opinions, 
"Vbat are not in our own dominions ? 
What feience can be brought from thence, 
In which we do not here commence? 
What revelations, or religions, 
“{ hat are not in our native regions? 
Are fweating laticerns, or fereen- fans, 
Made better there than they’rein France? 
Or do they teach to fing and play 
O’ th’ guitar there a newer way? 
Can they make plays there, that fhall fie 
The public humour with lefs wit ? 
Write wittier dances, quainter thews, 
Or fight with more ingenious blows ? 
Or does the man ? th’ moon Jock big, 
er periwig? 
it, or face, more trisks” 
native hinatics ? 
» him here at home, 
ur defign can come? 
ocomures pent, 
i if downward font, 
spwaid chance to ily, 
es now light and prephecy 3 
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So when your {peculations tend 

Above their juft and ufeful end, 

Although they promife ftrange and great 

Difcoveries of things far fet, 

They are but idle dreams and fancies, 

And favour ftrongly of the ganzas. 

‘Tell me but what ’s the natural caufe 

Why on a fign no painter draws 

‘The full-moon ever, hut the half? 

Refolve that with your Jacob’s ftaff; 

Or why wolves raile a hubbub at her, 

And dogs how! when fhe fhines in water? 

“And [ fhall freely give my vote, 

You may know fomething morc remote, 
At this deep Sidrephel look’d wile, 

And ftaring round with owl like eyes, 

He put his face into a pofture 

Of fapicnce, and began to blufter ; 

Yor having three times fhook his head 

To ftir his wit up, thus he faid: 

Art has no mortal enemies 

Next ignorance, but owls and gecfe ; 

‘Thofe confecrated peefe, in orders, 

"That to the Capitol were warders, 

And being then upon patrol, 

With noife alone beat off the Gaul; 

Or thofe Athenian f{ceptic owls, 

"Phat will not credit their own fouls, 

Or any feience underftand, 

Beyond the reach of eye or hand; 

‘But meas’ring all things by their own 

Knowledge, hold nothing’s to be known 3 

"Thofe wholefale critics, that in coffce- 

Houfes cry down al! philofophy, 

And will not know upon what ground 

In Nature we our doétrine found, 

Although with pregnant evidence 

‘We can demonttrate it to ferfe, 

As I juft now have done to you, 

Foretelling what you came to know. 

Were the ftars only made to light 

Robbers, and burglarers by night? 


"Lo wait on drunkards, thieves, gold-finders, ¢ 


Ani lovers folacing behind doors, 

Of giving one another pledges 

Of matrimony under hedges? 

Or witches fimpling, and on gibbets 
Cutting from malefactors fnippcts ? 
Or from the pill’ry tips of ears 

Of rebel-faints and perjurers, 

Only to ftand by, and look on, 

But not know what is faid or done ? 
Is there a conftellation there 

"That was not born and bred up here ? 
And threfore cannot be to learn 

Jn any inferior concern ? 

‘Were they not, during ail their lives, 
Mott of ’em pirates, Whores, and thieves? 
Ani is it like they have uot flill 

In their old practices for kil? 

4s there a planet that by birth 

Does not derive its houfe from earth, 
And therctore probably muft know 
‘What isand hath been dene below, * 
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Who made tlie Balance, or whence came 

The Bull, the Iion, andthe Ram? 

Did not we hear the Argo rig, 

Make Berenice’s periwig ? 

Whole liv’ry does the coachman wear ? 

Or who made Caffiopeia’s chair ? 

And therefore as they came from hence, 

With us may hold intelligence, 

Plato deny’d the world can be 

Govern’d without geometry, 

(For money b’ing the common f{eale 

Of things by mcafure, weight and tale, 

In all th’ affgirs of church and ftate, 

"Tis both the balance and the weight) 

‘Then much lefs can i} be without 

Divine aftrology made out, 

That puts the other down in warth, 

As far as heav’n’s above the carth, : 
Thefe reafons (quoth the Knight) I grant 

Are fomething more fignificant 

‘Than any that the learned ufe 

Upon this Subject to produce 5 

And yct they're far from (atisfactory, 

‘1’ eftablith and keep up your fafory. 

‘Th’ Egyptians fay, the fun has twice 

Shifted his fetting and his rife ; 

“S'wice has he rifen in the weft, 

As many times fet in the eait; 

But whether that be true or no, 

‘The devil any of you know. 

Some hold the heavens, like a top, 

Are kept by circulation up, m 

And were ’t not for their wheeling round, 

They’d inftantly fall to the ground; 

As fage Emyedocles of old, 

And trom him modern authors hold, 

Plato belicv'd the fun and moon 

Below all other planets run, 

Some Mercury, fome Venus feat, 

Above the fun him{cif in height. 

‘The learned Scaliger cogpplain’d 

*Gainft what Copernicus maintain’d, 

That in twelve hundred years and odd, 

The fun had left its ancient road, 

And nearer to the earth is come 

*Bove fifty thoufand miles from home ; 

Swore ’t was a moft notorious flam, 

.\nd he that had jo littke fhame 

To vent fuch fapperies abroad, 

Deferv’d to have his rump well claw'd;, 

Which Monficur Bodin hearing, fwore 

That he deferv'd the red much more, 

‘That durft upon a trath give doom, 

He knew lefs than the Pope of Rome. 

Cardan believ’d great ftates depend 

Upon the tipo” the’ Bear’s tail’s end, 

“that as the whiik’d it t’wards the fun, 

Strew'd mighty unpizes up and down ; 

Which others fay mutt needs be falfe, 

Bee: our true bears have no tails, 

home iay the Zodiae conftellations 

Have ieng fince chang’d their antique ftations © 

A¥ove a ign, and prove the fame 

In Taurus row, once in the Ram; 
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Affirm’d the Trigons chopp'd and chang’d, 
‘The wat'ry with the fiery rang’d ; 
‘Then how can their effects ftill hold 
To be the fame they were of old? 
"This, though the art were truc, would make 
Our modern foothfayers miftake, 
And is ane caufe they tell mere lies, 
Jn figures and nativities, 
‘Than th’ old Chaldean conjurers, 
In fo many hundred thoufand years ; 
Befide their nonfenfe in tranilating, 
for want of Accidence and Latin, 
Like Idus, and Calend:e, Englifht * 
"The Quarter days, by fkilful linguitt ; 
And yet wich canting, fleight, and cheat, 
°Twill ferve their turn to do the feat; 
Make fools believe in their forefeeing 
Of things befare they are in being ; 
"Lo fwa!low gudgeons e’er they 're catch’d, 
And, count their chickens c’er they ’re hatch’d ; 
Make them the conftellations prampt, 
dAnd give "cm hack their own accompt 5 
Bue {till the beft to him that gives 
“The beft price for ’t, or beft belicves. 
Some towns, fome cities, fome, for brevity, 
Wave caft the verful world’s nativity, 
And made the infant-{tars confefs, 
Like fools or children, what they pleafe. 
Some culculate the hidden fates 
, Of monkeys, puppy-doe's, and cats 5 
Some running nays, and fighting-cocks; 
Some Jove, trade, lawluits, and the pox : 
Some take a meafure of their lives 
Of fathers, mothers, hufbands, wives, 
Make oppofition, trine, and quartile, 
"Tell who is barren, and who fertile; 
As if the planet's firft afpect 
Vhe tender infant did ir fod 
Yn foul and body, and inftit 
AN] fature geod and future ill ; 
Which in their dark faeal’ties lurking, 
At deftin'd periéde fall a-working, 
And break ont, like the hidden feeds 
Of long difeafes, into deeds, 
* In friendfhips, enmities, aint ftrife, 
And all th’ cmergencies of life ; 
Ne fooncr does he peep into 
"rhe world, but he has done his do, 
Catch’d all difeafes, took all phyfic 
"That cures or kills a man that is fick ; 
Marry’d his punctual dofe of wives, 
Is cuckolded, and breaks, or thrives. 
‘There ’s but the twinkling of a ftar 
Between’ a man of peace and war; 
A thief and juftice, fool and knave, 
A huffing off’cer and a flave; 
A crafty lawyer and pickpocket, 
A great philostpher and a blockhead ; 
A formal fircacher and a player, 
 ‘earn’d phyfician and manflayer ; 
As ifmen from the ftars did fuck 
Old age, difcafes, and ill-luck, 
Wit, folly, hovour, virtue, vice, 
‘Srade, travel, women, claps and dice, 
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HUDISRAS. 


Part 12, 


And draw, with the firft air they breathe, 
Battle and murder, fudden death, 
Are not thefe fine commodities a 
To be imported from the fkies, 
And vended here among the rabble, 
For ftaple goods and: warrantable ? 
Like money by the Druids horrow’d, 
In th’ other world to be reftored. 
Quoth Sidrophel, To let you know 
You wrong the art, and artifts too, 
Since arguments are loft on thofe 
‘That do our principles oppofe, 
1 will (although I've done’t before) 
Demonftrate to your fenfe once more, 
And draw a figure that hal] tell you 
What you, perhaps, forget befell you 
By way of horary infpection, 
Which fome account our worft eredtion, 
With that he circles draws, and fquares, 
With ciphers, aftral characters, 
Then looks em o'er to underftand *cm, 
Although fet down habnab, at random 
Quoth he, This fcheme of th’ heavens fet, 
Difcovers how in fight you met, 
At Kingfton, with a May-pole idol, 
And that y’ were bang’d both back and fide well, 
And though you overcame the Bear, 
The Dogs beat you at Brentford fair; 
Where tturdy butchers broke your noddle, 
And handled you like a fop doodle. 
Quoth Hudibras, I now perceive 
You are no conj'rer, by your Icave ; 
That paltry itory is untrue, 
And farg’d to cheat fuch gulls as you. 
Not true! quoth he; Howe’er you vapour, 
{ can what I affirm make appear ; 
Whachum fhall juftify it t’ your face, 
And prove he was upon the place : 
He play'd the faltinbancho’s part, 
Transform’dt’ a Frenchman by my art ; 
He ftole your cloak, and pick’d your pocket, . 
Chows’d and caldes’d ye like a blockhead, 
Avid what you loft I can produce, 
If you deny it, here i’ th’ houfe. 
Quoth Hudibras, I do believe 
That argument’s demonttrative ; 
Ralpho, bear witness, and go fetch us 
A conftable to feize the wretcl.es; 
¥or though they ’re both falfe knaves and cheats,7 
impottors, jugyters, counterfeits, 
I'll make them ferve for perpendic’lars 
As true asc'er were us’d by bricklayers. 
hey ‘re guilty, by their own confellions, 
Of felony, and at the-Seffions, 
Upon the bench, I will fo handle “em, 
That the vibration of this peadulum 
Shail make all tailors” yards of one 
Unavimous opinion; 
A thing he long has vapour’dof, 
But now thall make it cut by proof, 
Quoth Sidrophel, I do not doubt 
To find friends that will bear me out ; 
Nor have I hazarded my art, 
And reck, fo long on the State's part, 


ay 
Conte TTD 
6 . 
” "To be expos’d, i th’ end, to fuffer 

By fuch a braggadocio huffer. 

_ Haffer, quoth Hudibras, this fword 

Shall down thy falfe throdt cram that word. 

Ralpho, make hafte, and call an officer, 

‘To apprehend this Stygian fophitter 5 

Mean-while 1 "ll hold ’em at a bry, 

Left he and Whachum run away. 
But Sidrophel, who from th’ afpect 

Of Hudibras did now cre& 

A figure worfe portending far 

‘Than that of moft malignant flar; 

Believ’d it now the fitreft moment 

‘To fhun the danger that might come on ’t; 

While Hudibras was all alone, 

And he and Whachum, two to one. 

‘This being refolv'd, he {py'd, by chance, 

Behind the door, an iron lance, 

"Phat many a fturdy limb had gor’d, 

And legs, and loins, and fhoulders bor’d; 

He {natch’d it up, and made a pafs, 

‘To make his way through Hudibras. 

Whachum had got a fire-fork, 

With which he vow'd to do his work ; 

But Hudibras was well prepar’d, 

And ftout'ly food upon his guard ; 

He put by Sidrophello’s thruft, 

And in right manfully he rufht; 

The weapon from his gripe he wrang, 

And laid him on the earth along 

Whachum his feacoal prong threw by, 

Aud hafely turn'd his back to fly ; 

But Hudibras gave him a twitch, 

As quick as lightning, in the breech, 

Jutt in the place where honour ’s lodg’d, 

As wife philofuphers have judy'd, 

Becaufe a kick in that place more 

Hurts honour than deep wounds before. 
Quoeth Hudibras, The ftars determine 

You are my prifoners, bafe vermin : 

Could they not tell you fo, as well 

As what I came to know foretel ? 

By this what cheats you are we find, e 

"That in your own concerns are blind. 

Your lives are now at my difpofe, 

‘To be redeem'd by fine of blows: 

But who his honour would defile, 

To take, or fell, two lives fo vile? 

Til give you quarter; but your pillage, 

‘the conqu’ring warrior’s crop and tillage, 

Which with his fword he reaps and plows, 

"That's mine, the law of arms allows. 
“This faid in hafte, in hafte he fell 

‘To rummaging of Sidrophel. 

Firft he expounded both his pockets, 

And found a watch, with rings and lockets, 

Which had been left with him t’ creé& 

A figure for, and fo detect; 

A copperplate, with almanacks 

Engrav'd upon"t, with other knacks 

OF Booker’s, Lilly’s, Sargh Jimmers*, 

And blank fchemes to diufcover nimmers ; 


* John Booker was born in Manchefter, and tas a fa- 
Wnous aflrologer inthe sime of the Civil wars. ite Was a 
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Amoon dial, with Napier's bones, 
And fev’rai conftcllation flones, 
Engrav'd in planetary hours, 

That over mortals had ftrange powers 


_] To make ’em thrive in law or trade, 


And ftab or poifon to evade; 
In wit or wildom to improve, 
And be victorious in love. 
Whachum had neither crofs nor pile, 
His plunder was not worth the while ; 
All which the conqu’ror did difcompt, 
To pay for curing of his rump, 
But Sidrophel,ws full of tricks 
As Rota-men pf politics, 
Straight caft about to overreach 
Th’ unwary congu’ror with a fetch, 
And make him glad, at leaft, to quit 
His victory, and fly the pit, 
Before the fecular prince of darknefs 
Arriv’d to feize upon his carcafs 
And as a fox, with hot puriuit- 
Chas'd through a warren, cafts about 
To fave his credit, and among 
Dead vermin on a gallows hung, 
And while the dogs ran underneath, 
Efcap’d (by counterfeiting death) 
Not out of cunning, but a train’ 
Of atoms juftling in his brain, 
As learn’d philofophers give out 5 
So Sidraphello caft about, 
And fell to ‘s wonted trade again, 
‘To feign himfelf in earneft flain, 
Firtt ftretch’d out one leg, then another, 
And feeming in his breaft to fmother 
A broken figh; quoth he, Where am {? ~ 
Alive, or dead? or which way came 
Through fo immenfe a Space fo foon ? 
But new I thought myfelf i’ th’ moon, 
And that a monfter, with huge whifkers, 
More formidable than a Switzer’s, 
My body through and thrgngh had drilf’d, 
And Whachum by my fide had kill’d, 
Had crof-examin’d both our hole, 
And plunder’d all we had to lofe; 
Look, there he is, I fee him now, 
And feel the place | am_run through: 
And there lics Whachum by my fide 
Stone dead,and in his own blood dy’d. 
Oh ch! with that he fetch’d a groan, 
And fell again into a fweon, 
Shat both his eyes, and ftopt his breath, 
And to the life out-a@ed death, 
That Hudibras, to all appearing, 
Beliew’d him to be dead as herring. 
He held it now no longer fafe ~ 
‘Totarry the return of Ralph, 
But rather leave him in the lurch : 
‘Thought he, he has abus’d our Church; 
Refus’d to give himfelf one firk 
‘Fo carry on the Public Work ; 

N niij 


great acquaintance of Lilly’s; and fo waethis Sarah Jim- 
mers, whim Lily salis Sarab Séelborns a great Specubyy 
. 
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Defpis'd our Synod-men like dist, 

And made their difcipline his fport : 

‘Divulg’d the {ecrets of their Claffes, 

And their Conventions prov’d high places 
- Difparag’d their tythe-pigs, as Pagan, 

And fet at nought their cheefe and bacon ; 

Rail'd at their Cevenant, and jeer’d 

‘Their rev'rend Parfons to my beard; 

For all which fcandals to be quit 

At once, this juncture falls out fit. 

4°! make him henceforth to beware, 

And tempt my fury if he dare : 

Tie muft at leaft hold up his handy 

By twelve frecholders to be {eann’d, 

Who by their skill in palmiftry, 

‘Will quickly read his deftiny, 

And make him glad to read his Jeffon, 

Or wake a turn fort at the Seffion, 
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Unlefs his light and gifts prove truer 
Than ever yct they did, I’m fure; 

For if he ’fcape with whipping now, - 
°Tis more than he can hope to do; 

And that will difengage my Confcience 
Of th’ obligation, in his own fenfe : 

I'll make kim now by force abide 

What he by gentle means deny’d, 

‘To give my hononr fatisfaction, 

And right the Brethren in the action, 
This being refolv'd, with equal fpeed 

And conduct he approach’d his fteed, 
And, with activity unwont, 

Affay’d the lofty beaft to mount; 

Which once achiev’d, he fpurr’d, his palfry 
‘To get fram th’ enemy and Ralph free ; 
Left danger, fears, and foes behind, 

And beat, at leaft three lengths, the wind, 
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Ecce iterum Crifpinus—————+ 


‘Wex1, Sidrophel, though ’tis in vain 

‘fo tamper with your crazy brain, 

‘Without trepanning of your fcull, 

As often as the moon ‘sat full, 

*Tis not amifs, e’er ye’re giv'’n o'er, 

‘To try one defp’rate med’cine more ; 

For where your cafe can be ne worfe, 

‘The defp'rat’{t_is the witeft courfe, 
Is ’t poffible that you, whofe ears 

Are of the tribe of Iffachar’s, 

And might (with equal reafon) cither 

For merit, or extent of leather, 

‘With William Pryn’s, before they were 

Retrench’d and crucify’d, compare, 

Shou'd yet be deaf againft a noife 

So roaring as the public voice ? 

‘That {peaks your virtucs free and loud, 

And openly in ev'ry crowd, 

As loud as one that fings his part 

T’ a wheelbarrow, or turnip-cart, 

Or your new nick-nam’d old invention 

‘Lo cry green Haftings with an engine ; 

(As if the vehemence had ftunn'd, 

And torn your drumheads with the found) 

And caufe your folly’s now no news, 

But overgrown, and out of ufe, 

Perluade yourfelf there's no fuch matter, 

Bur that tis vanifh’d out of Nature; 

When Folly, asit it grows in years, 

‘The more extravagant Zppears; 

For who but you could he poftet 

With fo much ignorance and beaft, 


That neither all men’s {corn and hate, 
Nor being laugh’d and pointed at, 
Nor bray’d fo often in a mortar, 

Can teach you wholfome fenfe and nurture, 
But (like a reprobate) what courfe 
Soever us'd, grow worfe and worfe ? 
Can no transfufion of the blood 

‘That makes fools cattle, doy you good? 
Nor putting pigs t’ a bitch to nurfe, 
To turn em into mongrel curs, 

Put you into a way, at leaft, 

To make yourfelf a better beaft ? 

Can all your critical intrigues, 

Of trying found from rotten eggs; 
Your fev’ral new-found remedies, 

Of curing wounds and {cabs in trees; 
Your arts ot fluxing them for claps, 
And purging their infe@ted faps ; 
Recovering fhankers, cryftallines, 
And nodes and blotches in their rinds, 
Have no effe@ to operate 

Upon that duller block, your pate ? 
Bat {till it muft be lewdly bent 

‘To tempt your own due punifiment; 
And, like your whimfy’d chariots, draw 
‘The boys to courfe you without law ; 
As if the art you have fo Jong 
Profefs'd, of making old dogs young, 
In you had virtue to renew 

Not only youth, but childhand too. 
Can you that underftood all hooks, 


} By judging orly with your looks, 
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Refolve all problems with your face, 

As others do the B’s and A’s; 

Unriddle ail that mankind knows 

With folid bending of your brows; 

All arts and fciences advance, 

With {crewing of your countenance, 
And with a penetrating eye, 

Tato th’ abftrufeft learning pry ; 

Know more of any trade b’ a hint, 
"Than thofe that have been bred up in’t, 
And yet have no art, true or falfe, 

To help your own bad naturals? 

But ftill the more you ftrive t” appear, 
Are found to be the wretcheder ; 

For fools are known by looking wife, 
As men find woodcocks by their eyes. 
Hence *tis that ‘caufe ye 've gain’d 0’ th’ college 
& quarter fhare (at moft) of knowledge, 
And brought in none, but {pent repute, 
‘YY’ affume a pow’r as abfolure 

'To judge, andcenfure, and control, 
Asif you were the fole Sir Poll, 

And faucily pretend to know 

More than your dividend comes to : 
You'll find the thing will not be done 
With ignorance and face alone : 

No, though ye’ve purchas’d to your name, 
In hiftory, fo great a fame; 

‘That now your talent’s fo well known, 
For having all belief outgrown, 

"That ev'ry dtrange prodigious tale 

¥s meafur'd by your German feale— 

By which the virtuofi try 

‘The magnitude of ev'ry lie, 
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Caft up te what it does amount, > 
And place the bigg’ft to your account 5 
That all thofe ftorics that are Jaid 

Too truly to you, and thofe made, 

Are now fiill charg’d upon your fcore, 
And Icffer authors s.am’d no more. 

Alas! that faculty betrays 

Thofe foonett it defigns to raife ; 

And all your vain renown will {poil, . 
Asguns o’erchare’d the more recoil 5 
‘Though he that has but impudence, 

To all things has a fair pretence ; 

And put among his wants bat fhame, 
To all the world may lay his claim : 
‘Though you have try’d that nothing’s borne 
With greater eafe than public feorn, 
‘That alf affronts do {till give place 

To your impenctrable face ; 

‘That makes your way through all affairs, 
As pigs through hedges creep with their's + 
Yct as ’tis counterfeit, and brafs, 

You mnft not think ’t will always pafs; 
For all iwnpoftors, when thcy’re known, 
Are paft their labour, and undone : 

And all the beft that cam befal 

An artificial natural, 

Is that which madmen find, as foon 

As once they're broke loofe from the stioon, 
And, proof againft her influence, 

Relapfe to e’er fo little fenfe, 

‘To turn ftark fools, and fabjedte fit 

For fport of hoys and cabbic-wit, 
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PART UL CANTO L . 


The Argument. 


The Knight and Squire refolve at once; 

"Vhe one the other to renounce ; 

‘They both approach the Lady’s hower, 

‘The Squire t’ inform, the Knight to woo her, 
She treats them with a mafquerade, 

By Furies and Hobgoblins made; 

From which the Squire conveys the Knight, 
And fteals him from himfcif by night, 





a 
> "Ts true no lover has that pow’s Or fer a lady tender-hearted, 
‘'f’ enforce a defperate amour, ~ {Im purling ftreams or hemp departed ? 
As he that has two ftrings t’ his bow, Leap’d headlong int’ Elyfium, 
And burns for love and money tov; ‘Through the windows of a dazzling room 
For then he’s brave and refolute, But for fome crofs ili-natur’d dame, 
Difdains to render in his {uit ; ‘The am’rous fly burnt in his flame. 
Has all his flames and raptures double, ‘This to the Knight would be no news, 
And hangs or drowns, with half the trouble ; With all mankind fo much in ufe, 
While thofe who fillily purfue Who therefore took the wifer courfe, * 
The fimple, downright way and true, To make the moft of his amours, 
Make as unlucky applications, Refoly'd to’try all forts of ways, 
And fteer againft the ftream their paffions, As follows in due time and place. 
Some forge their miftrefles of ftars, No fooner was the bloody fight 
And when the ladies prove averfe, Between the Wizard and the Knight, 
And more untoward to be won With all th’ apputenances, over, 
‘Than by Caligula the moon, But he relaps’d again t’ a lover, 
Cry out upon the ftars for doing As he was always wont to do, 
Ul offices, to crofs their wooing, When he ‘ad difcomfited a foe, 
When only by thermfelves they're hind’red, And us'd the only antique philters, 
For trutting thofe they made her kindred, Deriv’d from old heroic tilters. 
And ftill the harfher nade bouniten But now triumphant and viGorious, 
~The damfels prove, hecime the fonder; Hic held th’ achievement was too glorious 
For what mad lover ever dy'd For fuch a conqueror to meddle 


‘To gaig a loft and gentle bride? | With petty conftable or beadle, 


Or fly For refuge to thé hoftefs 

‘Of th’ inns of Court and Chancery, Julftice ; 
‘Who might, perhaps, 1cduce his caule 

‘To th ordeal trial of the laws, 

“Where none efcape, but fuch as branded 

| ‘With redhot irons have paft bare-handed ; 

‘And if they cannot read one verfe 

Y th’ Péalms, muft fing it, and that's worlc, 
He, thenefore, judging it below him 

‘To tempt a fhame the devil might owe him, 
Refolv d to leave the Squire for bail 

‘And mainprize for him to the jad, 

To anfwer, with his veffel, all . 

‘That might difattroufy befal, 

And thought it now the fittet junéure 
‘To give the lady a rencourter. 

T’ acquaint her with his expedition, 

And conyuett o'er the fierce magician 5 
Deleribe the manner of the fray, 

And shew the fpoils he brought away ; 

His bloody feourging aggravate, 

"The number of the blows, and weight ; 
All which might probably fucceed, 

‘And gain belicf he ‘ad done the deed : 
Which he refolv'd t’ enforce, and {pare 

No pawning: of his foul to fwear 5 

But rather than produce his back, 

To fet his «onfcience on the rack 5 

And in pus fuance of his urging 

Of articles perforn’d and fcourging, 

And all things clfe, upon his part, 
Demand de liv’ry of Jer heart, 

Her goods, and chattles, and good graces, 
And perfor, up to his-embraces 
Thought, {ne the ancient errant kr 
Won all their ladies’ hearts in fig 
And cut w hole giants into frirters, 

‘To put the m into am'rous twitters 5 
Whofe {tui dborn bowels fcorn’d to yield, 
Until thee- gallants were half-kill’d 5 

But wher their bones were drubb’d fo fore, 
They dur! ¢ not woo one combat more, 
"The ladic ’ hearts be gan to melt, 
Subdu’d t y blows their Jovers felt. 

So Spanif heroes, with their lances, 

At once 1 vound bulls’ and ladies’ fancics 3 
‘And he : cquires the nobleft fpoufe 

"That wid ows greateft herds of cows; 
Then wk ut mutt I expe& to do, 

Who've « sucll’d fo val a buffalo? 
Meanwh ‘le the Squire was on his way, 
The Kner tht’s late orders to ey; 

Who fen : him fer a ftrong dgtachment 

OF beac} :5 conftables,and watchmen, 

T° attach. the cunning man, for plunder 
Gommitt ed falfely on his lumber 3 

‘Wren hrs, who had fo lately fack'd 

The ene wy, had dene the fad, 

Had rift -dall his pokes and fobs 

Of givu racks, whims, and juggumbobe, 
Which ‘ae by hook or crook bad gather d, 
Ard for his own invertions father'd 5 

1 w! acn they fhould, st gaol delivery, 

24‘: one another's 
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“To make him curry his own hide, / 


Part Ill, 


Both might have evidence enough hee 


To render neither halter-proof : 
He thought it defperate to tarry, af 
And venture to be acceffary ; 
But rather wifeiy {lip his fetters, : 
‘And leave them for the Knight, his betters. 
He cali’d to mind th’ unjuft foul play 
He would have offer’d him that day, _ 
a 
Which no beaft ever did befide, 
Without all poflible evafion, 
But of the riding cifpenfation : 
And therefore much about the hour 
ihe Knight (for reafons told before) 
Refelv'd to leave him to the fury 
Of Juftice, and an unpack’d jury, 
the Squire concurr’d t’ abanden him, 
And ferve him in the felf-fame trim ; 
‘LT’ acquaint the Lady what he ‘ad done, 
And what he meant to carry on; 7 
What project "twas he went about, 
When Sidrophel and he fell out; 
His firm and ftcdfait refolution, 
lo fwear her to an execution ; 
‘Yo pawn his inward ears to marry her, 
And bribe the devil himfelf to carry her 5 
In which both dealt, as if they meant 
their party-faints to reprefent, 
Who never fail’d, upon their fharing 
In any profperous arme-bearing, 
Fo lay themfelves cut to fupplant 
Each other coufin-german faint. 
Bute’er the Knight couid do his part, 
‘The Squire had got fo much the fart, 
He ’ad to the Lady doxe his errand, 
And told her all his’tricks aforehand. 
Juft ae he finifl’d his report, 
Lhe Knight alighted in the, court, 
And having ty’d his beaft t’ a pale, 
And taking time for both to ftale, 
He put his band and beard in order, 
“Phe fprucer to accoft and board her : 
nd new began t" approach the door, 
When fhe, wh’ had fpy’d him out before, 
Convey'd th’ informer eut of fight, 
nd went to entertain the Knight 5 
With whom encount’ring, after longees 
OF humble and fubmifiive congees, 
And all due ceremonies paid, 
He Qroak’d his beard, and thus he faid 
Madam, | Go, as is my duty, 
Honour the fhadow of your fhoe-tie ; 
And now am come, to bring your car 
A prefent you'll be glad to hear 5 
At leaft I hope fo : the thing’s dones 
Or may I never fee the fun; 
Yor which | humbiy now demand 
Performance at your gentle hand ; 
And that you'd pleafe to do your party 
As} have done mine, to my fmart. 
With that he shrugg'd his Qurdy back 
As if he felt his fhoulcers eke + 
But the, who well enon, h knew what 
(Before he Spoke) he would beat, 
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Pretended not to epprehend 
} TE myftery of what ke mean’d, 
And Nerefere with’d him to expound 
His dask expreffions lefs profound. 
adyin, quoth he, I come to prove 
Hox much I've fuffer’d for your love, 
What (like your votary) to win, 
Thave not fpar’d my tatter’d dkin ; 
And, for thofe meritorious lathes, 
To claim youy favour and good graces. 
Quoth the, I do remember once 
I freed you from th’ enchanted. fconce, 

. And that you promie'd, for that favour, 

| To bind your back to th’ good behaviour, 
And, for my fake and fervice, vaw’d 

} ‘To lay upon't a heavy load, 

i «And what ’t would bear t’ a fcruple prove, 
As other knights do oft make love ; 
Which whether you have done or no 
Concerns yourfelf, not me, to know 3 
But if you have, I hall confefs 

VY’ are honefter than I could guefs. 
Quoth he, If you fufpeé my troth, 
I cannot prove it but by oath: 
And if you make a queftion on’t, 
Vl pawn my foul that | have don’t: 
And he that makes his foul his furety, 
think, docs give the beft fecur’ty. 
Quoth the, Some fay the foul’s fecure 
Againft diftrefs and forfeiture ; 
Xs free from action, and exempt 
From execution and contempt ; 
‘And to be fummon’d to appear 
In th’ other world’s illegal here, 
And therefore few make any account 
Int’ what incumbrances they run ’t : 
For moft men carry things fo even 
Between this world, and hell, and heaven, 
Without the leat offence to either, 
They freely deal in all together, 
And equally abhor to quit . 
This world for both, or both for it; 
And when they pawn and damn their fouls, 
‘They are but pris’ners on paroles, 
for that, quath he, ‘tis rational, 
‘They may b’ accountable in all : 
Wor when there is that intercourfe 
Between divine and human pow’rs, 
That all chat we determine here 
Commands obedience every where ; 
‘When penalties may be commuted 
For fincs, or ears, and executed, * 
It follows nothing binds fo faft 
As fouls in pawn and mortgage paft : 
For oaths are th’ only tefts and feals 
Of right and wrong, and true and falfe ; 
And there's no other way to try 
‘The doubts of law and juftica by. 

‘ Quoth the, What is it you Would {wear ? 

{There's no believing till [ hear : 

1 For, ‘till they re nncerSood, all tales 

| (Like nontenfe) are not true nér falic. 


Quoth he, Wheu I age t obey 











What you commanded thifother day, 
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And to perform my erercife, 

{As fchools are wont) for your fair exes, 
'T’ avoid all {cruples in the cafe, 

I went to do ’t upon the place; 

But as the caftle is enchanted 

By Sidrophel the witch, and haunted 
With evil fpirits, as you know, 

Who took my Squire and me for twog 
Before I'd hardly time to lay 

My weapons by, and difarray, 

Theard a formidable noife, 

Loud as the Stentrophonic voice, 

That roar'd far off, Difpatch, and firip, 
Fm ready with th)infernal whip, 

‘That fhall diveft thy ribs of tkin, 

‘To expiate thy ling’ring fin ; 

Thou ’aft broke perfidioufiy thy oath, 
And not perform’'d thy plighted troth, 
But fpared thy rencgado back, 

Where thon ‘adit fo great a prize at flake, 
Which now the Fates have order’d me, 
For penance and revenge, to flea, 

Unlefs thou prefently make hafte ; 

Tune is, time was; and there jt ceafte 
With which, though ftartled, I confcfa, 
Yet th’ horror cf the thing was lefs 

‘Than the other difmal apprehenfion 

Of interruption or prevention ; 

And therefore {natching up the rod, 
(laid upon my back a Joad, 

Refolv'd to fpare no fleth and blood, 

‘Lo make my word and honour good ; 
“Ci tir’d, and taking truce at length, 

For new recruits of breath and ftrengthy 
{felt the blows ftill ply’d as faft, 

As if they ’ad been by lovers plac’d, 
Tn raptures of Platonic lafhing, 

And chafte contemplative bardafhing 5 
When facing haftily about, 

‘Yo ftand upon my guard and fcout, 

J found th’ infernal cunning man, 
And th’ under-witch, hig Caljban, 
With feourges (like the Furies) arm’d, 
That on my outward quarters ftorm’d, 
In hafte I fnatch’d my weapon up, 
And gave their hellifk rage a ftop ; 
Call'd thrice upon your name, and fell, 
Courageoufly on Sidrophel, ; 
Who now, transform’d himfelf ta bear, Ray} 
Began to roar aloud and tear; : 
When 1 a3 furioufly prefe’d on, 

My weapon down his throat to run, 

Laid hoid on him, but he broke loofe, 

Aud turn’d himfelf into a goofe, : 

Div'd under water, in a pond, 

‘Vo hide himfelf from being found. 

In vain } t him; but as foon 

As I perceiv'd him fled and gone, 

Prepar'd, with cqual hafte and Tage, 

His under-i to enguse; 

Put bravely fcornicg to defile 

blood, and vile, 

ma quick : 

sut a kiotted itick, 
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‘With which I furioufly laid on, 
"Till in a harfh and doleful tone 
It roar’d, O hold for pity, Sir; 
1am too great a fufferer, 
Abus'd, as you have been, b” a witch, 
But conjur’d int’ a worfe caprich, 
. Who fends me out on many a jaunt, 
Old houfes in the night to haunt, 
For epportunities t’improve 
Defigns of thievery or love 5 
‘With drugs convey'd in drink or meat, 
All feats of witches counterfeit, 
Kill pigs and geefe with powder’d glafs, 
And make it for enchantment pols; 
‘With cow-itch meazle like a leper, 
And choke with fumes of Guiuey pepper 5 
‘Make letchers, and their punks, with dewtry, 
Commit fantaftical advowtry ; 
Betwitch Hermetic men to run 
Seark faring mad with manicon ; 
Believe mechanic virtuofi 
Can raife ‘em mountains in Potofi; 
And fillier than the antic fools, 
‘Take treafure for a heap of coals; 
Scek out for plants with fignatures, 
"To quack, of univerfal cures ; 
‘With figures ground on panes of glafs, 
‘Make people on their heads to pats; 
And mighty heaps of coin increafe, 
Reflected from a fingle piece ; 
To draw in fools, whofe nat’ral itches 
Incline perpetually to witches, 
And keep me in continual fears, 
And danger of my neck and cars; 
‘When tefs delinquents have been fcourg’d, 
And hemp on wooden anvils forg’d, 
Which others for ¢ravats have worn 
About their necks, and tools a turn. 
1 pity’d the fad punifhment 
‘The wretched caitiff underwent, 
Anil held my drubbing of his bones 
Too great an honoug for pultrones; 
For knights are bound te feel no blows 
From paltry and unequal foes, 
‘Who when they flafh. and cut to pieces, 
Do all with civilleft addreffes 5 
"Their horfes never give a blow, 
But when they make a leg and bow. 
1 therefore fpar'd his flesh, and preft him 
About the witch with many a queft’on. 
uoth he, For many years he drove 
A kind of broking trade in love, 
Employ’d in all th’ intrigues, and truft, 
Of feeble {peculative luft ; 
-Procurer to th’ extravagarcy 
And crazy tibaldry of fancy. 
By thofe te devil had forfook, 
As things below him, to provoke; 
But b’ing a virtuofo, able 
To fmatter, quack, and cant, and dabble, 
Hie held his talent moft adroit, 
For any myttical exploit, 
‘As others of his tribe had done, 
And rais’d their prices three to one 5 
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For one predicting pimp has th’ odds 
Of chaldrons of plain downright bawds, 
But as an elf (the dev'l’s valet) 

Is not fo flight a thing to get, 

For thofe that do his bus'nefs beft, 

In hell are us’d the reggedett, 

Before fo meriting a perfon 

Cou’d get a grant, but in reverfion, 

He ferv'd two’ prentieethips, and longer, 
Vth’ mylUry of a lady monger. 
For (as fome write) a witch's ghoft, 

As foon as from the body loft, 

Becomes a puny imp itfelf, 

And is another witch's clf, 

He, after fearching far and near, 

At length found one in Lancafhire, 
With whom he bargain’d beforehand, 
And, after hanging, entertain’d : 

Since which he ’as play’d a thoufand feats, 
And practif’d all mechanic cheats; 
‘Transform'd himfelf to th’ ugly fhapes 
Of wolves, and bears, baboons, and apes, 
Which he has vary’d more than witches, 
Or Pharaoh's wizards, cou'd their witches; 
And all with whom he ’as had to do, 
Turn’d to as monftrous figures too ; 
Witnefs myfelf, whom he has abus’d, 
And to this beaftly fhape reduc’d, 

By feeding me on beans and peafe 

He crams in nafty crevices, 

And turns to comfits by his arts, 

To make me relifh for deferts, 

And one by one, with fhame and fear, 
Lick up the candy‘d provender. 
Befide—But as h’ was running on, 

To tell what other feats he ’ad done, 
The Lady ftopt his full career, 

And told him now ’t was time to hear. 
If half thofe things ({aid fhe) be truc, 
(‘They ’re al, (quoth he) 1 fwear by you) 
Why then, faid fhe, that Sidrophel 

Has damn’d himfelf to th’ pit of hell, 
Who, mounted on a broom, the nag, 
eAnd hackney of a Lapland hag, 

In queft of you came hither pot, - 
Within an hour (I'm fure) at moft, 
‘Who told me all you fwear and fay, 
Quite contrary another way 5 

Vow’d that you came to him, to know 
If you fhou'd carry me or no, 

Aud would have hit’d him and his imps, 
To be your matchmakers and pimps, 

T’ engage the devil on your fide, 

And fteal (like Proferpinc) your bride; 
But he difdaining to embrace 

So filthy a defign and bafe, 

You fell to vapouring and huffing, 

And drew upon hinglike a ruifian ; 
Surpris’d him me: unprepar’d, 
Before he ‘ad time to mount his guard, . 
And left him dead upon the ground, 
With many a bruife and defp’rate wound; 
Swore you had broke’and robb’d his houfey 
And ftule his talifmanigye loufe, 


Lante F, 
And all his new-found old inventions, 
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Whuiyh he could bring out where he had, 
And sghat he bought them for, and paid ; 
lis flea, his morpion, and punefe, 
Held gotten for his proper eafe, 
Anaall in perfect minutes made, 

By th’ ab’left arcitt of the trade ; 
Which (he could prove it) fince he loft, 
He has been gaten up almoft, i 
And altogether might amount 

‘Vo many hundreds on account ; 

For which he’ad got fufficient warrant 
‘To feize the malefactor’s errant, 
Without capacity of bail, 

But of a cart’s or horfe’s tail; 

And did not doubt to bring the wretches 
‘To ferve for pendulums to watches, 
Which, modern virtuoft fay, 

Incline to hanging every way, 

Befide, he fwore, and {wore ’t was true, 
‘That ¢'er he went in queft of you, 

He fer a figure to difcover 

H you were fled to Rye or Dover, 

And found it clear that, to betray 
Yourfelves and me, you fled this way, 
And that he was upon purfuit, 

To take you fomewhere hereabout, 

He vow’d he had intelligence 

Of all that pafs'd before or fince, 

And found that, e’er you came to him, 
You ’d heen engaging life and Jimb 
About a cafe of tender confcience, 


- Where both abounded in your own fenfe, 
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‘Till Ralpho, by his light and grace, 
Had clear'd all {cruples in the cafe, 
And prov'd that you might fwear and own 
Whatever 's by the Wicked done, 

For which, mot bafely to requite 

‘Lhe fervice of his gifts and light, 

You ftrove t’ oblige him, by main force, 
‘To {courge his riba inttead of your’s, 
But that he ftood upon his guard, 

And all your vapouring outdar’d ; 

For which, between you both, the feat 
Has never been perfornr’d as yet. 

While thus the Lady talk’d, the Knight 
‘Turn’d th” outfide of his eyesto white; " 
(As men of inward light are wont 
‘To turn their optics in upon ’t) 

He wonder'd how fhe came tu know 
What he had done, and meant te do ‘ 
Heid up his affidavit hand, 

As if he’ad been to be arraign’d: 
Caft towards the door a ghaftly lock, 
In dread of Sidrophel, and {poke : 

Madam, if but one word be true 

Of all the wizard has told you, 

Or bat one fingle circumftance 

in all th’ apocryphal romance, 

May dreadful earthquakes fwallew down 
‘This veilel, that is all your own 3 

Qramay the heavens fall, 
agle reliques of your cont 
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You have provided well (qouth fhe) 
{i thank you} fer yourfelf and me, 
And fhewn your Prefbyterian wits 
Jump pun@ual with the Jefuits; 
A moft compendious way, and civil, 
At once to cheat the world, the devil, 
And heaven and hell, yourfelves, and thofe 
On whom you vainly think t’ impofe. 
Why then, (quoth he) may hell furprife; 
‘That tnck (faid fhe) will not pafs twice 
I’ve learn’d how far I'm to believe . ” 
Your pinning oaths upon you fleeve; 
But there’s a better way of clearing 
What you would p-ove, than downright {wearing 9 
For if you have perform’d the feat, ed 
‘rhe blows are vifible as yet, 
Enough to ferve for fatisfacion 
Of niceft fcruples in the action; 
And if yeu can produce thofe knobs, 
Although they're but the witch’s drabs, 
Cll pafs them all upon account, 
As if your nat’ral felf had don’t ; 
Provided that they pafs th’ opinion 
Of able juries of old women, 
Who us’d to judge all matter of fads 
For bellies, may do fo for backs. 

Madam, (quoth he) your love’s a million, 

‘To do 1s lefs than to he willing, 

As I am, were it in my power, 

‘T’ obey what you command, and more : 
But for performing what you bid, 

1 thank you as much as if I did, 

You know I ought to have a care, 

To keep my wounds from taking air; 
For wounds in thofe that are all 

Are dangerous in any part. 

I find (quoth fhe) my goods and chattels 
Are like to prove but mere drawn battles 
For fill the longer we contend, 

We are but farther off the end ; 

But granting now we fhould agree, 

it you expe from me? 

plighted faith (quoth he) and word 
You paft in heaven on record, 

Where all contracts, to have and ¢’ hold, 
Are everlaftingly cnroll’d; 

And if ’tis counted treafon here 

To raze records,’tis much more there, 

Quoth the, There are no bargains driv’n, 
Nor martiages clapp’d up, in heav’n, 

And that’s the reafon, as fome guefs, 
There is no heav’n in marriages 5 
Two things that naturally prefs 
‘Too narrowly, to be at eafe; 

Their bus"ucls there is enly love, 
Which marriage is not like t’ improve 3 _ 
Love, that’s too gen’rous t’ abide 
‘To be againft its nature ty’d ; 

For. where ’tis of itfelf inclin’d, 

It breaks loofe when it is confin'd, 
And like the foul, its harbourer, 
Debarr’d the frcedom of the air, 
Difdums againft its will to flay, 

But flruggtes our, und flies away; 
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And therefore never can comply 

TY’ endure the matrimonial tie, 

"That binds the female and the male, 
Where th’ one is but the other’s bail 5 
Like Roman gaolers, when they flept, 
Chain’d to the prifoners they kept, 

Of which the true and faithfull'ft lover 
Gives beft fecurity to fuffer. 

‘Marriage is but a beait, fome fay, 
"That carries double in foul way, 

And therefore ’tis not to bh’ admir’d 

Et fhould fo fuddenly be tir’d; 

A bargain, at a venture made, 
Between two partners in a trades 

(For what’s inferr'd by t” have and t’ hold, 
But fomething’ patt away, and fold!) 
"That, as it makes but one of two, 
Reduces ali things elf as low, 

‘And at the bet is but a mart 

Between the one and th’ other part, 
"That on the marriage day is paid, 

Or hour of death, the bet is laid ; 

‘And all the reft of better er worfe, 
Both are but lofers out of purfe : 

For when upon their ungot heirs 

Th’ enrail themfclves, and all that’s theirs, 
"What blinder bergain e’er was driv’n, 
Or wager laid at fix and fev’n? 

'To pafs themfelves away, and turn 
"Their children's tenants e’er they’re born? 
Beg one another idiot 

To guardians, e’er they are begot ; 

Or ever shall, perhaps, hy th’ one 
‘Who's bound to vouch ’em for his own, 
Though got b’ implicit generation, 
And gen’ral club of all the nation ; 
For which she’s fortify’d no lefa 

"Than all the ifland, with four feas ; 
Extracts the tribute of her dower, 

In ready infolence and power, 

And makes him pafs away, to have 
And hold, to her, himfclf, her flave. 
‘More wretched than an ancient villain, 
Condemn’d to drudgery and tilling ; 
While all he does upon the by, 

She is not bound to jultify, 

Nor at her. proper eoft and charge 
‘Maintain the feats he does at large. 

Such hideons fots were thofe obedient 
Old vaffals to their ladies regent, 

To give the cheats the eldeft hand 

In foul play by the laws o’ tlr land, , 

For which fo many a legal cuckold 
Has been run down in courts, and truckell’d 
~ A law that moft unjuftly yokes 

AH Johns of Stiles to Joans of Noakes, 
‘Without diftingtion of degree, 
Condition, age, or quality 5 

Admits no pow'r of revocation, 

Nor valuable confideration, 

‘Nor writ of Error, nor reverle 

Of judgment paft, tor better or worfe 5 
Will not allow the privileges 

"Phet beggars challenge under hedges, 
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Their fp’titual judges of divorces, és 

While nothing elfe but rem in re f 

Can fet the proudeft wretches free 5 ie 

A flavery beyond enduring, 

But that ‘tis of their own procuring. 

As fpiders never fcek the fly, 

But leave him of himfelf, t’ apply ; 

So men are by themfeves employ’d, 

To quit the freedom they enjoy’d, /~ 

And run their necks into a noofe, : 

They'd break ’em after to break loofe. 

As fome whom death would not depart, 

Have done the feat themfelves by art. 

Like Indian widows, gone to bed, 

In flaming curtains, to the dead ; 

And men as often dangled for’t, 

And yet will never leave the fport. 

Nor dothe ladies want excufe 

For all the ftratagems they ufe, 

To gain th’ advantage of the fet, 

And lurch the amorous rook and cheat. 

For as the Pythagorean foul 

Runs throngh all beats, and fifh, and fow 

And has a {mack of ev’ry one, 

So love does, and has ever done; 

Ard therefore though ’tis ne’er fo fond, 

Takes ftrangely to the vagabond. 

’Tis but en ague that’s reverit, 

Whofe hot fit takes the patient firft, 

‘That after burns with cold as much 

As iron in Greenland does the touch ; 

Melts in the furnace of defire, 

Like glafs, that’s but tle ice of fire; 

And whcn his heat of fancy’s over, 

Becomes as hard and frail a lover ; 

For when he's with love-powder laden, 

And prim’d and coak’d by Mifs or Madam, 

‘The fmallef fparkle of an eye 

Gives fire to his artillery, 

And of the loud oaths go, but, while 

‘They’re in the very a@, recoil ; 

Hence ’tis fo few dare take their chance 

Without a fep'rate maintewance ; 

And widows, who have try’d one lover, 

‘Truft none again till they’ve made over; 

Or if they do, before they marry , 

‘he foxes weigh the geele they carry, 

And e’er they venture o’er a ftream, 

Know haw to fize themfelves and then, 

Whence wittiett ladies always choole 

To undertake the heavicft goole; 

For now the world is grown fo wary, 

“Phat few of either fex dare marry, 

ather truft, on tick, t? amours, 

3 and pile for better or worfe ; 

hat is held honourable 

s French, and fafhjonable; 

fer when it falls out for the beft, 

Where both are incommoded Seaft, 

In foul avd body two unite 

‘Yo make up ene hermaphrodite, 

Still amorcus, and foXg, and billing, 

Lake Philip and Maryn a shilling, 
nq 
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hey’ve taote paddtilfos and capriched 
etween the petticoat and breeches, 
More petulant extravagaices, 
‘TE yp poets thake *em in romances; 
“Though when their heroes ‘fpoufe the dames, 
Ve bear no more of charms and flames ; 
Nc then their late attracts decline, 
Add turn as eager as prick’d wine, 
And allstheir catterwauling tricks, 
In coradbgo as jealous piques, ~ 
Which th’ Ancients wilely fignify’d 
By th’ yellew’ miuantos of the bride + 
For jealoufy is but a kind 
Of clap and grincam of the mind, 
‘The natural effects of tove, 
As other flames and aches prove : 
But all the mifchief is, the doubt 
On whofe account they firft broke out, 
For though Chincfes goto bed. 
And lic-in in their ladies ftead, 
‘And for the pains they took hefore, 
Are nurs’d and pamper’d to do more, 
Our green-men do it worfe, when th’ hap 
"Fo fall in labour of a clap; 
Both lay the child to one another, 
But whv’s the father, who the mother, 
’Tis hard to fay in multitudes, 
Or who imported the French goods. 
But health and ficknefs b ing all one, 
Which both engag’d before to own, 
And are not with theis bodies hound 
‘fo worthip, only when they're found, 
Both give and take their equal shares 
Of all they fuller by falle wares; 
A fate no lover can divert 
With all-his caution, wit, and art ¢ 
For ‘tis in vain to think to guefs 
At women by appearances, 
"That paint and patch theit imperfections 
Of intelleétual complexicns, 
And daub their tempers o’er with wafhes 
‘As artificial as their faces; 
Wear under vizard-niafks their talents, 
And mother-wits before thelr gatlants 3 
Until they’re hamper’d in the neofe, 
‘Too fatt to dream of breaking loofe; 
‘When all the flaws they ftrove to hide 
Arc made unready with the bride, 
That with her wedding-cloaths undreffes 
Her complaifanee and gentileffes; 
“Fries all her arts to take upon her 
‘The government, from th’ cafy owner ; 
Until the wretch is glad to wave 
His lawful right. and turn her flave 
Find all his having and his holding 
Reduc'd t° eternal noife and feolding ; 
Vhe conjugal petard, that tears, 
Down all portcullices of ears, 
And makes the volly cf one tongue 
x“ For all their Jeathern fhields too flrong: 
[nei only arni’d with noife and_ nails, 





‘The female filk worms cide the males, 
Transform ‘em inte rgcis and goats 
é Like Syrens, with vir charming notes 5 
mf 
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Sweet as a fereechowl’s ferenidé, 
Or thofe enchanting murmurs made 
By th’ hufband mandrake, and the'wife; 
Both bury’d (like themfelves) alive. 
Quoth he, Thefe reafons are but ftrains 

Of wanton over-heated brains, 
Which ralliers in their wit or drink 
De rather wheedle with than think ; 
Man was not man in Paradife, 
Until he was created twice, 
And had his better half, his bride, 
Carv'd from th’ origival, his fide, 
'T’ amend his natural defects, 
And perfect his recruiting fex ; 
Enlarge his breed, at once, and leffcm 
"rhe pains and Jabour of increafing, 
By changing them for other cares, 
As by his dry’d-up paps appears. 
His body that ftupendous frame, 
Of all the world the anagram, 
1s of two cqual parts compact, 
In fhape and fymmetry exadt, 
Of which the left and female fide 
Is to the manly right a bride, 
Both join’d together with {uch art, 
‘That nothing cle but death can part, 
Thofe heav’nly attraéts of your's, your eyeby 
And face, that all the world furprife, 
‘That dazzle all that look upon ye, 
And fcerch all.other ladies tawny ; 
Vhofe ravifhing and charming graces. 
Are all made yp of two half faces 
‘That, in a mathematic line, 
Like thofe in other heav’ns, join ; 
Of which, if either grew alone, _ 
*Twoukd fright as much to look upon 3 
And fo would that fweet bud, your lip, 
Without the other’s feltowfhip. 
Our nobleft fenfes a@ by pairs, 
Two eyes to fee, to hear two ears; 
Th’ incelligencers of the mind, 
To wait upon the foul defign’d; 
But thofe that ferve the Body’ alone 
Are fingle and confin’d to one. 
The world is but two parts, that mect. 
And clofe at th’ equinodtial fit; 
And fo are all the works of Nature, 
Stamp’d with her fignature on matter 5 
Which all her creatures, to a leaf, 
Or fmalloft blade of grafs, receive. 
All which fefficiently declare 
How entirely marriage is her care, 
The only method that the ufes 
In all the wonders fhe produces; 
And thofe that take their rales from het 
Can never be deeeiv'd nor err a 
For what fecures the civil life, 
But pawns of children, and a wife 2 
That lie, like bottages, at ftake, 
To pay for all men undertake 5 
"Yo whom it is as neceflary, 
As to be born and breathe, to marry $ 
So univerfal, all mankind 
In nothing elfe is of cne mind i 
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For in what ftupid age or nation 
‘Was marriage ever out of fathion ? 
- Unlefearnong the Amazons, 
* Of cloifter’d Friars-and Vettal nuns, 
Or Stoics, who, to bar the freaks 
And loofe exceffes of the iex, 
Prepoft’roufly would have all women 
Tarn’d up to all the world in commen ; 
‘Though men wauld find fuch-mortal feuds 
hn sharing of their public goods, 
*Twould put them to more charge of lives, 
~ Than they re fupply’d: with now by wives, 
Until they graze, and wear their clothes, 
As beafts do, of their native growths ; 
‘For fimple wearing of their horns 
= Will not fuffice to ferve their turns. 
For what can we pretend t’ inherit, 
“Unlefs the marriage-dced will bear it ? 
Could claim no right to lands or rents, 
But for our parents’ fettlements 5 
‘Had been but younger fons o’ th’ earth, 
Debarr’d it all, but for our birth, 
‘What honours, or eftatcs of peers, 
€ould be preferv'd but by their heirs? 
And what fecurity maintains 
‘Their right and title, but the bans ? 
‘What crowns could be hereditary, 
Hf greareft monarehs did not marry, 
_ And. with their conforts confummate 
“Lneir weightich intcrefts of ftate? 
For all the amours of princes are 
But guarantees of (peace or wary 
Or what but marriage has a charm, 
"The rage of empires to difarm? 
Make blood and defolation cvafe, 
>And fire and {word unite in peace, 
‘When all their fierce eontefts for forage 
Gonclude in articles of marriage ? 
Nor docs the genial bed provide 
Lefs for the int’refts of the bride, 
Who elfe had not the leaft pretence 
‘F" as muchas due benevolence; 
Gould no mere title tak@ upon her 
‘To virtue, quality, ard-houour, 
» Than ladies errant unconfin'’d, 
P. And feme-coverts t? all mankind, 
* All women would be of one piece, 
° "The virtuous matron, and the miis ; 
"The nymphs of chafle Diana’s train, 
"The fame with thofe in Ikewkuer’s lane, 
“Hut for the diffrence marriage makes 
>Twixt wives and Jadies of the Lakes; 
Befides the joys cf piace and birth, 
© The fex’s paradife on carth, 
# privilege fo fucred held, 
‘Yhat none will to their mothers yield, 
But rather than not go before, 
Abandon heaven at the door = 
* And if th’ indulgent law allows 
Acgreater freedom to the fpoufe, 
"Lhe reaion is, because the wife 
Runs greater hazards of her Jife 
is trufted with the form and matter 
Gf all mankind, by careful Nature, 
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Where man brings nothing but the uke 
She franies the wondrous fabric of; 
Who therefore, in a ftrait, may freely 
Demand the clergy of her belly, 
And make it fave her the fame way 
It Seldom. miffes to betray, 
Unlefs both parties wifely enter 
Into the Liturgy indenture. 
And though fume fits of fmall centeft 
Sometimes fall out among the beft, _.” 
That is n0 more than ev'ry lover 
Does from his hackney lady fuffer ; - 
‘That makes no breach of faith and lovey 
But rather (fometimes) ferve t’ improve : 
For as, in running, ev'ry pace 
Is but between two legs a race, 
In which hoth do their uttermoft 
To get before and win the poft. 
Yet when they 're at their races’ ends, 
‘They 're ftill as kind and conftant friends, 
And, to rclieve their wearinefs, 
| By turns give one another eafe ; 
So all thofe falfe alarms of {trite 
Between the hufband and the wife, 
Ané little quarrels, often prove 
‘To be but new recruits of love, 
When thofe who're always kind or coy, 
In time muft either tire or cloy. 
Nor are the loudeft clamours more 
a an as they ’re relith’d {weet or four 5, 
Like roufic that proves bad or good, 
According as ’tis underftood, 
In wil amours a lover burns 
With frowns, as well as fmiles, by turns 3. 
Ard hearts have been as oft’ with fullen 
As cHarming Iooks furpris’d and ftolen + 
‘Then why fsould more bewitchiag clamour 
Some lovers not as much enamour ? 
For difcords make the fweeteft airs, 
And curfes are a kind ci pray’rs; 
Two flight alloys for all thofe grand 
Felicities by marriage gain "ds 
For nothing clfe has pow’r to fettle 
‘Th? intereits of love perpetaal 
An act and deed that makes one heart 
Become another's counterpart, 
And paffes fines on faith and love, 
Fnroll’d and regifter’d above, 
‘Yo {cal the flippery knots of vows, 
Which nothing Afe but death can joofe. 
And what fecur too flrong 
Toguaid that gentle 
‘That to its friend is gl 
Itfelf away, aud all it has, 
And, an anchorite, gives over 
| ‘This world, for the heav'n of a lover? 
I grant (quoth the) there are fome few 
Who take that courfe, and find it true. 
But millions, whom the fame does fentence 
To heav’n by’ another way, repentance. 
Love's arrows are but flot at rovers, 
| ‘Though all they hit chey turn to lovers, 
Ard ail the weighty confaguents 
i Depend upen mire blind yrs. 
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ith greateft cunning at Piquet, 
out With caution, but take in 
They know not what, tnfight, unfeen. 
“tor what do lovers, when they ‘re fait 
Ione anothet’s arms embrac’d, 
But ftrive to plunder, and convey 
Each other, like a prize, away? 
To chanhy the property of felves, 
As fucking*children are by elves? 
And if they ule thci- perfons fo, 
What will they to their fortunes do? 
Their f.rtunes! the perpetual aims 
Of all thei ecftafies and flames. 
For when the money’s on the book, 
And  iny wordly good:—but {poke, 
(The formal livery and fafine 
‘That puts a lover in poffeffion) ‘ 
‘To that alone the bridegroom's wedded, 
‘Che bride a flam that’s fuperfeded ; 
'To that their faith is fill made good, 
And all the oaths to us they vow'd; 
For when we once refign our pow’rs, 
We 'ave nothing left we cat call ours; 
Our moncy is how become the Mifs 
Of all your lives and fervices, 
And we forfaken and poftpon’d, * 
ut bawds to what before we own’ds 
Which as it inade y’ at firft gallant us, 
So now hires others to fupplant us, 
Until ‘tis all turn’d out of doors 
{As we had been} for new amours, 
For what did ever heirefs yet. 
By being born to lotdthips, get ? 
When, the more lady fhe ’s of manors, 
She's but expos’d to more trepanners, 
Pays for their projects and defigns, 
And for her own deftrudtion fines; 
And docs but temipt theni with her riches, 
‘To ufe her as the dev'l does witches, 
Who takes it for a fpecial grace 
‘To be their cully for a fpace, 
"That, when the time’s expir’d, the drazels 
For ever may become his vaffals; 
So the, bewitch'd by rooks and fpirits, 
Betrays herfelf, and all fh’ inherits ; 
Is bought and fold, like ftolen goods, 
By pimps,and matchmakers, and bawds ; 
Until they force her to convey, 
And fteal the thief himfelf away. 
‘Thefe are the everlafting fruits 
Of all your paffionate lovefuits, 
‘Lh’ cffedts of all your am’rous fancies, 
‘'o portions and inheritanees ; 
Your lovefick rapture, for fruition 
Of dow’ ry, jointure, and tuition ; 
‘To which you make addrefs and courtfhip, 
d with your bodies ftrive to worhhip, 
‘hat th’ infant’s fortunes may partake 
Nef love too, for the mother’s fake. 
r thefe you play at purpofes, 
love your loves with A's and B’s; 
Rpt thete at Bite and L? Ombre woo, 
~And play for love and “money too; 
~ 


“ke gamefters when they play a fet 


Strive who fhall be the ableft man 

At right gallanting of a fan; . ~ 

And who the moft geateelly bred 

At fucking of a vizard-bead ; 

How beft t’ accoft us in all quarters, 

TT’ our queftion and command new garters; 
And folidly difcourfe upon 

All forts of dreffes pro and con: 

For there ’s ro myftery nor trade, 

But in the art of love is made; 

And when you have more debts to pay 
Than MichaeJmas anid Lady-day, 

And no way poffible to do’t 

But love and oaths, and reftlefs fuit, 

To us y’ apply, to pay the {cores 

‘Of all your cully’d paft amours ;: 

AG o'er your flames and darts again, _ 
And charge us with your wounds and pair; 
Which others’ influences long fince 

Have charm’d your nofes with, and thins; 
For which the furgeon is unpaid, 

And like to be, without our aid. 

Lard! what an am’rous thing is want! 
How debts and mortgages enchant ! 
What graces muft that lady have, 

That can from execution fave! 

What charms, that can reverfe extent, 
And null decree and exigent! 

What magical attraéts, and graces, 

‘That can redeem from Scire facias 

From bonds and ftatutes can difcharge, 
And from contempts of courts enlarge ! 
‘Thefe are the highelt exceliences 

Of all your true or falfe pretences ; 

And you would damn yourfelves, and fwear ~ 
As much t’ an hoftefs dowager, 

Grown fat and purfy by retail 

OF pots of beer and bottled ale, 

And find her fitter for your turn, 

For fat is wondrous apt to burn; : 
Who at your flames would foon take fire, 
Relent, and melt to your d@fire, ve 
And, like a candle in the focket, 

Diffolve her graces int’ your pocket. 

By this time "twas grown dark and late, 
When they’ heard a knocking at the gace, 
Laid on in hafte, with fuch a powder, 
‘The blows grew louder ftill and louder 5 
Which Hudibras, as if they *d been, 
Beftow’d as freely on his ikin, 
Expounding by his inward light, 

Or rather more prophetic fright, 

To be the Wizard come to fearch, 

And take him napping in the lurch, 
Tura’d pale as afhes, or a clout, 

But why, or wherefore, is a doubt : 

For men will tremble, and turn paler, 
With too much or too little valour. 

His heart laid oa, as if it try’d 

To force a paffage through his fide, 
Inpatient (as he vow’d) to watt ’em, 
But in a fury to fly at ’em; 

And therefore beat, and laid about, 

To find a cranny to creep out. 


Ooi) 





tae 
But the who faw in what a’ taking 
‘The Knight was by his furious quaking, 
4 Undaunted cry"d, Courage, Sir Knight, 
now I’m refolved to break no rite 
Of hofpital’ty toa ftranger, 
But, to fecure you out of dattyer, 
Will here myfelf ftand fentinel, ~ 
To goard this pats ’guinft Sidrophel : 
Women, you know, do feldom faii* 
To rake the fouteft man turn tail, 
‘And bravely feorn totarn their backs; 
Upon the defp’ratett attacks. 
At this the Knight grew refclute + 
As Ironfide, or Hardiknute *; 
His fortitude began to rally, 
Acod out he cry'd aloud to fally ; 
But the befought him to convey 
His courage rather out 0” the way, 
And lodge an ambufh-on the flovr, 
Or fortify’d behind a donr, 
"That, if the enctfy fhould enter, 
He might relieve her in th’ adventure. 
Meanwhile they knock’d againgt the docr, 
As fierce av at the gate before ; 
| Which made the renegado Knight 
+ Rolapfe again ¢” his former fright. 
He thought it defperate to flay 
‘Till th’ enemy had forc'd his way, 
But rather poft himfelf, to ferve 
The Lady fora frefh referve, 
His duty was not to difpute, 
But what fhe ’d order’d execute; 
‘Which he refolv’d in hafte t’ obey, 
And therefore ftoutly march’d away, 
And all h’ encounter’d-fell upon, 
Though in the dark, and all alone 5 
"Sill fear, that braver feats’ performs 
* "Than ever’ courage dar’d in arms, 
Had drawn him up before a pats, 
‘To ftand upon his guard, and face : 
"This he courageoufly. javaded, 
And, having enter’d, barricado’d ; 
Enfcone’d himfelf as formidable 
As could be underneath a table, 
Where he lay down in ambuth clofv, 
‘T’ expeé&t th’ arrival of his foes. 
Few minutes he had lain perdie, 
‘To guard his defp’rate avenue, 
Before he heard a dreadful fliout, 
As loud as putting to the rout, 
With which impatiently alarm’d, 
Fle funcy’d the enemy had ftorm’d, 
And alter ent'ring, Sidrophel 
‘Was fall'n upeathe guards pelimell 
He therefore fent out all his fenfes 
‘To bring him in intelligences, 
Which vulgars, out of ignorance, 
Miftake for falfing in a trance ; 
Bat thefe that trade in geomancy, 
Aflirm to be the ftrength of fancy ; 
Yn which the Lapland Magi deal, 
And things incredible reveal, 
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Mean-while the foc beat up his quarters, 
And ftorm’d the outworks of his fortrefs; 
And as another of the fame 
Degree and party, in arms and fame, 
‘That in the fame caufe had engag’d, 
And war with equal condu& wag’d, ca 
By vent’ring only but to thrutt 
His head a {pau beyond his poft, 
B’a general of the Cavaliers Cc 
Was dragg’d thrangh a window by th’ ears, 
So he was ferv’d im his redoubt, 
And by the other end pull’d ont. 
Soou as they had him at their mercy, 
They puc him to the cudgel fiercely, 
As if they ’ad fcorn’d to trade or barter, 
By giving or by taking quarter : 
‘They itoutly on his quarters laid, 
Until his {couts came in t’ his aid; 
For when a man is pat his fenfe, 
‘There ’s no way to reduce him thence, 
But twinging him by th’ ears or nofe, 
Or laying ou of heavy blows, 
And if that will not do the deed, 
To burning with hot iroas proceed. 
No fooner was he come t” himéfelf, 
But on his neck a fturdy elf 
Clapp’d, in a trice, his cloven hoof, 
And thus attack’d him with reproof = 
Mortal, thow art betray’d to us 
B’ our friend, thy cyil genius, 
Who for thy horrid perjuries, 
‘Yhy breach of faith, and turning lies, 
‘The Brethren’s privilege (againtt 
‘The wicked) on themfelves, the Saints 
Has here thy wretched carcafs fent, 
For juft revenge and punifhment, 
Which thou hait now no way to leffen, 
But by an open, free confeffion ; 
For if we catch thee failing once, 
* Twill fall the heavier on thy bones, 
What made thee venture to betray, 
And filch the Lady’s-heart away ? 
To fpirit her to matrimony ?-— 
‘Vhat which contracts all matches, money. 
It was th’ enchantment of her riches, 
That made m’ apply ¢’ your crony witches s, 
"That in return would pay th’ expence, 
‘The wear and tear of conftience, 
Which I could patched up and turn’d,. 
For th’ hundredth part of what I earn’d. 
Didkt thou not love her then? {peak true. 
No more (quoth he) than I love you.” 
How wouldft thou ’ve us’d her and her moncy ¥ 
Firft turn'd her up to alimony, 
And laid her dowry out in law, 
‘To nuli her jointure with a flaw, 
Which f beforehand had agreed 
T’ have put, on purpofe, in the decd, 
. And bar her widow's making over 
‘Ya friend in truft, or private lover. 
What made thee pick and chogf her out 


‘rg’ employ their forcerigs about ? 
‘That which make gameNers play with thof 
Who have icalt wit, and pf to lok, 
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* 
Butidit thou fcourge thy veffel thus, 
ae ou haft damn’d thyfelf to us? 
“J fde you take me for an afs; 
°Tik true, { thought the trick would pafs, 
\Dpoft a woman, well enough, 
“As't has been often found by proof, 
Wihofe humours are not to be won 
Bu? when they ’re impos’d upon; 
For Love approves of all they do 
‘That ftat for candidates, and woo. . 
Why did thou forge thofe fhameful lies 
Of bears and witches iu dilguife ? 
‘That is no more than authors give 
The rabble credit to believe ; 
A trick of following the leaders, 
To entertain their gentle readers 
And we have now no other way 
“Of paffing all we do or fay ; 
‘Which, when ’t is natural and true, 
‘Will be believ'd b’ a very few, 
Befide the danger of affence, 
‘The fatal enemy of fenfe. 
Why didft thou choofe that curfed fin, 
Hypocrify, to fet up in? 
Becaufe it is the thriving'‘ft calling, 
‘The only Saints’ bell that rings alt ins 
In which all Churches are concern’d, 
And is the eafieft to be Jearn'd : 
For no degrees, unlefs th’ erploy *t, 
‘Can ever gain much, or enjoy *t: 
A gift that is not only able 
‘Lo domineer among the rabble, 
But by the laws empow’r'd to rout, 
And awe the greateft that ftand out ; 


". ‘Whiell few hold forth againtt, for fear 


‘Their hands fhould flip, and come too near; 
For no fin elfe, among the Saints, 
Is taught fo tenderly againft. 
What made thee break thy plighted vows? 
‘That which makes others break a houle, 
And hang, and {corn ye all, before 
Endure the plague of being poor. 
-  Quoth he, I fee you have more tricks 
Than all our doting politics, 
‘That are grown old and out of fathion, 
‘Compar'd with your pew Reformation ; 
‘That we mutt come to fchool to you, 
To learn your more refin'd and new. 
Quoth he, If you will give me leave 
‘To tcl you what | now perceive, 
You'll fiad yourfelf an errant chovfe, 
If y’ were but at a Meeting-houfe. © 
"Tis true, (quoth he) we ne’er come there, 
Becaufe w’ have let ‘cm out by th’ year. 
‘Vruly (quoth'be) you cann’t imagine 
‘What wond’roue things they will engage in; 
‘That as your féllow-fiends in hell 
‘Were angels ell before they fell, 
8. you like to be agen 
mpat'd with th’ angels of us men. 
acth he, { am refolv’d to be 
TH (cholar in this myftery ; 
therefore firft defire to know 
Pay a principles op which you go. 
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What makes a knave a child of God, 
And one of us /—A livelihood. 
What renders beating out of brains, 
and murder, godlinefs?—Great gains, 
What's tender confcience ?—’Tis a botch | 
That-will not bear the gentleft touch; 
But, breaking out, difpatches more . 
Than th’ epidemicall’ plazue-fore. 
What makes y’ encroach upon our trade, 
And darpn all others?—To be paid. 
"What ’s orthodox and true believing 
Againft a confcience ?—A geod living, 
‘What makes rebelling againft kings 
A good old Canfc?—Adminift’rings. 
What makes afl doftrines plain and clear? 
About two hundred pounds a-year, 
And that which was prov'd true before, 
Prove falfe again !—Two hundred more. 
What makes the breaking of all oaths 
A holy duty ?—Food and clothes. 
What laws and freedom, pesfecution ?—~ 
B’ing out of power, and contribution. 
‘What ‘makes a church a den of thieves? 
A Dean and Chapter, and white fleeves. 
And what would ferve, if thofe were gone, 
To make it orthodox ?—Ouar own, 
What makes morality a crimc, 
The moft notorious of the time ; 
Morality, which both the Saints 
And Wicked, too, cry out again? 
*Caufe grace and virtue are within 
Prohibited degrees of kin; 
And therefore no true Saint aJlows 
They fhall be fuffer'd to efpoufe 
For Saints cau need no confcience, 
That with morality difpenfe ; 
As virtue’s impious, when ’tis rooted 
In nature only, and not imputed ; 
But why the wicked ‘thoulé do fo, 
We neither know nor care to do. 
What ’s liberty of confcience, 
1" th’ natural and genuine fenfe ? 
"Tis to reftore, with more fecurity, 
Rebellion to its ancient purity ; 
And Chriftian liberty reduce 
To th’ elder practice of the Jews 5 
For a large confcience is all one, 
And figuifics the fame with none. 
Jt is enough (quoth he) for once, 
And has repriev'd thy forfeit bones : 
Nick Machiavel had ne’er a trick, 
(Though he gave his pame to our old Nick) 
But was below the leaft of thefe, ‘ 
‘That pafs i th’ world for holinefs, 
‘This faid, the Furies and the light _ 
Io th’ inftant vanith'd out of fight, 
And left him in the dark alone, 
With ftinks of brimftone and his own. 
The Queen of Night, whofe large command 
Rules all the fea, and half the land, 
And over moift and crazy brains, 
In high fpringtides, at midnight reigns, 
Was now declining to the weit, 
To ga to bed and take her refts 
0 o iij * 


8s 
When Hudibras, whofe ftebborn blows 
Deny’d his bones that foft repofe, 
Lay ftill expecting worfe and more, 
Stretch’d out at length upon the floor ; 
And though he shut his cyes as faft 
As if he ’ad been to fleep his laft, 
Saw all the fbapes that fear or wizards, 
To make the devil wear for vizards, 
And pricking up his ears, to heark 
If hé could hear, too, in the dark, 
‘Was firft invaded with a groan, 
And after in'a feeble tone, 
"Thefe trembling words : Unhappy wretch, 
‘What haft thou gotten by this fetca, 
Or thy tricks, in chis new trade, 
‘Thy holy Brotherhood 0° th’ blade ? 
By faunt’ring ftill on fome adventure, 
And growing to thy horfe a Centaur ? 
‘To fluff thy fkin with {welling knobs 
Of cruel aud hard-wooded drubs ? 
For ftill thou ’aft had the worft on ’t yet, 
As well in conqueft as defeat - 
Night is the Sabbath of mankind, 
To reft the body and the mind, 
‘Which flow thou art deny'd to keep, 
And cure thy labour’d corps with fleep. 
The Knight, who heard the words, explain’d 
As meant to him this reprimand 


- Becaufe the character did hit 


Point-blank upon his cafe fo fit ; 
Belicv'a it was fome drolling fpright 
‘That ftaid upon the guard that night, 
And one of thofe he ’ad feen, and felt 
‘The drubs he had fo freely dealt; , 


+ When, after a fhort paufe and groan, 


‘The doleful Spirit thus went on : 

This ‘tis t’ engage with Dogs and Bears 
Pclimelltogether by the ears, 

And, after painful bangs and knocks, 
‘To lie in Limbo in the flocks, 

And from the pinnacle of glory 

Fall headlong into Purgatory, 

(Thought he; this dcyil’s full of malice, 
‘That on my late difafters rallies) 
Condemn'’d to whipping, but declin’d it, 
By being more heroic minded ; 

And at a riding handled worfr, 

‘With treats more flovenly and coarfe ; 
Engag’d with fiénds in ftubborn wars, 

And hot difputes with conjurers; 

And, when thou adft bravely won the day, 
‘Watt fain to fteal thyfelf away. « 

(Lice, thought he, this fhamelels elf 
Would fain feat me, too, frum myfelf, 
That impudently dares to own 
‘What I have fuffer’d for and dune) 
and now, bye vent’ring to betray, 

Fiaft met with verlgeance the fame way. 

Thought he, how does the devil know 
‘What ’t was that Tdefign’d todo? 
His office of intelligence, 

His oracles; are ceas’d long fince 3 
And he knows nothing of the Saints, 
But what fome treach’rous Ipy acquaints. 
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This is fome pettifogging fiend, 

Some under doorkeeper's friend’s friend, 
‘That undertakes to underftard, 

And juggles at the fecond hand, 

And now would pafs for Spirit Po, 

ind all men’s dark concerns foreknow. 

¥ think I need not fear him for’t 5 

Thefe rallying devils do no hurt. 

With that he rous'd his drooping heart, ~ 
And haftily cry'd out, What art? 
A wretch, (quoth he} whom want of grace 
Has brought to this unhappy place. 

I do believe thee, quoth the Knight ; 
‘Thus far 1'm fure thou’rt in the right : 
And know what ’tis that troubles thee, 
Better than thou haft guefs’d of me. 
Thou art fome paltry, blackguard fpright, 
Condemn’d to drudg’ry in the night ; 
Thou haft no work to do in th’ houfe, 
Ner halfpenny to drop in thoes ; 

Without the raifing of which fum 
You dare not be fo troublefeme 

To pinch the flatterns black and blue, 
For leaving you their work to do. 
This is your bus’nefs, good Pug-Robin, 
And your diverfion dull dry bobbing, 
'T’ entice fanatics in the dirt, . 

and wath ’em clean in ditches for’t; 
Of which conceit you are fo proud, 
At ev’ry jeft you laugh aloud, 

As now you would have done by me, 
But that I barr'd your raillery. 

Sir, (quoth the Voice) ye’re no Such fophi 
As you would have the world judge of ye. 
If you defign to weigh our talents 
1° th’ ftandard of your own falfe balance, 
Or think it poffible to know 
Us ghof}s, as well as we do you, 

We who have been the everlafting 
Companions of your drubs and baiting, 
And never left you in conteft, 

With male or female, man or beaft, 
But prov’d as true t’ ye, and entire, 

I ali adventares, as your Squire. 

Quoth he,. That may be faid as true 
By th’ idleft pug of all your crew : 

For none could have betray’d us worfe 
Than thofe allies of ours and yours, 
But I have fent him for a token 

To your low country Hogen-Moger} 
To whofe infernal fhores | hope 

He'll fwing like fkippers in a rope z 
And if ye've been more juft to me 

(As I am apt to think) than he, 

T am afraid it is as true 

What th’ ill-affected fay of you: *~ 
Ye've ‘Spous'd the Covenant and Canfe, 
By holding up your cloven paws. ~. 

Sir (quoth the Veice) ’tis true, I grant, 
We made, and took the Covenant : 

But that no more concerns the Caufe, 
Than other perj’ries do the laws, 

Which, when they're prov'd in open court, 
Wear tweoden peceadiiles for't : 
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And that's the rexfon Covenanters 
, Boldup their hands, like rogues’ at bars. 
& Ife (quoth Hudibras) from whence 
®*'Théfe fcandals of the Saints commence, 
‘hat are but natural effects 
“Of Satan’s malice, and his feds’, 
‘Tiihfe fpider-faints, that hang by threads 
Spun oug 0’ ch’ entrails of their heads, 
Sir (qhgth the Voice) that may as true 

And propett be faid of you, 
Whole talenth-may compare with either, 
Or both the other put together ; 
For all the independents do, 
Js only what you fore’d ‘em tos 
You, who are not content alone 
‘With tricks to put the devil down, 
Rut mutt have armies rais’d to back 
The Gofpel-work you undertake ; 
As if artillery and edgetools, 
‘Were th’ only engines to fave fouls + 
While he, poor devil, has no pow’r 
By force to run down and devour; 
Has ne'er a Claffis, cannot fentence 
To fools, or poundage of repentance s 
Xs ty'd up only to delign 
‘T’ entice, and tempt, and. undermine 5 
Mn which you ail his arts outdo, 
And prove yourfelves his betters too. 
Hence ’tis poffeffions do lefs evil 
‘Than mere temptations of the devil, 
‘Which all the horrid’ ft ations done 
Are charg'd in courts of law upon; 
Becaufe, unlefs they help the elf, 
He can do little of himfelf ; 
And therefore where he’s beit poffe ft 
Ads mot againft-his intercit ; 
Surprites none but thofe who ’ve priefts 
To tura him out, and exorcifts, 
Supply’d with fpiritual provifion, 
And magazines of ammunition; 
With crofles, relics, crucifixes, 
Beads, pictures, rofaries, and pixes ; 
‘Phe tools of working our falvation 
By mere mechanic operation : 
With holy water, like a fluice, 
‘To overflow all avenues : 
But thofe who ’re utterly unarm’d, 
‘T” oppofe his entrance if he ftorm’d, 
He never offers to furprife, 
Although his falfeit enemics ; 
But is content to be their drudge, 
And on their errands glad to trudge : 
For where are all your forfeitures 
Entrufted in fafe hands’ but ours? 
‘Who are but j 
And dungeog® where you clap up fouls; 
Like underfeepers, turn the keys, 
“L ftitimus anathemas, 
never bogle to reftore 
¢ members you deliver o’er 
n demand, with fairer juttice, 

all your covenanting Truftees ; 
Jefs, to penifh them the worfe, 
put them in the fecular puwers, 








And pafs their fouls, as fome demife 
The lame eftate in mortgage twice : 
When to a legal utlegation 

You turn your excommunication, 
And, for a groat unpaid that’s due, 
‘Diftrain on foul and borly too. 

Thought he, ’t is no mean part of civil. ‘ 
State prudence to cajole the devil, 

And not to handle him too rough, 
‘When he ’as us in ‘his cloven hoof, 

*Yis true, (quoth he) that intercourfe 
‘Has pafs’d-between-your friends and ours, 
‘That, as you trpft us, in our way,* 

To raife your members, and to lay, 

We fead you others of our own, 
Denounc'd to hang themfelves, or drown, 
Or, frighted with our oratory, 

‘To leap down headlong many a ftory; 
.Have us'd all means to propagate 

Your mighty interefts of ftate, 

Laid out our fp’ritual gifts to further 
Your great defigas of rage and murther.; 
For if the Saints are nam’d from blood, 
‘We only 've made that title good ; 

And, if it were but in our power, 

We fhouid not feruple to do more, 

And not be half a foul behind 

Of all Diffenters of mankind, 

Right, (quoth the Voice) and, as J {corn 
To be ungrateful, in return 
Of all thofe kind good offices, 

I'll free you out of this diftrefs, 

And fet you down in.fafety, where 

It is no time te tell you here, 

The cock.crows, and the morn draws on, ' 
When 'tis decreed I-muflt be gone; : 
And if I leave you here till day, 

You'll find:it hard to get away. 

With that the Spirit grop’d about 

‘Yo find th’ enchanted hero out, 

And try’d with hafte to lift him up, 

But found his forlorn hopeshis crup, 
Unierviceable with kicks and blows, 
Receiv'd from hardeu’d hearted foes. 

He thought to drag him by the heels, 
Like Grefham-carts, with legs for wheels; 
But fear, that fooneft cures thofe fores, 

In danger of relap!e to worfe, 

Came in ¢ affit him with its aid, 

And up his faking veflel weigh’d, 

No fooner was he fit to trudge, 

But both made ready to diflodges 

‘The Spitit hors'd him like a fack, 

‘Upon. the vehicle his back, 

And bore him headlong into th’ hall, 
With fome few rubs againft the wall ; 
Where finding out the poftern lerk'd, 
And th’ avenues as ftrongly block’d, 

H’ sttack'd the window, ftorm’d the glafs, 
And in a moment gain’d the pafs3 


} ‘Uhrougk which he wragg’d the worfted foldier’s 


Fore-quurters out by th’ head and fhoulders, 
And cautioufly begaa to iccut 
To find their fellow. cattle out; 

Qoij 


os 
Nor was it half a minute's queft, 

*” E’er-he retrfev'd the champion’s beaft, 
‘Ty'd to a pale, inftead of rack, 
But ne’et a faddie on his back, 
Nor piftols at the faddle bow, 
Convey'd away, the Lord knows how. 
He-thought it was no time to fay, 
And let the night, too, fteal away; 
But, in a trice, advanc'd the Knight - 
pon the bare ridge, bolt upright, 

_ And, groping out for Ralpho's jade, 
He found the faddle, top, was Rray'd, 
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And in the place a lump of foap, 

On which he ipeedily leap’d up 5 
And, turning to the gate the rein, 

He kick’d and cudgell’d on amain; 
While Hudibras, with equal hafte, 
On both fides laid about as fait, 

And fpurt'd, as jockies ufc, to break, 
Or padders to fecure, aneck : 

Where let us leave ’em for a time, 
And to their Churches turn our rhy 
To hold forth their declining ftate,“ ” 
Which now come near an even rate. 


- 
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IN THREE PARTS, 


———————————————————————— 


PART MW. CANTO IL Z 


The Argument. 


‘The Saints engage in fierce contefta 
About their carnal interefts, 

‘To fhare their facrilegious preys 
According to their rates of Grace 
‘Their various frenzies to reform, 
When Cromwell Jeft them in a ftorms 
‘Till, in th’ effige of Rumps, the rabble 
Burn all their Grandees of the Cabal. 


For when they thriv’d, they never fadg’d, 
But only by the ears engag’d, 

Like degs that {narl about a bone, 

And play together when they’ve none; 
As by their trueft characters, 

Their conftant adlions plainly ’ppears, 
Rebellion now began, for Jack 

Of zeal and plunder, to grow flack; 

The Caufe and Covenant to Ieffen, 


Tue learned write, an infect breeze 

Ys but a mongrel prince of bees, 

That falls before a ftorm on cows, 
And ftings the founders of his houfe, 
From whofe corrupted fieth that breed 
Of vermine did at firft proceed. 

Bo, e’er the ftorm of war broke out, 
Religion fpawn’d 9 various rout 

OF petulant capricious feds, 


‘The maggots of corrupted texts, 
‘That firft run ail religion down, 
And after ev’ry fwarm itt own? 
For as the Pydian Magi once 
Upon theig/mothers got their fons, 
"Vhac wey: incapable t’ enjoy 
» adelenccinpire any other way 5 
» So Prefbyter begot the other 
Upon the Good old Caufe, his mother, 
‘Then bore them like the Devil’s dam, 
’@Whofe fon and hufband are the fame ; 
And yet no nat’ral tie of blood, 


_ Nor int’reft for the common good, 


ould, when their profits interfer’d, 
G t quarter for each other's beards 





And Prov’dence to be out of feafon: 

For now there was no more to purchafe 
0 th’ King’s revenue, and the Churches, 
But all divided, fhar’d, and gone,. 

That us’d to urge the Brethren on; 
Which fore’d the ftubborn’ft for the Caufe, 
To crofs the cudgels to the laws, 


That what by breaking them they ’ad gain'd, 


By their fupport might be maintain’d ; 
Like thieves, that in a hemp-plot lie, 
Secur’d againft the Hue-and-cry 3 

For Prefbyter and Independent 

Were now turn’d Plaintiff and Defendant x 
Laid out their apoftotic functions 


On carnal orders and injunctions; 
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And all their precious Gifts and Graces 
On outlawries and Scire facias ; > 
At Michael’sterm had many trial, 
‘Worfe than the Dragon and St. Michael, 
‘Where thoufands fell, in thape of fees, 
Into the bottumlefs abyfs, 
For when, like brethren, and like friends, 
They came to fhare their dividends, 
And ev'ry partner to poffels 
His Church and State joint purchafes, 
In which the ableft Saint, and beft, 
‘Was nam’d in truft, by all the reft, 
‘To pay their money, and, inftead 
Of ev’ry Brother, pafs the deed, © 
He ftraight converted all his gifts 
To pious frauds and holy fhifts, ~ 
And fettled all the other shares 
Upon his outward man and °s heirs; 
Held all they claina’d as forfeit lands 
Deliver’d up into his hands, 

nd pafs'd upon his confcience 
By pre-entai! of Providence; 
Impeach’d the reft for Reprobates, 
That had no titles to eftates, 
But by their fp'ritual attaines 
Degraded from the right of Saints. 
‘This b’ing reveal’d, they now begun 
‘With law and Confcience to fall on, 
And laid about as hot and brainfick 
As th’ Utter barrifter of Swanfwick ; 
Engag’d with money-hags, as bold 
As men with fand- bags did of old, 
‘That brought the lawyers in more fees 
‘Than all ur-fandtify’d ‘Fruftees ; 
‘Till he who had no more to thew 
L th’ cafe, receiv’d the overthrow ; 
Or, both fides having had the wortt, 
‘They parted as they met at firft. 
Poor Prefbyter was now reduc’d, 
Secluded, and cafhier’d, and chous’d ! 
"furn'd out, and excommunicate 
From all affairs of Church and State, 
Reform’d t’ a reformado Saint, 
And glad to turn itinerant, 
‘To ftroll and teach frcm town to tawn, 
And thofe he had taughe up teach down, 
And make thofe ufes ferve again 
Againft the New-enlighten’d men, 
As fit as when at firft they were 
Reveal’d ayainft the Cavalier ; 
Damn Anabaprift and Fanatic, 
As pat as Popifh and Prelatic ; 
And with as little variation, 
‘To ferve for any fect i th’ nation, 
‘The Good old Caufe, which fome believe 
‘To be the Dev'l that tempted Eve 
‘With knowledge, and does {till invice 
‘The world to mifchief with New Light, 
Had flore of mone in her purte, 
‘When he took her for better or worfe, 
But now was grown deform'd and poor, 
And fit to he turn’d out of door. 

The Independents (whole fir Ration 
Was inthe rear of Reformation, 


T 


A mongrel kind cf Church-drageons, 
‘That ferv’d for horfe and foot at once, 
And in the faddle of one fteed 

The Saracen and Chriftian rid; re 
Were free of ev'ry fpiritual order, 

Io preach, and fight, and pray, and smbder 
No fooner got the tart, to lurch 

Both difcipline of War and Church, 

And Providence enough to run 

The chief commanders of them co 
But carry’d on the war againit 

The common enemy o’ th’ Saints, 

And in a while prevail’d fo far, 

To win of them the game of war, 

And be at liberty once more 

T’ attack themfelves as they ‘ad before, 

For now there was no foe in arms 

‘T’ unite their factions with alarms, 

But all reduc’d and overcome, 

Except their worft, themfelves, at home, 
Who ’ad compats'd all th’ pray’d and {wore, 
And fought, and preach'd, and plunder'd for, 
Subdu’d the Natién, Church, and State, 
And all things but their laws and hate ; 
But when they came to treat and tranfyct, 
And fhare the fpoil of all they ’ad ranfackt, 
‘To botch vp what they ’ad torn and rent, 
Religion and the Government, 

ney met no fooner, but prepar’d 

‘To pull down all the war had fpar'd; 
Agrecd in nothing, but t’ abolifh, 
Subvert, extirpate, and demolifh : 

For knaves and fools b’ing near of kin, 
As Dutch boors are t' a Jooterkin, 

Both parties join'd to do their belt 

‘Yo damn the public intereft, 

And herded only in confults, 

‘To put by one another's bolts; 

T’ outcant the Babylonian lab’rers, 

Atall their dials of jabb’rers, 

And tug at both ends of the faw, 

To tear down government and law, 

For as two cheats that play one ganic, 
Avc both defeated of their aim ; 

So thofe whe play a game of State, 

And only cavil in debate, 

Although there's nothing loft nor won, 
‘The public bus’nefs is undone, 

Which ftill the longer ‘tis in doing, 
Becomes the furer way to ruin. 

‘This when the royaiifts perceiv'd, 
{Who to their faith as firmly cleav’d, 
And own'd the right tuey had paid down 
So dearly for, the Chur -h and Crown) 
‘Th united conftanter, and fided = - 

The more, the more their foes divide} 
For though outnumber’d, overthrown, \ 
and by the fate of war rin down, 


i 











* The officers and foldiers among the Independents 
into puipits, and preached ard prayed, as weli as long 
Oliwer cil was fam’d for a preacher, and ha: «i 
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Theit duty never was defeated, 
Nor foom their oaths and faith retreated ; 
For loynity is ftill the fame, 
Whethen it win or lofe the game; 
‘True as tre dial to the fun, 
Although + be not fhin’d upon. 
But when thefe Brethren in evil, 
hei: .adver.aries, and the Devil, 
Began Uxee more to fhew them play, 
And hopes, ar Icaft, to have a day, 
They rally’d i parades of wocds, 
And unlrequetited folitudes ; 
Conven’d at midnight in outhoufes, 
T’ appoint new rifing rendezvoufes, 
And, with a pertinacy ‘nmatch'd, 
For new recruits of danger watch’d. 
+ No fooncr was one blow diverted, 
But up another party fkarted, 
And as if Nature, too, in hafte 
“To furnith out fupplies as fatt, 
Before her time had turn’d deftruion 
‘YT’ anew and numerous production; 
No fooner thofe were overcome, 
But up rofe others in theirroom, 
‘That, like the Chriftian faith, increaft 
The more the more they were fupprefts 
‘Whom neither chains, nor tranfportation, 
Proferiptiun, fale, or confifcation, 
Nor all the detperate events 
Of former try’d experiments, 
Nor wounds, could terrify, nor mangling, 
Yo léave off loyalty and dangling, 
Nor Death (with all his bones) affright 
From vent'ring to maintain the right, 
From ftaking life and fortune down 
*Gainft all together for the Crown = 
But kept the title of their caufe 
From forfeiture, like claims in laws; 
And prov’d no profp’rous ufurpation 
Can ever fettle on the nation 5 
il, in fpite of force and treafon; 
They put their loy’ity in poffeffion; 
And, by their conftancy and faith, 
Deftroy’d the mighty men of Gath, . 
‘Tofs’d in a furious hurricane, 
Did Oliver give up his reign *, 
And was believ'd, as well by Saints, 
As mortal men and mifcreants, 
‘To founder in the Stygian ferry, 
Until he was retriev'd by Sterry, 
Who, ina falfe erroneous dream, 
Miftook the New Jerufalem 
Profanely for th’ apocryphél 
Falfe Heaven at the end o/ th’ Hall +; 
Whither it was decreed b- Fate 
His precious gflics to tranilate ¢ 
So Romutié was feen before 


B’ as othédox a fcnatori 
« 


#® At Oliver’s death was & moft furious tempeit, fuch as 
rad not bern Kiown in the memory of man, or bardly 
wer Tecorted to have been itt this nation. 
Eelaiter the kenoration, Olivers Lady was dug up, and 
Geis head fet up at the farthe uf Wettin: ali, Near 
hien place there isan honk of evtert 
= fomuauly Known by che ame of Mestens 
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From whofe divine illumination 
He ftole the Pagan revelation. 

Next him his fon and heir apparent F 
Succeeded, though a lame vicegerent, 
Who firft laid by the Parliament, 

The only crutch on which he leant, 
And then funk underneath the fate, 
"Phat rode him above horfeman’s weight. 

And now the Saints began their reign, 
For which they'd yearn’d fo long in vain, 
And felt fuch bowel-harkerings, 

To fee an empire, all of kings, 
Deliver'd from th’ Egyptian awe 

Of juftice, government, and law, 

And free t’ ercét what {p’ritual cantons 
Should be reveal'd, or gofpel Hans-towns, 
To edify upen the ruins 

Of John of Leyden's old outgoings, 
Who for a weathercock hung up 

Upon their mozher-church’s top, 

Was made a type by Providence, 

Of all their revelations fince, 

And now fulfil by his fucceflors, 

Who equally miltook their meafures 5 

Yor when they came to fhape the model, 
Not onc could fit another’s neddle ; 

But found their Light and Gifts more wide 
From fadging, than th’ unfanctify’d, 
While ev'ry individual Brother 

Strove hand to fift againit another, 

And ftill the maddeft, and moft crackt, 
Were found the bufieft to tranfaé ; 

For though moft hands difpatch apace 
And make light work (the proverb fays), 
Yet many different intellects 

Arc found t’ have contrary effects; 

And many heads t’ obftruct intrigues, 
As flowelt infeéts have moft legs, 

Some were for fetting up a king, 

But all the reft for no {uch thing, 

Unilets King Jefus§: others tampert 

For Fleetwood |}, Defborough 4, and Lambert *; 
Some of the Rump, and fome more crafty, 

For Agitators, and the Safety 43 


+ Oliver's elde fon, Richard, was by him, before hit 
death, declared bis fuccetfor. ani, by order Of the Privy 
Council, proclaimed Lord Protector; yet, notwithiaad: 
img, Fleetwood, Defhorough, and their pactifans, manage¢ 
ailairs fo, that he was obliged to refign. : 

Alluding to the Fifth Monarchy-men, who had formed 
a plot to dethrone Cromwell, and Yet up King Jefus. 

fj Flectwood wasa lieutenant-gencral; he married Ire 
ton’s dow, Oliver Cromwell's eileft daughter ; wasmadt 
Lord Lieutenant of Ireland by Cromwell, Major-general o: 
divers counties, one of Oliver's upper houle: his falary 
fuppoted to be 66001. a-year. 

 Defborough, a yeoman of 60 or 701, per annum. Hy 
married Cromwell's filter, and was made a colonel in raifiag 
Cromwell to the Protectorthip ; upon which he was made 
one of his Council, a General at fea, and Majar-general e 
divers counties of the weit, and was one of Oliver's uppe 
houte. Hs annual income was 32261. 13s. * 











* Lambert war one of tie Kuinp Generals, and _priny 
cipal opporer 61 General Monk in the Reitoration of King 
charles IL, 

Committee of Safety, a fet of men who tonk upon them 
rT anent, upon dilpiacing the Rump a fecond time 
cr amounted to twenty-three, which, thougl 

up with men of ail parties, (ovalid’s excepted) ye 
wasio Craitly compere. that che balance was Ludicienti; 
fecured to thofe of the army Scion 
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Some for the Gofpel, and maffacres 

Of fp’ritual Affidavit-makers, 

‘That fwore to any human regence 
Qathe of fuprem’cy and allegiance ; 
Yea, though the ableft fwearing Saint, 
‘That vouch'd the bulls o’ th’ Covenant : 
‘Others for pulling down th’ high places 
Of Synodsand Provincial Claffes, 
‘That us'd to make fuch hoftile inroads 


“ Upon the Saints, like bloody Nimrods : 


Some for fulfilling Prophecies, 

And th’ extirpation of th’ Excife; 

And fome againft th’ Egyptian bondage 
Of Holydays, and paying Poundage : 
Some for the cutting down of Groves, 
And rectifying bakers’ Loaves, 

And fome for finding out expedients 
Againft the flav’ry of Obedience ; 
Some were for Gofpel-minifters, 

And fome for Redcoat feculars, 


, As men moft fit’ hold forth the Word, 


And wield the one and th’ other fword ; 
Some were for carrying on the Work 
Againft the Pope, and fome the Turk : 
Some for cugaging to fupprefs 

‘The camifado of Surplices, 

The Gifts and Difpenfations hinder’d, 


, And turn’d to th’ outward man th’ inward; 


More proper for the cloudy night 

Of Popery than Gofpel-light : 

Others were for abolifting 

‘That tool of matrimony, a Ring, 

With which th’ unfanctify’d bridegroom 


. Ye marry'd only to a thumb, 
' (As wife as ringing of a pig, 


‘That us’d to break up ground, and dig) 


| "The bride to nothing but her will, 


"That nulls the after-marriage ftill : 


Some were for th’ utter extirpation 
. Of Linfeywoolfey in the nation; 


And fome againft all idolifing 
‘The Crofs ia fome thopbooks, or baptifing : 
Others, to make afl thitlys recant 
The Chriftian or furname-of Saint, 
And force all churches, ftreets, and towns, 
‘The holy title to renounce ; 
Some "gainf a third eftate of Souls, 
Aad bringing down the price of Coals ; 
Some for abolifhing Black-pudding, 
And cating nothing with the blood in ; 
‘To abrogate them roots and branches, 
‘While others were for eating Haunches 
Of warriors, and now and then, 
‘The fieth of kings and mighty men ; 
And fome for breaking of their Bones 
With rods of iron, by fecret ones ; 
For thrashing mountains, and with fpells 
For hallowing carriers’ packs and bells ; 
‘Things chat the legend nevey heard of, 
But made the Wicked fore aleard of. 

The quacks of government, (who fate 
At th’ unregarded helm of ftate, 
And underftood this wild confufion 
Of fatal madnefs and delufion, 

a 


Pet 3 
Mutt, fooner than a prodigy, 

Portend deftrustion to be nigh) 
Confider’d timely how t’ withdraw, 
And fave their wind-pipes from the law; 
For one rencounter at the bar 


Was worfe than all they ’ad ‘fcap’d in vfar; 


And therefore met in confultation 
To cant and quack ‘upon the nation; r 
Not for the fickly patient’s fake, 
Nor what to give, but what to take 3+ 
To feel the purfes of their fees, 
More wife than fumbling arteries ;- 
Prolong the {nuff of life in pain, 
And from the grave recover—gain. 
’Mong thefe there was a politician * 
With more heads than a beaft in vifion, 
And more intrigues in ev'ry one 
Than all the Whores of Babylon; 
So politic, as if one eye 
Upon the other were a {py, 
‘That, to trepan the one to think 
‘The other blind, both ftrove to blink; 
And in his dark pragmatic way 
As bufy as a child at play. 
He ’ad feen three governments run down, 
And had a hand in ev’ry one; 
Was for’em, and ‘gainft ‘em all, 
Eut barb’rous when they came to fall ; 
For, by trepanning the old to ruin, 
He made his int’reft with the new one; 
Play’d true and faithful, though againft 
His confcience, and was ftill advanc’d 5 
For by the witchcraft of cebellion 
Transform’d t’ a feeble Stute-camelion, 
By giving aim from fide to fide, 
He never fail’d to fave his tide, 
But got the itart of ev'ry flate, 
And, at a change, ne'er came too late; 
Cou'd turn his word, and oath, and faith, 
As many ways as in alsth; 
By turning wriggle, like a fcrew, 
Int’ higheft truft, and out, for new 
For wken he ‘ad happily incurr’d, 
Inftead of bemp, to be preferr’d, 
Aid pafs’d upon a government, 
He play’d his trick, and out he went ; 
But being out, and out of hopes 
To mount his ladder (more) of ropes, 
Would ftrive to raife himfelf upon 
‘The public ruin, and his own ; 
So little did he underftand 
The defp’rate feats he took in hand, 
For when he ’ad got himfelf a naruc, 
For frauds and tricks b's fpoil’d his game ; 
Had fore'd his neck ind a noofe, 
‘To fhew his play at faft™und loofe ;~ 
And, when he chanc’d t’'efcape, miftk, 
For art and fubtlety, his -uck, : 
So right his judgment wa” cut fit, 
And made a tally to his w-t, 
And both together moft profound 
At deeds of Darknefs under ground ; 
- 
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Aa th? -arth ie eafickt undermin d, 

By verijine impotent and blind. 
By gitvhefe arts and many mere 
He ‘ad pragtis’d long and much before, 
Our ftate-a\pificer forefaw 
Which way'she world began to draw ; 
For as.old filners have all points, 
0’ th’ pds in their bones and joints, 
Can by their pangs and aches find‘ 
All turns and hanges of the wind, 
And, better than by Napier’s bones, 
Feel in their own the age of moons; 
So guilty finners, in a ftate, 
Can by their crimes prognofticate, 
And in their confciences fec! pain 
Some days befure a fhow’r of rain: 
He, therefore, wifely caft about 
All ways he could, t” enfare his throat, 
And hither came, t’ obferve and imoke 
What courfes other rifkers took, 
And to the utmoft do his beft 
To fave himfelf, and hang the reft. 
To match this Saint, there was another, 

As bufy and perverfe a Brucher, 
An haberdafher of fmall wares 
Tn politics and Mate affairs; 
More Jew than Rabbi Achithophel, 
And better gifted te rebel; 
For when h’ had taught his tribe to ’fpoufe 
‘The Caufe, aleft upon one houfe, 
He fcorn’d to fet his own in order, 
But try’d another, and went further; 
So fuddenly addicted ftill 
To's only principle, his will, 
That, whatfoe’er it chane’d to prove, 
Nor force of argument could move, 
Nor law, nor cavalcade of Ho’burn, 
Cou'd render half a grain lefs ftubborn 5 
For he at any time would hang, 
Yor th’ opportunity t’ harangue; 
And rarher on a gibbet dangle, 
‘han mifs his dear delight, to wrangle ; 
In which his parts were fo accomphifht, 


‘That, right or wrong, he ne’er was nonpluft ; 


But ftiil his congue ran on, the tefs 
Of weight it bore, with greater eafe ; 
And, with its everlafting clack, 
Set all men’s cars upon the rack. 
No fooner er:sld a hint appear, 
But up he flarted to picqueeg, 
And made the floutelt yield to mercy, 
When he engag’d in controferfy ; 
Nor by the torce of carnal feafon, 
But indefatigable teafing ; 
With vollies of eternal Bal fle, 
And clamous more enunfperable. 
ais topics, frag. and weak, 
~ amount abdfve a freak, 
fe (till maintain’d ’em Alike his faules, 
#gainft the defp’ratett affaules, 
fy back'd their fce'le want of fenfe, 
Be ith gr at and contiden 


















Yet when his profit moderated, 

‘The fury of his heat abated; 

For nothing but his intcreft 

Could lay his devil of conteft + 

It was his choice ,or chance, or curfe, 
‘TV’ efpoufe the Caufe for better or worfez 
And with his worldly goods and wit, 
‘And foul and body, worfhipp’d it + 

Bat when he found the fullen trapes 
Poffefs'd with th’ devil, worms, and claps, 
‘The Trojan mare, in foal with Greeks, 
Not half fo full of jadith tricks, 

‘Though fqueamifh in her outward woman, 
As loofe and rampant as Dol Common, 
He ftill refolv’d to mend the matter, 

1? adhere and cleave the obftinater ; 
And {till the fkitrifher and loofer 

Her freaks appear’d, to fit the clofer = 
For fools are ftubborn in their way, 

As coins are harden’d by th’ allay = ‘ 
And obftinacy’s ne’er fo ftiff, 

As when tis in a wrong belief, 

Thefe two, with others, being met, 

And clofe in confultation fet, 

After a difcontented paufe, 

And not without fufficient eaufe, 

The orator we nam'd of late, 

Lefs troubled with the pangs of ftate 

‘Than with his own impatience 

To give himfelf firtt audience, 

After he had a while look'd wife, 

At laft broke filence, and the ice. 

Quoth he, There’s nothing makes me dowht. 

Our laft Outgoings brought about, 

More than to fee the characters 

OF real jealoufies and fears 
Not fcign’d, as once, but fadly horrid, 
Scor'd upon ev'ry member's forehead ; 
Who, ‘caufe the clouds are drawn to; cr, 
‘nd threaten fudden change of weather, 
Feel pangs and achts of ftage-turns, 
And revolutions in their corns; 

And, fince our Workings-out are croft, 
‘Throw up the Caufe before ‘tis lo&. 

Was it to ran away we meant 

When, taking of the Covenant, 
The lameft cripples of the Brothers 

Took oaths to run hefore ali others, 
But, in their own fenfe, only {wore 
To ftrive to run away before, 
And now would prove, that words and oath 
Engage us to renounce them both ¢ 
>Tis true the Caufe is in the lurch, 
Between a right and mongrel-church; 
The Prefbyter and Independent, 
‘That ftickle which thail make an end on’t, 
As ‘twas made out te us the laft 
Expedient,—(I mean Marg’ret’s falt) 
When Providence had been fuborn’d : 
What anfwer was to be return’d : 
Elfe why should tumults fright us now, 
We have fo many times gone through, 
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Have'prov'd how inconfiderable 
Are ail engagements of the rabble, 
Whofe frenzies muft be reconcil’d 
‘With drums, and rattles, like a child, 
But never prov'’d fo profperous, 
As when they were led on by us; 
For all our fcouring of religion 
Began with tumults and fedition ; 
‘When hurricanes of fierce commotion 
Became ftrong motives to devotion ; 
{As carzal feamen ina ftorm, 
‘Turn pious converts, and reform) 
‘When rufty weapons, with chalk’d edges, 
Maintain’d our feeble privileges, 
And brown-bills, levy’d in the City, 
Made bills to pafs the Grand Committee : 
When Zeal, with aged clubs and gleaves, 
Gave chace to rockets and white fleeves, 
And made the Church, and State, and Laws, 
Submit t’ old iron, and the Caute. 
and as we thriv’d by tumults then, 
So might we better now agen, 
If we knew how, as then we did, 
‘To ufe them rightly in our need ; 
‘Tumults, by which the mutinous 
Betray themfelves inftead of us, 
The hollow-hearted, difaffected, 
And clofe malignant, are detected ; 
Who lay their livesand fortunes down, 
For pledges to fecure our own; 
And freely facrifice their cars 
'T’ appeafe our jealoufies and fears : 
And yet for all thefe providences 
W’ are offer’d, if we have our fenfés, 
We idly fit like ftupid blockheads, 
Our bands committed to cur pockets, 
And nothing but our tongues at Jarge, 
To get the wretches a dilcharge : 
Like men condemn’d to thunderbolts, 
Who, e’er the blow, become mere duits; 
Or fools, befotted with their crimes, 
‘That know not how & fhift betimes, 
That neither have the hearts to ftay, 
Nor wit enough to run awa 
‘Who, if we could refolve on either, 
Might ftand or fall at leat together 5 
Re mean nor trivial folaces 

'o partners in extreme diftrefs, 
Who ufe to leffen their defpairs, 
By parting them int’ equal fhares ; 
Asif the more they were to bear, 
They felt the weight the eafier; 
And ev’ry one the gentler hung, 
‘The more he tovk his turn among, 
But "tis not come to that, as yet, 
1f we had courage left, or wit, 
Who, when onr fate can be ne worfe, 
Are fitted for the bravcft courfe, 
Have time to rally, and prepare 
Our laft and beft defence, defpair 
Defpair, by which the gallant'tt feats 
Have been achiev'd in greateg flraits, 
And horrid’ft dangers fafely wav'd, 
By being courageoufly outbrav'd ; 
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As wounds by wider wounds are heal’d, 
And poifons by themfelves expell’d : 
And fo they might be now agen, 
If we were, what we fhould be, men;.* 
And not fo dully defperate, ; 
To fide again ourfelves with Fate : 
As criminals, condemn'd to fuffer, 
Are blinded firlt, and then turn’d ovr, —-" 
This comes of breaking Covenants, 
And fetting up exempts of Saints, 
That fine, like aldermen, for grace, 
To be excus’d the efficace : 
For fp'ritual men are too tranfcendent, 
‘That mount their banks for independent, 
To hang, like Mah’met, in the air, 
Or St. Ignatius, at his prayer, 
By pure geometry, and hate 
Dependence upon church or ftate + 
Ditdain the pedantry o’ th’ latter, 
And fince obedience is better 
(‘The Scripture fays) than facrifice, 
Prefome the lefs on’t will fuffice ; 
And {corn to have the moderat'ft ftints 
Preferib'd their peremptory hints, 
Or any opinion, true or falfe, 
Declar'd as fuch, in Dostrinals ; 
But left at large to make their beft on, 
Without b’ing call’d t? account or queft’on 3 
Interpret all the fpleen reveals, 
As Whittington explain’d the bells; 
And bid themfelves turn back agen 
Lord May’rs of New Jerafalem 5 
But look fo big and overgrown, 
They {corn their edifiers to own, 
Who taught them all their {prinkling leffons, 
Their tones, and fancify’d expreffions; 
Beftow'd their Gilts upog a Saint, 
Like charizy, on thofe that want ; 
And learn’a th’ ap hal bigots 
'T’ infpire themfeives with fhorthand nates, 
For which they fcern and hate them wore 
‘Than dogs and cats do fow-gelders : 
For who firft bred them up to pray, 
And teach the Houfe of Commons’ way ? 
Where had they ali their gifted phrafes, 
Bu: from our Calamies and Cafes*? 
Without whofe fprinkling and fowing, 
Whoe'er had heard of Nye or Owen? 
‘Their Difpenfations had been ftifled, 
But for our Adonirag Byficldt, 
And, had they not begun the war, 

Shey ” “er been quinted as they are + 
For Saints in peuce @ generate, 
And dwindle down ty reprobate ; 

ul corrupts, liye Manding water, 
crvals of warind flaughtehs 
u 
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i Abatés the fharpnefs of its edge, 
“SWitho 't the pow of facrilege : 
And thcygh they've tricks to caft their fins, 
AAs caly"ys ferpenta do their ikins, 

That in oe: grow out agen, 

. In peace th\y turn mere carn: men, 
And, from :¢ moft refin’d of Saints, 
As ndNrally grow mifcreants 
“As banticele. ee foland yecke 
To th’ iflands 9; the Orcades, 

"Vheir Difpenta jon’s but a ticket 

For their conforming to the wicked, 
With whom the greateft difference 
Lies more in words and fhew than fenfe + 
For as the Pope, that keeps the gate 
Of heaven, wears three crowns of fhate; 
So he that keeps the gate of hell, 

Proud Cerb'rus, wears three heads as well; 

And if the world has any troth, 

Some have been canoniz’d in both. 
But that which does them greateft harm, 

‘Vheis fp’ritual gizzards are too warm, 
‘Which puts the overheated fots 
In fever ftill, like other Goats 5 
For though the Whorc bends heretics 
With flames of fire, like crooked fiicks, 
‘Our Schifimatics fo vattly differ, 

‘Th' hotter they're they grow the ftiffer ; 
Brill fetting off their fp'ritual goods 

With fierce and pertinacious feuds + 
For Zeal’s, a dreadful termagant, 

That teaches Saints to tear and rant, 
And Independents to profefs 
The doctrine of dependences ; 

Purns meek, and fecret fheaking ones, 
Wo Rawhcads fierce, and Bloody bones; 
find, not content with endlefs quarrels 
fAgainft the Wicked and their morals, 
The Gibellines, for want of Guelfs, 

ivert their rage upon theinfelves, 

or, now the war is not between 
he Brethren and the Men of Sin, 

But saint and Saint to fpill the blood 

f one another's Brotherhood, 

Vhere neither fide can lay pretence 

o liberty of eonfeience, 
br zealous fuff’ ring for the Canfe, 
ta gain one groat’s worth of applaufe ; 
tor, though endur’d with tefolution, 
Pwill ne‘er amount to perfecution ; 
hall precious Saints, and Secreg, ones, 
reak one another's outward bones, 
ind cat the feth of ered 

itead of kings and mighty nf-n? 

Vhen fiends agree among th patelves, 

bail they be foug’l the preatfy elves? 

Then Bells atinion with the Dragon, 

nd Baal > friends withf!'Dagon ; 

{her bears agree f th bears, 

VII feerct ones lag SaintsSy th’ cars, 

# hot atone their fatal wrath, 
#0 conimon danger threatens both > 

i mattiffs, by the colar 
‘ageg'd with balls, let go 
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And Saints, whofe necks are Fawn'd at fake; 
No notice of the danger take ? 

But though no pow’r of heav’n or hell 
Can pacify fanatic zeal, 

Who would not guefs there might be hepes 
The fear of gallowfes and ropes, 

Before their eyes might reconcile 

Their animofities a while. 

At leaf until they ’ad a clear flage, 

And equal freedom to engage, 

Without the danger of furprife 

By both or common enemies ? 

‘This none but we alone cotld doubt, 
Who underftood their workings-out, 
And know ’em both in foul and confcience, 
Giv'n up ¢ as reprobate a nonefenfe 
As fp’ritual outlaws, whom the pow’r 
Of miracle can ne’er reftore, 

We whom at firft they fet up under 
In revelation only’ of plunder, 

Who fince have had fo many trials 
Of their encroaching felf-denials, 
That reok'd upon us with defign 
To out-reform, and undermine 3 
Took all our int’refts and commands 
Perfid'ouily, out of out hands; 
involv'd us in the guilt of blood, 
Without the motive gains allow'd, 
And made us ferve as minifterial, 
Like younger fons of Father Belial : 
And yet for all th’ inhuman wrong, 
They "ad done us, and the Caufe fo long, 
We never fail’d to carry on 

The work ftill, as we had begun ; 
But true and faithfully obey'd, 

And neither preach'd them hurt, nor pray'd; 
Nor troubled them to crop our ears, 
Nor hang us like the Cavaliers; 

Nor put them to the charge of jails, 
To find us pill’ries and carts? tails, 
Or hangman’s wages, which the ftate 
Was forc'd (before them) ta he at ’ 

That cur, like tallies to the ftumps, 

Our cars tor keeping true accompts, 

And burnt our veffels like a new 

Seal’d peck, or bushel, for bing trues 

But hand in hand like faithful Brothers. 

Held for the Caufe againft all othcrs, 

Difdaining equally to yield 

One fyllable of what we held. 

And though we differ’d now and then 

“Bout outward things, and outward men, 

Our inward men and conftant frame 

Of fpirit, fill were near the fame ; 

And ul they firft began to cant, 

And fprinkle down the Covenant, 

We ne'er had call in any place, 

Nor dream’d of teaching down Free Grace 

Bur join’d our Gifts perpetually 

Agaioft the common enemy, 

Although ‘t was ours and their opinion, 

Rach other's church was but a Rimmon} 

And yet for all this Gofpel union, 

And outhvard fhew of Church-communion, 
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"They'll ne’cr admit us to our fhares 

Of ruling church or ftate affairs, 

Nor give us leave t’ abfolve, or fentence 
'T’ our own conditions of repentance, 
But fhar'd our dividend o” the Crown 
We had fo painfully preach'd down, 
‘And fore’d us, though againft the grain, 
"T’ have calls to teach it up again ; 

For ’twas but juftice to reftore 

"The wrongs we had receiv'd before; 
And,when twas held forth in our way, 
We ’ad becn ungrateful not to pay 5 
Who, for the right we’ve done she nation, 
‘Have earn’d our temporal falvation, 
And put our veflels in a way, 

Once more, to come again in play": 

For if the turning of us out 

Has brought this providence about, 
And that our only fuffering 

4s able to bring in the King, 

“What would our actions not have donc, 
Had we been fuffer’d to go on? 

‘And therefore may pretend t’ a fhare, 
‘At leat, in carying on th’ affair : 

But whether that i. To or not, 

We've done enough to have it thought, 
‘And that’s as good as if we’ad don’t, 
And caficr pafs’d upon account + 

For if it be but half deny’d, 

*T ig half as good as juflify’d. 

"The world is nat’rally averfe 

"To all the truth it fees or hears, 

But {wallows nonfenfe, and a lie, 

‘With greedinefs and gluttony ; 

And though it have the pique, and long, 
* Tis ftill for fomething in the wrong ; 
As women long, when they’re with child, 
For things extravagant and wild; 

For meats ridiculous and fulfome, 

But feldom any thing that’s wholefome ; 
And, like the world, men’s jobbernoles 
‘Turn round upon their ears, the poles, 
And what they’re confidently told, 

By no {enfe elfe can be;controll'd. 

And this, perhaps, may prove the means 

Once more to hedge in Providence. 

For asrelapfes make difeafes 

More defp’rate than their firft acceffcs, 
If we but get again in power, 

Our work is eaficr than before, 

And we more ready and expert 

¥ th’ myftery, to do our part : 

‘We who did rather andertake 

"The firft war to create than make 5 
And, when of nothing ‘twas begun, 
Rais'd funds, as ftrange, to corry't ons 
‘Trepann’d the ftate, and fac’d it down, 
‘With plots.and projets of our own ; 
And if we did fuch feats at firft, 

‘What can we, now we're better verft ? 
‘Who have a freer latitude, 

‘Than finners give themfelves, allow'd ; 
And therefore likclieht to bring in, 

On fairef terms, our Difcipline ; 
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To which it was reveal’d-long fince : 
We were ordain’d by Providence 5 : 
When three Saints’ ears, our predeceffors*, 
The Caufe’s primitive confeffors, 

Bring crucify’d, the nation ftood 

Tn juft fo maiz; years of blood, 

That, multiply’d by Six, expreft Pt 
The perfe&t number of the Beaft, , eo 
And prov'd that we muft be the mea 

Yo bring this Work about agen : 

And thofe who laid the firft foun: ation, - 
Complete the thorough Refermation : 

For who have gifts to carry on 

So great a work: but we alone ? 

What Churches have fuch able paftors, 

And preciaus, powerful, preaching Matters # 
Pafleis'd with abfolute dominions 

O’er Brethren’s purfes and opinions ? 

Ana trafted with the double keys 

Of heav’n, and thcir warehoufes ; 

Who, when the Caufe is in diftrefs, 

Can furnith out what fums they pleafe, 

That brooding lie in bankers’ hands, 

‘To be difpos’d at their commands : 

And daily’ increafe and multiply, 

With Dodtrine, Ufe, and Ufury; 

Can fetch in parties (as in war, 

All other heads of cattle are) 

From th’ enemy of all religions, 

As well as high and low conditions, 

And fhare them, from blue ribands, down 
‘Tv all blue aprons in the Town; 

From ladies hurry’d in calleches, 

With cornets at their footmen’s breeches, 

To bawds as fat as Mether Nab, 

All guts and belly, like a crab, 

Our party’s great, and better ty’d 

With oaths, and tradc, than any fide 5 

Has one confiderable improvement 

To double fortify the Cov'’nant 5 

I mean our Covenant to purchafe 
Delinguents’ titles, aud the Church’s, 

That pais in fale, from hand to hand, 
Among ourfelves, for current land, 

And rife or fall, like Tudisn actions, 
According to the rate of faGtions ; 

Our beit referve for Reformatien, 

When new Outgaings give occafion 3 

That keeps the loivs of Brethren girt, 

The Covenane (their creed) t’ affert; 

And, when they’ pack'd a Parl'ament, 
Will once more t13; the expedient + 

Who can already syufter friends 

To ferve for memt srs to our ends, 

‘That reprefent no art o’ th’ sation; 

But Fifher’s fully cci-gregation > 
‘re only tools ta ou, inesigues,, 
And fit like geefe te{hatch ont eg 
Who, by their precee-nts of wit, 
¥° outfalt, outleiter, aud outfit, 
And order matters underhand, 
‘Yo put all bus’nefs to a ftand ; 










* Burton, Pryn, and Katwick, three notorionse 
leaders of the Jachons, jut at the beginning of the 
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Lay public bills afide, for private, 
‘And ‘nake ’em onc,ancth€r drive out ; 
iver, the great and neceflary, 
‘ifles to contefl and vary 
the mation reprefent, 
‘And ferve'for us in Parl’ament 5 
Cut out nidre work than can be dene 
In Plato's yar, bur finith none, 
Unles\jt be the bulls of Lenthal*, 
"That alWays afs’d for fandamental ; 
Can fer up giindee againit grandee, 
‘To fquander time away. und bandy; 
Make Lords and Commoncrs lay fieges 
‘Lo one another’s privileges ; 
And, rather than compound the quarrel, 
Engage, to th’ mevitable peril 
Of both their ruins th’ only feope 
And coufolation of owt hope ; 
Who, though we donot ply the game, 
Adit as much by giving ain; 
, Can introduce our ancient arts, 
For heads of factions, ¢? act their parts 
Know what a leading voice is worth, 
| A feconding, a third, or fourth ; 
* How mucha cafting voice comes to, 
, That turns up trump of Aye or Nos 
And, by acjuiting all ut the end, 
Share every one his dividend. 
Anart that fo much Rudy coft, 
Aud uow’s in danger to be loft 
Jnlefs our ancient virtuofis, 
‘Lhat found it out, get in to th’ Houfes, 
‘Vhefe are the courfes that we took 
‘Lo carry things by hook or crook, 
And pradtis’d down from forty-four, 
Until they curn’d us out of door. 
Befides, the herds of Boutefeus 
We fet on work without the Houfz, 
When ev'ry knight and citizen 
Kept legiflative journeymen, 
‘To bring thent in intelligence, 
From all points of the rabble’s fenfe, 
and fill the lobbies of both Ioufes 
With politic impl@tant buzzes ; 
Set up committees of cabals, 
To pack defigns without the walls ; 
Examine and draw up all news, 
And fit it to our prefent ufe; 
Agree upon the plot o’ the farce, 
And ev'ry one his part rehearie 5 
Make Q's of aufwers to waylay 
Wha: th’ other party’s like *o fay ; 
What repartces, and {mart geflcctions, 
Shall be rcturn’d to all objptions; 
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which begin thy Rebellion, p-urdered the King, be 
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; And who fhall break the mafter-jeft, 
| And what, and how, zpon the re 
Help pamphlets out, with fafe editions, 
Gf proper Manders and feditions, 
And treafon fer a token fend, 
By letter, to a country friend ; 
Difperfe lampocn:, the ouly wit 
Tha: men, like burglary, commit 
t With falfer than a pender’s face, 
i That all its owner does betrays, 
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Who therefore dares not truft it, when 
He’s in his calling to be feen ; 
Dilperfe the dung on barren earch, 
‘Lo bring new weeds ef difcord forth 5 
Be fare to keep Up congregations, 
In fpite of laws and proclamations 3” 
jatetis can do no good, 
rey’re mounted in a crowds 
nith’d, all the hurt 
Is but to fare the better for’t; 
As long as confeffors are fare 
Of double pay for all th’ endure, 
And what they earn in perfecution, 
Are paid t’ a groat in contribution : 
Whence fome tub holders forth have made 
In powd'ring tubs their richeft trade’; 
And, while they kept their thups ia prifon 
Have found their prices ilrangely rifens 
Difdain to own the leaf regret 
For all the Chriftian blood we've Tet 
"Twill fave our credit, and maintain 
Our title to do fo 2eain; 
That needs not cuft one dram of fenfe, 
But pertinacious impudence. 
Our confancy t? our principles, 
In time will wear out all things elfe ; 
Like nrarble itatues, rubb’d in pieces 
Jtantry of pilgrims’ kifles ; 
While thofe who turn and wind their oaths, 
Have fwell’d and funk, like other froths; 
Prevail’d awhiie, but ’twas not long 
Before from world to world they fwung ; 
As they had turn’d from fide to fide, 
And as the changlings liv’d they dy'd. 
‘Thic faid, th’ inpatient Statefmonger 

Could now contain himfelf no longer, 
Who had not fpar’d to thew his piques 
Againtt th’ harrangucr’s politics, 
With fmarting remarks of leering fa 
And annotations of grimaces, 
After he bad admimit. rd a dofe 
Of fia im sicungus co his nofe, 
Ard powder'd th’ iniide of his fkull, 
Tnttead of tu’ outward jobbernol, 
it with a (cornful took 
viveriary, and thes he fpoke : 

ing a Lars head, although 
| ‘The tongue and brains t 
Both k--p fo great a ditt 
Pils ftrange if ever they come ncet 5 
| For who did ever play his gambols 
} With fuch infufferable rambles, 
| To make the bringing in the King 
i And keeping ef him out one thing ¢ 
} Pp 
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494- 
Which sone could do, but thofe that fwore 
*T'was point-blank nonfenfe heretofore; 
“Fhat to deierd was to invade, 

And to affuflinate to aid: 

Unlels, becanfe you drove him out, 

(And that was never made a douht) 

No pow’r is able to reft-re 

And brig him in, but on your feore : 

A fp’ritvai dodtrine, that conduces 

Mott properly to all your ules. 

‘Tis true, a fcorpion § oil is faid 

To cure the wounds the vermin made; 
An! weapons drefs'd with falves reftore, 
And heai the hurts they gate Lefore 

But whether Prefbyterians have 

So much good. naure as the falve," 

Or virrve in them as the vermin, 

“Thofe who have try'd them can determine. 
Indced tis pity you fhould mils 

‘Th’ arrears of ail your ferviccs, 

And, for th’ eternal obligation 

Y? laid upon th’ ungratcful 
Be uy'd fo unconfeienabiy hard, 

Asnot to find a fat reward 

For Jetting rapine Joofe, and murther, 

‘To rage jut fo far but no further, 

And fetting all the land on fire, 

‘To burn t’ a feantling, but no higher ; 

For vent’ring vo affaffinate, 

And cu: the throats of Church aud State, 
And not be aHow’d the fitteft men 

‘Lo take the charge of both agen + 
Efpecially chat have the grace 

OF fclfcenying gifted face ; 

‘Who when your projeéts have mifvarry’d, 
Can lay them, with undaunted forehead, 
On thefe you painfully trepann’d, 

And fprinkled in at fecond-hand ; 

As we have heen, to fhare the guilt 

Of Chrittion blood, devoutly file; 

For fo our ignorance was flarcm’d, 

To damn ourfelves, t? avoid b damn‘d ; 
‘Tili Suemg your old foe, the hangman, 
Wos like to lurch you & Buckgammon, 
and win your necks upon the fet, 

As well as ours, who did but bet, 

(For he hud drawn your ears before, 

And nick's them on the felf fame icorc*) 
We threw the box and dice away, 

Eefere y’ Kad Toh ns at foul play, 

And brought you down to rvok and lic, 
And fancy enly onthe bye; 

Redeca'd forfeit jobbernoles, 

From perching upon lofty pales, 

and reicn’d all your ontward treitors 
Fron hangisg up, like 
Bor which mye 
Your Pretbytcrian gratitude ; 
Would freely have paid us Lome in kind, 
and not have been one repe behind. 

_ 'Thofe were pour metives to divide, 

And feruple, on the other fide, 
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Part 4 


To turn your zealous frauds, and force, 

To fits of confciesice and remgrfe; 

To be convine’d they were in vain, 

And face about for new again; 

for truth no more unveil'd your eyes. 

Than maggots are convinc’d to flies; 

And therefore all your Lights and Calls 

Are but spochryphal and falfe, 

‘To chaige us with the confequences 

Of all your native infoleners, 

‘That to your oven imperious wills 

Laid Law and Golpel neck and heels; 

Corrupted the Old Teftament’, —¢ 

‘To ferve the New fer precedent ; 

T end its errors und defees, 

murder and rebellion texts ; 

Ot which there is not any one . 

In ail the book to fow upon; 

And therefore (from yeur tribe) the Jew 

Held Chriftian doGtrine forth, and ule; 

as Muhomet . your chief) began 

‘Yo mix them in the Adcoran; 

Denounces. and pray'd, with fierce devotion,” 

And bended elbows on the cufhion ; 

Stele frem the beggars a! yorr tones, 

-\nd gilted mortifying groans ; 

Mad lights where better eyes were blind, 

As pigs arc faid to fee the wind, 

Vill'd Bedlam with predeftination, 

And Knightfbricge with illumination; 

Made children, with your tones, to run for’fp 

As bad as Bloodybi.nes or Lunsford+. 

While women, great with child, n:ifcarry’, 

For being to Malignants marry'd ; 

Vraneform’'d all wives to Dalilahs, 

Wile hatbands were not for the Caufe 5 

And tu men to teneh. rn’d cattle, 

Lecaule they came not out to hattle; 

Made tailors’ ’prenrice: turm herces, 

For fear of being transform’d to Meroz,y 

And rather for fei: their indentures, 

2 not cfponte the Saints adventures : 

1 tract:bRantiate, mictamerphofe, 

And charm whole herds of beafgg, lilte Orpheus; 
nt tlic King’s and Church lands, : 
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‘TP’ obey and follow your commands, 
And fetlc on a new freehold, 
As Ma ili had done of old; 
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‘ ‘And yet, in fpite of alt your charms 
eeTo conjure Legion up in arms, 
* And ¥aife more devils in the tout, 

"Then «er y’ were able to caft out, 

¥’ have been reduc’d, and by thofe fools, 
*? Pred ‘up *yon fay) in your own Schools, 
Who, though but gifted at your feet, 
Have madg it plain they have more wit, 
By v-hom ygu've been fo oft’ trepann’d, 
And .alg foyth out of all command ; 
Out-gifted, oat-impuls'd, out-done, 
And out-reve Wd at Carryings-on 5 
Of ail your difpenfations worm’d, 
Out-providenc’d and out-reform'd ; 
Fjected ont of Church and State, 
Aad all things but the people's hate 5 
And {pirited out of th? enjoyments 
Of precious, edifying employments, 
By thofe who lodg’d their gifts and graces 
Like better bowlers, in your places : 
All which you bore with,refolution, 
Charg’d on th’ account of perfecution 3 
And though mott rightoufly opprefs'd, 
Againk your wills, {till acquiefe'd ; 
And never humm’d and hah’d Sedition, 
Nor inuilled Treafon, nor Mifprifion : 
‘That is, becaufe you never durtls 
For, had you preach’d and pray'd your worft, 
Alas, you were no longer able 
‘Vo raile your poffe of the rabble : 
One fingle redevat fentinel 
Out charm'd the magic of the fpell, 
And, with his fquirt fire, could difperfe 
‘Whole troops with chapter rais’d and verfe, 
We knew too welt thofe tricks of yours, 
‘To leave it ever in your powers, 
Or truft our fafeties, or undoings, 
‘To your dilpofing of Outgoings, 
Or to your ord'ring Providence, 
Onc farthing’s worth of confequence. 

For had you power to undermine, 
Or wit to carry a defign, 
Or correfpondence to trepan, 
Inveigle, or betray one man, 
‘There's nothing elfe that intcrvenes, 
And bars yout zeal to ufe the means 5 
And therefore wonders like, no doubr, 
"To bring in kings, or keep them out : 
Brave undertakers to reftcre, 
"Yhat could not keep yourfelves in pow’r # 
'T’ advance the inr’refts of the Crown, 
‘That wanted wit to keep Ai own. 








x 


“Lis true you have (for I'F be loath 
To wrong ye: done your pais in both, 
‘To keep him out, and bring, aim in, 
As Grace is introduc’d by Sn; 

For 'twas your Zulons wa, 4 of fenfe 
Aud fundtify'd impertiner/e, 








Oblig’d the State to tackfabout, 

Aad turn you, root and “oranch, all out; 
‘To reformado, one and all, 

"E your great Croyfado General: 


Your greedy flav’ring to devour; 

Before "twas in your clutches, pow'r ¢ 

That fprung the game you were to fet, 

Before ye *ad time to draw the net : 

Your fpite to fee the Church's lands 

Divided into other hands, 

And all your facrilegious ventures 

Laid out in tickets and debentures 5 

Your envy to be {prinkled down, 

By under churches in the ‘Town 5 

And no courle us’d te top their mouths, 

Nor th’ Independents’ fpreading growths 3 

All which confider’d, ’tis moft trué 

Nene bring him in fo much as you, 

Who have prevajl’d beyond their plots, 

Their midnight juntos, and feal'd knats s 

That thrive more by your zealous piques, 

‘Than all their own rath politics. . 

Ané this way you may claim a fhare 

In carrying (as you bray) th’ affair, 

Elie frogs and tuds, that croak’d the Jews 

From Pharaoh and his brick-kilns loofe, 

Aud flies and mange, that fet them free 

From tafkmatfters and flavery, 

Were likelicr to do the feat, 

In any indiff’rent man’s conceit ; 

For whoe’er heard of Reftoration, ” 

Until your thorough Reformation ? 

That is, the Kiny’s and Church's lands 

Were lequefter'd int’ other hands: 

For only then, and nox before, 

Your eyes were open'd to reftore; 

And when thé werk was carrying on, 

Who crofs’d it but yourfelves alone ? 

As by a world of hints appears, 

All plain, and extant, as your ears, < 
But firlt, o’ th’ fir: The {le of Wight 

Will rife up, if you fhou'd deny’t, 

Where Henderfon§, and th’ other Maffes, 

Were fent to cap texts, and put cafes: 

‘To pafs for deep and learned fcholars, 

Although but paltry Ob and Sollersf + 

As if th’ unfeafonable fools 

Had been a courfing in theYchools, 

Until they ’ad prov'd the devil author 

O° th’ Cov’nant, and the Caufe his daughter 3 

For when they charg’d him with the guilt 

Of all the blood that had been fpilt, 

They did not mean he wrought th’ effufion, 

In perfon, like Sir Pricc||, or Hughfon’, 
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a founding. He went into the army, was 
made a nd was principally concerned in feclod- 
ing the members, in order to the King’s triat: which great 
change was called Coforel Pride's Purge. He was one of 
Oliver_Cromwell’s upper houle. He sis calted ‘Thoma 
{ Pride, in tre commifion for ereding a High Gourt 
Vee, “or tke trial of Sit Henry Stinatby, Dr. Hewitt! 
Ir, Botler calls hin Sir Pride, by way of ineer upon 
the manocr of hie being kuighted ; tor Olivir Cremwell 
knighted him with a fagot flick intlead of a fword. 

_*iughfon wasa , Went inte the army, aod was 
made a colonel. 
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Fags 
But only thofe who firt began 
‘The quarrel were by him fet ons 
And who covld thefe be but the Saints, 
Thofe Refurniation termagants ? 
But e’er this pafs'd the wile debate 
Spent fo much time, it grew too late; 
For Oliver had gotten ground, 
'T’ enclofe him with his warriors round 5 
Had brought his Providence about, 
‘And turn'd th’ untimely fophifts ovt. 
Nox had the Uxbridge bus’nefs lefs 
Of nonfenfe in’t, or fottifhnefs ; 
When from a feoundrel holderforth, 
"The fcum, as well as fon o th’ earth, 
Your mighty fenators took law, + 
‘At his command were fore’d t” withdraw, 
‘And factifice the peace o” th’ nation 
‘To Dodtrine, Ufe, and Applicatinn, 
So when the Scots, your conftant cronies, 
"Ch? efpoufers of your caufe and monies, 
Who had fo often, in your aid, 
So many ways been foundly paid, 
Came in at laft for better ends, 
'Yo prove themfelvcs your trufty friends, 
You bafely left them, and the Church 
‘They train’d you up to, in the lurch, 
And fuffer’d your own tribe of Chriftians 
"To fall beforc, as truc Philiftines. 
‘This fhews what utenfils y’ have been, 
‘Yo bring the King’s concernments in ; 
Which is fo far from teing true, 
"Fhat none but he can bring in you; 
And if he take you into truft, 
Will find you mot exadily jut, 
Such as will pynQually repay 
With double ibt’reft, and betray, 
Not that I think thofe pantomimes, 
Who vary eclion with the times, 
Are lefs ingenious in their art, 
Than thofe who dully a& one part ; 
Or thofe who turn from fide to fide, 
More guilty than the wind and tiiv. 
All countries are a wife man’s home, 
And fo are governments to fome, 
‘Who change them for the fame intrigues 
‘That ftatefinen ufe in breaking leagues 5 
While others in old faiths and treths 
Look old, as out-of-fafhion’d cicthes, 
And naftier in an old opinion, 
Than thofe who never fhift their finen. 
Fer Trne and Faithful's fare to leic, 
Which way Joever the game goes3 


And, whether partios bk 



















ow'r ufurp'd, like Lon dclight, 

As more bewitching than the ight, 

and, when the times begin to alter, 

None rife fo high as from the halter, 
“nd fo we may, if we've but fente 

‘Yo ufe the neceflary means, 

And not your vfual ftratagems 

On one another, lights and dreams : 

‘Yo fland of terms as pofitive, 

Asif we did not take, but give ; 
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Set up the Covenant on crutches, 

*Gainft thofe who have us in their clutches,y 

Ane dicam of pulling churches down, 

Before we're furc to prop our own 3 

Your conftant method if proceeding, 

Without the carnal means of heeding, / 

Who, ’twixt your ward fenfe and ouyward, 

are worfe, than if y’ had none, accou 
1 grant all curfes are in vain, 

Unlets we can get it in again: 

‘The only way that’s left us now, 

Put all the difficulty’s how. : 

"Vis true we've money, th’ only pow'r. 

“fhat all mankind falls down before ; 

Moncy, that, like the fwords of kings, 

1s the la reafon of all things ; 

and therefore need not doubt our play 

Has all advantages that way, 

As long as men have faith to fell, 

And mect with thofe that can pay well ; 

Whofe halfe!tarv’d pride, and avaricc, 

One church and ftate wiil not fufti 

T expofe to fale, befides the wages, 

Of Roring plagues to after ages. 

Nor is our money lef qur own 

Than t'was before we laid it down ; 

For ‘twill return, and turn t? account, 

if we are brought in play upon't 

Or but, by cafling knaves, get in, 

What jow'r can hinder us to win? 

We know the arts we us'd before, 

in peace and war, and fomething morc, 

A\nd Ly th’ unfortunate events 

Can mend our next experiments ; 

For when we're taken inte truit, 

How caf the wifeft choutt, 

Who fee but th’ outfides of our feats, 

And act their fecret fprings and weights. 
nd, while they’re bufy at thei 
carry what defigns we p! 

is't to forve for agents, 

ceute our old engagements ? 

‘To keep the good old Caule on faot, 

’ fent pew’r from 










































in’s wounds too wide 

of fide to fide 

snat’it concerns, 

r intereits by turns, 

inprove cur own, 
fullywith none 5 

uue, yy being made 
,angyto be fway’d) 

houhi be tate to either, 

; Pweuld turn us out gf both togmther 5 
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<And niake them join again as clofe, 

As when they firit began t? efpoute 3 
Freét tham intp feparare 

New Jew. th tribes in Church and State; 
‘Lo join in-marriage and commerce, 
And only’ imong themfctves converfe, 
And a!lthateare not of their mind, 
Make enemifs to all mankind : 

"Lake all religions iu, and fickle 

Prom Couclave down to Coventicle; 
Agreeing Nill, or dilagrecing, 
According to the light in being. 
Sometimes for liberty of conlcience, 

And fpiritual mifrele in one fenfe 5 

But in another quite contrary, 

As Difpentations chance to vary 5 

And fland for, as the times will bear it, 
All contradi@ions of the Spirit ; 
Protedt their emiffaries, empower'd 

‘To preach Sedition and the Word; 
And, when, they're hamper'’d by the laws, 
Releafe the lab'rers for the Caufe, 

A\nd turn the peefecution’ hack 

On thole that made the firfl attack, 

To keep them equally in awe 

From breaking, or maintaining law : 
Anil when they have their firs too focn, 
Before ihe full-tides of the moon, 

Put off their zeat t? a fitter feafon, 

Yor fowing fa@ion in and treafen 

And keep them hooded, and their Churches, 
Like hawks, from baiting on their perches: 
‘That when the bleffed time thal} come 
Of quitting Babylon and Rume, 

‘They may be ready to reitore 

‘Pheir own Vilth monaichy once more. 

Meau- while be better arm’d to fence 

Againtt revolts of Providence, 

By watching narrowly, and {napping 

AMT blind fides of it, us diey bappen : 

Por if fuceefs could mals as Sai 
Our run: turn’d us mifere 
A fcindal that would fall t 
Upon a tow, and unprepar’d. 

‘Thefe are the courfes we muft runy 
Spite of our hearts, or be unden 
And not to ftand on terms and f: 
Befure we have fecur'd our necks, 

Gut do ovr work as out offight, 
As flars by day, and fans :y. ig 
All licence of the people ow: , 
In oppofition to the Crown 
And for the Crown as fiere“ly fide, 
“Dhe head and body to divi: e. 

‘The end of all we firft def n’d, 
And ail that yet remains | Rind, 
Be {ure to {pare no publi. rapine, 
On all emergencies that ’ Appen; 
For “tis as eafy to fugpiaat 
Authority as men in want; 

As fome of us, im trufts, have made 
he one hand with the other trade ; 
Guin’d vaftly by their joint cndeavo 
‘Lhe right a thief, the lefe receiver 5 
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And what the one, by tricks, forefiall’d, 
‘The-other, by as fly, retail'd. 
Por gain has wonderful efeds, 

‘T’ improve the factory of feds ; 

‘The rule of faith in all profeflions, 

And gteat Diana of th’ Ephefians; 
Whence turning of religion’s made 

The meane to turn and wind a trade 3 
And though fome change it for the worfe, 
They put themfelves into a conti, 

And draw in flere of cuftomers, 

‘Lo thrive the better in comnierce 

For all religions fl-ck together, 

Like tame and wild fowl of a feather, 
‘Lo nab the itches of their fects, 

ides do one another’s necks. 

Heiice ’tis hypecrify as well 

Will ferve ? improve a Church, as zeal: 
as perfcution or promotion, 

Do cquully advance devotion. 

Let bus’nefs, like ill watches, go 
Sometime too fait, fometime too flow; 
For thingsin order are put out 
So eafy, eafe itfelf will dot: 

But when the feat ’s defign d and meant, 
What miracle can bar th’ event ? 

For 'tis more cafy to betray, 

‘Than ruin any other way. 

All poflible occafions ftart, 

The weighticfl matters to diverts 
Obfiroc, perplex, diftract, entangle, 
And lay perpetual trains to wrangle 5 
But in affairs of lefs import, 

‘That ucither do us good nor hurt, 

And they reccive as little by, 

Outfawe us much, and ontcomply, 

And feem as ferupuloufly jute 

‘To bait our books for greter truft. 

But ill be careful to cry down 

All publ though our owns 
The le ge aguravate, 

‘ge it all upon the State ¢ 

¢ horrid deteftation, 

«Aud pity the dilraged nation 5 

Tell ftories {candalous and falfe, 

I* th’ proper language of cabal, 
Where al 
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aniarés talk in dialogues 
OF heads aud Moulders, nods and fhrugs) 
i 2 it under folemn vows 
Of Mem, and Silence, and the Rofe, 
‘Yo be retail’d again in w 7 
For th’ cafy creduions te dilperfe. 
‘Phus fer the Ratefinan—When a fhout, 
Heard at a diflance, put him outs 
sind frait another, all agaft 
Rufl'din with equal fear and hafte, 
Who itar'd about, as pale 2s death, 
And, fer a while, as out of breath, 
‘Till, having gather’d up his wits, . 
He thus began his tale by fits * 























* We learn from Lilly, that the melfenger wha brought 
this terriying intelligeme to cils cabalwas Sir Mage 
{ yn Nocile 
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"That beaftly rabble—that came down 
From all the garrcts—in the Town, 
And flalls, and fhopboards—in vaft fwarms, 
With new-chalk’d hills, and rufty arms, 
'To cry the Caufe-- up, heretofore, 

And baw! the Bithops—out of door. 
‘And new-drawn up—in greater fhoals, 
‘To roaft- and broil us on the coals, 
And all the Grandecs—of our members 
Are carbonading on the embres 5 
Knights, citizens, and burgefles— 
Hold forth by rumps~ of pigsard geefe, 
"That ferve for chara@ers—and badges ; 
"To reprefenttheir perfonages ; 
Each bonfire is a faneral pile, 
Tn which they reaft, and fcorch, and broil, 
And ev'ry reprefentative 
Have vow'd to roaft— and broil alive ; 
* And ‘iis a miracle we are not 
Already facrific'd incarnate ; 
_ For while we wrangle here, and jar, 
We're grilly'd all at 'Vemple-bar ; 
Some, on the fign-poft of an ale-houfe, 
Hang in effigy, on the gallows, 
Made up of rags to perfonate 
Refpedtive officers of ftate 5 
"hat. henceforth, they may ftand reputed, 
Profcrib'd in Jaw, and executed, 
‘And, while the Work is carrying on, 
Be ready fled under Dun *. 
‘That worgby patriot, once the bellows, 
And tinder-box. of all his fellows 5 
‘The adtiv’ft member of the five, 
As well as the moft primitive 5 
‘Who, for his faithful tervice then, 
Is chofen for a fifth agen f 
(For fince the State has made a quint 
Of Gencrals, he’s lifted in’t) 
"This worthy, as the world will fay, 
Is paid in fpccie his own way + 
For, moulded to the life, in clouts 
Th’ have pick’d from dunghills hereabouts, 
He's mounted on a hazel bavin 
A cropp’d malignant baker gave ‘em ; 
‘And to the largeft bonfire riding, 
‘They’ ve roafted Cook already’, and Pride in; 
On whom, in equipage and itate, 
His fearecrow {(Jew-members wait, 
‘And march in order, two and two, 
Asat thankigivings th’ ua’d to do, 
Bach in ataiter’d catifman, 
Like vermine in effigy fain, 

But what's niore dreadful than the reft) 
"Thofe rumps are but che tail o° th’ Balt, 
Bet up by Fopith engineers, 

‘As by the crackers plainly ‘pears 5 
For none but Jefuits have a niiiiion 
To preach the faith with ammunition, 














# Dunwesthe public executioner at that time 5 and 
theexeartiot¢ fer thar went by the fm. 
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And propagate the Church with powder ; 
Their founder was a blown-up foldicr. 

‘Yhele fp'ritcal pioneers o th’ Whore's, 
‘That have the charge of all her fturcs, f 


Since firft they feild in their det i 









‘Fo take in heav'n by Springing mincs, 
And with unaafwerable barrels, 
Of gunpowder ciipete their quarrels; 





Now take a courfe more practicable, 
By} trains to fire the rabble, 
Ard blow vs up, in th’ open firects, 
Difguis'd in romps, like dambenites, 
like to ruin and confound, 
all their doctrines underground. 
No: have they chofen ramps ainils, 
remy Quries, 
nf "twas but to fhew 
How much they Jeern’d the nts, the few, 
Who, ’caule they're walled to the fiumps, 
Ave reprefented bel by rumps. 
But Jefuirs have deeper reaches 
In ali their politic far-fetches, 
And frei the Coptic prict Kircherus *, 
Found oue his myftic way to jeer us: 
For as tho Egyptian us'd by bees 
“LD” cxprefs their antique Prolemics, 
And by their ttings, the {words they wore, 
Held forth authority and pow’r; 
Becaule thefe fubtle animals 
calle irt’refls in their tails, 
But when theyre once impair’d in that, 
Ave Laailh’d thoi: well order’d State, 
‘They thought all governments were butt 
By hieroglyphic rumps erpreft. 
For as, in bodies natural, 
‘The ramp’s the fundamental of all, 
So in a commonwealth, or reaim, 
‘the government is call’d the Helm, 
With w like veliels under fail, 
‘They're tern’d and winded by the tail ; 
“Phe tail, which birds and fithes ftcer 
“bheir courfes with throvgh fea and air, 
‘Yo whem the rudder of the rump is, 
‘Lhe fame thing with the ficrn and compafs. 
"Lhis thews how perfectly the rump 
And commonwecith in Nature jump; 
For sa ily, that goes to bed, 
Refts with his tail above his head, 
So, in this mongrel ftate of ours, 
‘The rablic are the fyypreme powers, 
"Dhat hers’d us en thetr backs, to flew us 
A jacifi trick at laf, and throw us. 
“he learned Rabbinf of the Jews 
Wrie, there's a Lone, which they call Luez, 
Y th’ remp of man, of }ich a virtue, 
No force in nature can &9 hurt to; 
And therefore, at the lathereat day, 
All t? other members fhY, they fay, 
pring out of this, 2s trom a feed 
All {rts of vegetals proceed 5 
Frei whence the learned fons of Art, 
a Juilly feyle that part: 
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"Then what can better reprefent, 
Than chis rnmp bone, the Parliament, 
"That after fev’ral rude ejections, 
And as prodigious refurre&ions, 
With new reverfions of nine lives, 
Starts up. aad, like a cat, revives? 
But nev, alis! they're all expir’d, 
‘And th’ Houfe, as well as members, §r'd; 
Cenfum'd in kennels by the rout 
‘With which they other fires put out; 
Condemn’d t’ ungoverning diftrefs; 
And paltry, private wretchednefs ; 
Wourfe than the devil to privation, 
Beyond all hopes of reftaration ; 
And parted, like the body and foul, 
From all dominion and controul. 

‘We who could lately, with a look, 
Ena&, eitablith, or revoke, 
‘Whofe arbitrary nods gave law, 
And frowns kept multitudes in awe ; 
Before the blufter of whofe huff, 
Allhats, as in a ftorm, flew off; 
Ador’d and bow'd to by the great, 
Down to the footman and valet ; 
Had more bent knees than chapel mats, 


- And prayers, than the crowns of hats, 


Shall now be (corn'd as wretchedly, 
For ruin’s juft as low as high; 

Which might be fuffer'd, were it al} 
‘Phe horrors that attend our fall: 

Yor fome of us have Scores more large 
‘Than heads and quarters can difcharge 5 
Acd others, who, by retlefa feraping, 
With oublic frauds, and private rapine, 


2 


HUDIBRAS. 599 


, Have mighty heaps of wealeh amaf'd, 
Would gladly lay down all at lat, 
And, to be but undone, entail 
Their veflels on perpetual jail, 
And blefs the dev’I to Ict them farms 
Of forfeit foudy on no wosfe terms. 
This faid, a near and louder fhout 
Put a'l th’ affembly-to the rout, 
Who vew began t’ outruc their fear, 7 
As horfes do, from thofe they bear; ° 
But crowded on with fo much hatte, 
Until they ’ad bjock’d the paffage fatt, 
And barricado'd it with haunches 
Of outward pen, and bulks and paunchies, 
That with their thoulders ftrowe to £q 
And rather fave a crippled piece ™* : 
Of all their crufn’d and broken membeté . - 
Than have them grilly’d on the embers; © 
Stull preffing on with heavy packs 
Of one another on their backs, 
The vanguard could no longer bear 
The charges of the forlorn r 
But, borne down headlong by the 
Were trampled forely unser foot; 
Yet nothing prov’d fo formidable 
As th’ horrid cook'ry of the rabble ; 
And fear, that keeps all feeling out, 
As lefler pains are by the gour, 
Believ’d ’em with a freth fupply 
Of rally’d farce, enough to fly, 
And beat a Tufcan running horfe, 
Whofe jockey-rider is all fpurs. 
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IN THREE PARTS. 








PART Il. CANTO I, 


The Argument. 


‘The Knight and Squire’s prodigious flight 
‘To quit th’ cnchanted bow’r by night. 
He plods to turn his amorous fuit, 
‘T’ a plea in law, and profecute : 
Repairs to counfel, to advife 
. *Bout managing the enterprife ; 
But firft refolwes to try by letter, 
And cne more fair addrefs, to get her, 


° 


Woo would believe what ftrange bughears 
Mankind creates itlelf, of fears, 

‘That fpring, like fern, that infedt weed, 
Equivocally, without feed, 

And have no poflible foundation, 

Eut merely in th’ imagination ? 

And yet can do more dreadful feats 
Than hags, with all their imps and teats; 
Make more hewitch and haunt themiclves, 
‘Than all their nurferies of elves. 

Lor fear doe: things fo like a witch, 

°Tis hard t? lle which is which ; 
Sets up comniunities of fenfes, 

‘To chop and change intelligences ; 

As Roficrucian virtuofis 

Can foc with ears, and hear with nofes; 
And, when they neither fee nor hear, 
Have more than both fupply’d by fear, 
‘Vhat makes them in the dark fee vifions, 
And hag themfelves with apparitions, 
And, when their eyes difcover leaf ; 
Difcern the fubtleft objects belt ; 

Do thing: not contrary, alone, 

‘Lo th’ courfe of Nature, but its own, 
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The courage of the braveft daunt, 

A‘nd turn poltroons as valjant : 

For men as refulute appear 

With too mnch, as too little fears 

And when they're out of hopes of fiying, 

Will run away irom death by dying; 

Or turn again to ftand it out, 

And thofe they fled, like lions, rout. 
‘This Hudibras hadgprov'd too tree, 

Who, by the Furies, nit perdue, 

And haunted with detachmertts, fent 

From Marfhal Legion’s regiment’, 

Was by a fiend, as coummerteit, 

Reliewd and refcu’d with a cheat, + 

When nothing but himfelf, and fear, 

Was both the imps and conjurer 5 

As, by the rules o th’ viriuofi, 

It follows in due form of jlnefie. 
Difguis’e in all the matks of night; 

‘We lett out champion on his flight, 





* Alluding to Stephen Marthall’s bellowing out treafon 
from the pulpit, in otder to recrust the army of the Rebelss 
He was called the Geneva Bull, 
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At biird man’s buff, to grope his way, 
In equal fear of night and day ; 

‘Wro took his dark and defp’rate courfe, 
He knew no better than his horfe; 

And by an unknown devil led, 

(He knew as little whither) fled, 

He never wis in greater need, 

Nor lefs capacity of {peed ; 

Difabled, both in man and beaft, 

‘To fly and run away, his helt; 

‘To keep the enemy, and fear, 

From equal falling on his rear. + 
And though with kicks and bangs he ply'd 
The further and the nearer fide ; 

(As feamen ride with all their force, 
Anji tug as if they row’d the horfe, 





"Ana when the hackney fails more fwift, 
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Believe they lag, or run adrift) 

So, though he pofted e’er fo faft, 

His fear was greater than his hatte ; 

Tor fear, though ficcter than the wind, 

Believes ‘tis always left behind. 

But when the morn began't’ appear, 

And fhift t' another (cence his fear, 

He found his new officious fhade, 

‘that came fo timely to his aid, 

And fore'd him from the foc t? cfcape, 

Had turn’d itfelf to Ralpho’s fhape, 

So like in perfon, garb, and pitch, 

Twas hard t? interpret which vas which. 
For Ralpho had no fconer told 

The Lady all he had t’ untold, 

But the convey’d him out of fight, 

‘To entertain th’ approaching Knight ; 

And while he gave himfelf diverfion, 

‘TY’ accommodate his beaft and perfon, 

And put bis beard into a pofture, 

At beft advantage to accoft her, 

She order'd th’ antimafquerade 

(Yor his reception) aforefaid ; 

For when the ceremony was done, 

‘Phe lights put out, the Furies gone, 

And Hudibras, among the reft, 

Convey" away, as Ralpho guefs'd, 

“The wretched catiff, all alone, 

(As he belicv'd) began to moan, 

And tell his tory to himfelf, 

‘The Knigh: miftook him for an clfe; 

And did to {till till he began 

‘Yo {eruple at Ralpho’s out{ard man. 

And thought, tecaufe they jaf? agreed 

‘TY’ appear in one af other’s ftead, 

And act the Saint’s-and Devil’s part, 

With undifting-Zthable art, 

They might have done fe now, perhaps, 

And put on one another” thapes; 

And therefore, to refolve the doubt, 

He flar'd upon himyaryt cry'd out 

What art? My Squiry, or that bold fprite 

‘That took his place and fhape to-night? 

Some bufy indepeudent pug, 

Retainer to his fynogogue ? 

eAlas! qaoth he, Pm none of thofe 

Your bolom fziends, as you fuppofe; 
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But Ralph himfelf, your trufty Squire, 

Who "as at2ge’d your Dunthip out o” th’ mire, 
ind from th’ enchantments of a Widow, 

Who ’ad turn’d you int’ a beaft, have freed you; 
And, though a prifoner of war, 

Have brought you fafe, where now you are ? 
Which you would gratefully repay, 

Your conftant Prefpyterian way. 

har’s tranger (quoth the Knight) and ftranger, 
Who gave thee notice of my danger ? J 

Quoth he, ‘Th’ infernal conjurer - 
Purfu'd, and took me prifoner ; 

Anc, knowing you were hereabout, 
Brought me ulong to find you out. 

Where I, in hugger-mugger, hid, 

Have noted all they taid or did: 

And, though they lay to him the pageant, 
I did not ice him, nor his agent 5 

Who play'd their forceries out of fight, 

~ . ficrcer fecond fight. 

nou fee no devils then? 

Not one {quoth he) but carnal men, 

A little worfe than fiends im hell, 

And that the-devil Jezebel, 

‘That laugh’d and tee-he’d with derifion 
To fee them take depofition, 

then (quoth Hudibras) was he 

‘d the cev’lto examine me ? 
weaver in the town, 

‘That cic is ina parfon’s gown ; 

all the parith takes for gifted, 

ny part, 1 ne’er belicy d it: 
In which you tofd them all your feats, 
Your conicientious frauds aud cheats ; 
Dcny'd your whipping, and confefs’d 
‘Lhe naked truth of alf the reft, 

More plainly than the rev’rend writer 
“Phat to ow Churches veil’d his miter; 
All which they take in black and white, 
And cudgell’d me to underwrite. 

What made thee, whengthey all were gone, 
And none but theu and | alone, ‘: 
To a& the devil, and forbear 
‘Yo rid me of my hellith fear? 

Quoth he, I knew your conflant rate," 
And frame of fp’rit too obitinate, 

‘Lo he by me prevail'd upon, 

Ww otives of my own; 

And therefcre ftrove to counterfeit 

‘The devil a while, to nick your wits 
The devil, that is your conftant crony, 
‘That only can prevzil upon ye 

Elfe we might fill have becn difputing, 
And they with weighty drubs confuting, 

‘The Knight, who now began to find 

They ’ad left the enemy behind, 

And faw ne further harm remain 

But feeble wearinefs and pain, 

Perceiv’d, by lofing of their way, 

‘They ‘ad guin’d ch’ advantage of the day, 
And, by Geclining of the road, 

"Phey had, by chance, their rear made good ; 
Hes rd to difmifs his fear, 

arUings wont to rant and tcar, 
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And give the defperat’ft attack 

‘To danger {till behind its back : 

For having paus'd to recollect, 

And on his paft fuccefs refle, 

‘'T’ examine and confider why, 

And whence, and how, he came to fly, 

Aad when no devil had appear’d, 

“What elfe it could be faid, he fear’d, 

It put him in fo fierce a rage, ¢ 
“He once refolv’d to re-engage ; 


* "Tofs’d, like a football, back again 


‘With fhame, and vengeance, and difdain, 
Quoth he, It was thy cowardice 

‘That made me from this leaguer rife, 
And when I ‘ad half reduc’d the place, 
To quit it infamoufly bafe, 

‘Was better cover'd by the new 
Arriv'd detachment, than I knew; 

To flight my new acquefts, and run, 
Victorioufly, from battles won ; 

And, reck’ning all I gain'd or loft, 
To fell them cheaper than they coft : 
To make me put myfelf to flighr, 
And, conq’ring, run away by night ; 
‘To drag me out, which th’ haughty foe 
Durft never have prefum'd to do: 

‘To mount me in the dark, by force, 
Upon the bare ridge of my horfe, 
Expos’d in querpo to their rage, 
Without my arms and equipage ; 
Left, if they ventur’d to purfuc, 

A might th’ uncqual fight renew ;* 


’ And, to prefurve thy oytward man, 


Affum'd my place, and led the van. 
AN this (quoth Ralph) I did, ’tis true, 


"Not to preferve myfelf, but you : 


You, who were damn’d to bafer drubs 
Than wretches feel in powd’ring tubs, 
‘To mount two-wheel’d caroches, worfe 


’ "Than managing a wooden horfe; 


Dragg'd out through ftfaiter holes by th’ cars, 
Erae'd, or coup’d for perjurers : 

‘Who, though th’ atiempt had prov'd in vain, 
Had had no reafon to complain ; 

But, fiace it profper'd, ‘tis unhandfome 

To blame the hand that paid your raufom, 
Avd reicu’d your obnoxious boues 


* From wnavoidable battoons. 


‘The enemy was reinfore'd, 

And we difabled and unhors'd, 

Difarm’d, unqualify'd for fight, 

‘And no way left but hafty flight, 

Which, though as defp’rate in th’ attempt, 

Has giv’n you freedom to condemn ’t. 
But were our bones in fit condition 

Torcinforce the expedition, 

°Tis now untcas’nable and vain, 

‘To think of falling on again : 

No martial project to furprife 

Can ever be attempted twice; 

Nor cuft defign ferve afterwards, 

As gamefters tear their lofing cards. 

Relive, our bangs of men and beaft 

Are fic for nothing now but reft, 
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And for a while will not be able 

To raSly, and prove ferviceable : 

And therefore I, with reafon, chofe 
This flratagem t’ amufe our focs, 

To make an hon'rable retreat, 

Ard wave a total lure defeat : 

For thofe that fly may fight again, 
Which he can never do that’s flain. 
Hence timely ranning’s no mean part 
Of conduét, in the martial art, 

By which fomg glorious feats achieve, 
As citizens by breaking thrive. 

And cannons conquer armies. while 
They feem to draw off and recoil ; 

Is held the gaflant’ft courfe, and hravett, 
To great exploits, as well as fafelt ; 
That fpares th expence of time and pains, 
And dang rous beating out of brains; 
And, in the end, prevails as certain 

As thofe that never truft to fortune; 

But make their fear do execution 
Beyond the ftonteft refolution ; 

As carthquakes kill without a blow, 
And, only trembling, overthrow. 

If th ancienrs crown d their braveft men 
That only fav'd a citizen, | = 
What victory cou deer be won, 

If ev'ry onc would fave but one? 

Or fight endanger’d to be foft, 

Where all refolve to fave the moft ? 

By thismeans, when a battle’s won, 

the war’s as far from being done ; 

For thofe that fave them{elves, and fly, 
Go halves, at leaft, th’ victory; 

Aad fometime, when the Iofs is fmall, 
And danger great, they challenge all; 
Print new additions to their feats, ‘ 
And cemendations in Gazettes 5 

And when, for furious hafte, to run, 
They durft not tay to fire a gun, 

Have done’t with bonefires, and at home 
Made fquibs and crackers overcome 3 

fo fet the rabbie on a flame, 

And keep their governors from blame, 
Dilperfe the news the pulpit tells, 
Confirm’d with fireworks and*with bells + 
And, though reduc’d to that extreme 
They have been fore’d to fing Te Deum 5 
Yer, with religious blaphemy, 

By flatterring Heav'n with a lie, - 
And, for their beating, giving tb .iks, 
ihey’ve rais'd recruits and fil-’d their banks; 
Fer thofe who run from th’ enemy, 
Engage them equally to fy; 
And when the fight becomes a chafe, 
Thofe win the day that win the race 5 
And that which would not pafs in fights, 
Has done the feat with eal? flights; 
y a defp’rate campaign 
With Eourdvaux, Burgundy, and Champaign; 
Reflor’d the fainting high and mighty 
With brandy, wine, and equavite 5 
made ’em floutly overcome 
Bacrack, Hoceamore,and Mum; 
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‘With th’ uncontrolt’d decrees of Fate 

‘Lo vidory necelfitate ; 

With which, although they ran or bura, 

They unavoidably recurn ; 

Or elfe their tultan populaces 

Stil Qtrangle all their routed Baffas, 
QuoU» Hudibras, 1 underftand 

‘What fights thou mean’ft at fea and land, 

And who thofe were that run away, 

And yet gave out they’d won the day 5 

Although the rabble fouc’d them for’t, 

O'er head and ears, in mud and dirt, 

*1is true vur modern way of war 

Is grown more politic by far, 

Bur nur fu refolute and bold, 

Nor ty'd to honovr, as the old. 

For now they laugh at giving hattle, 

Unlefs it be to herds of cattle ; 

Oc fighting convoys of provifion, 

‘The whole defign of the expedition, 

And not with downright blows to rout 

The enemy, but cat them out : 

As fighting, in all heafts of prey, 

And eating, are perform'd one way, 

To give defiance to their tecth, 

And fight their ftubborn guts te death ; 

And thofe achieve the high’lt renown, 

‘That bring the other fornachs down. 

There’s now no fear of wounds nor maiming, 

All dangers are reduc’d to fumine, 

And feats of arms go plot, defign, 

Surprife, and ftratagem, and mine ; 

But have no need nor ule of courage, 

Unless it be for glory’ or ferage ; 

For if they fight, ’tis but by chance, 

When one fide vent’ring to advance, 

And come uncivilly too near, 

Are charg'd unmercifully i’ th’ rear, 

And fore’d, with terrible refiftance, 

To keep hereafter at a diftance, 

‘To pick out ground t’ encanyp upon, 

Where ftore of largett rivers run, 

‘That ferve, inftead of peaceful barriers, 

To part th’ engagements of their warriors; 

Where both from fide to fide may fleip, 

And only ‘ncounter at bo- peep : 

For men are found the ftouter-hearted, 

‘The certaiver they’re to be parced, 

And thercfore poft themfelves in bogs, 

As th’ ancient nice attack’¢ the frogs, 

And made their Maptal enemy, 

‘The water-rat, theif ftrit ally. 

For ‘tis not now sho’s fiout and bold ? 

But who bears hunger beft, and cold’? 

And he s approv'd the moit deferving, 

Who longeit can hold out at ftarving ; 

And he that'routs meft pigs and cows, 

"Phe formidableft mamof prowefs. 








So th’ Emperor Caligula, 7 





“That triumph’d o’er the Britifn fea, 
‘Took crabs and oyfters prify 
» And lobfters, "Read of cui 
Ergag’d his legions i 
With periwrinkles 
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And led his troops with furious gallops, 
To charge whole regiments of feallops; 
Not like their ancient way of war, 
"vo wait on his triumphal car; 
But when he went to dine or fup, 
More bravely ate his captives up, 
And left all war, by his example, 
Reduc’d to vi@iing of a camp weil. 
Quoth Ralph, By all that you have faid. 
And twice as much that I could add, 
*Yis plain you cannot now do worfe 
Than take this opt-of-fathion’d courfe ; 
by ftrdtagem, to woo her, 
ng battle to fubdue her ; 
‘Though fome have done it in romances, 
And bang’d them into am’rous fancies 5 
As thofe who won the Amazons, 
By wanton drubbing of their bones; 
And ftout Rinaldo gain’d his bride 
By courting of her back and fide. 
But fince thofe times and feats are over, 
‘They are not for a modern lover, 
When sniftreffes are too crofs-grain’d, 
Ly fuch addreffes to be gain’d 5 
And if they were, would have it out 
With many another kind of bout. 
‘Therefore ( hold no courte fo infeafible, 
As this of force, to win the Jezebel, 
‘Vo ftorm ker heart by th’ antic charms 
OF ladies errant force of arms 3 
But rather firive by law to win her, " 
And try the tirle you have in her. 
Your cafe is clear, you have her word, 
And me to witnefs the accord; 
Lefides two more of her retinue 
‘Vo tcRify what pafi’d between you; 
More probable, and like to hold, 
‘Phan hand, or feal, or breaking gold, ~ 
For which fo many, that renoune’d 
Their plighted contracts, have been trounc’d 
And bills upon record bee? found, 
Lhat fore’d the ladies to compound 3 
And that, unleis { mifs the matter, 
Is all the bus’nefs you look after, 
Belides, encounters at the bar 
Are braver now than thofe in war, 
In which the law does execution, 
With lets diforder and confufion ; 
Has more of honour in’t, fome hold, 
Not fike the new way, but the old, 
When thofe the pen had drawn together, 
Decided quarrels with the feather, 
And winged arrows kill’d as dead, 
And morc than bullets now of leads 
So all their combats now, as then, 
Ase manay’d chiefly by the pe 
That does the feat, with braver vigours, 
In werds at length, as well as figure ; 
Js judge of all the world performs 
in voluntary fea 
And whatlocer’s achiew’d in fight, 
Determines which is wrong or right 
For whether you prevail or lofe, 
Allmuctt be try’d there in the clefe; 
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And therefore “tis not wie to fhan 

What you mut truft to e’er ye’ve done. 
‘The lav , that fettles all you do, 

And marrie, where you did but woo 3 

“Phat nrake the moft perfidi:us lover, 

A lacy, that’s as falfe. recover ; 

And if it judge your fide, 

‘Will foon id her for 

And-utt or fands, 

Or which you bke be, im’? your hunds. 
For cw's the wiftom of all ages, 

And ine g'd by the ale® fages, 

‘Who, though their bu-’neis 

Be but a kind of civil war, 

In which th’ engage with flere: 

‘Than e’cr the Greci-ns did, and Trojans, 

They never manage the contelt 

TP impair their public interet, 

Or by their controverfics ieflen 

"The dignity of their profeflion : 

Not like us Brethren, wh. divide 

Our commenwealth, the Caufe, and fide ; 

And though we're all as near of kindred 

As th’ outward man is to the inward, 

We agree in nothing, but to wrangle 

Abont the flightcit fingle-fangle, 

While lawyers have more fobcr fenfe, 

‘Than t’ argue at their own expence, 

‘To make the beft advantages 

Of others’ quarrels, file the Swifs; 








ur bride, 














- And ont of forcign controverfics, 


By aiding both fides, fill their purf:s ; 


_ But have no iat’reft in the caule 


. 


For which tb’ cngage, and wage the laws, 
Nor further profpect than their pay, 
Whether they lofe or win the day. 

And though th? abounded in all ages, 
With fundry ned clerks and fayes 5 
Though all their bus'nefs be ditpute, 
‘Which way they cunvats ev'ry fuit, 
‘They've no difputes abqut their art, 

Nor in polensics controvert, 

‘While all prof ions elfe are found 

With nothing but difputes t’ abound 
Divines of ali forts, and phyficians, 

hers, mathematicians ; 

nift arid Paracelflan *, 
Céndemn the way each other deals in ; 
Anatomilts diffect and mangle, 

‘To cut thenrelves out work to wrangle 5 
Aftrologers cifpute their dreams, 

‘That in their fleeps they talk of fchemes 5 











Aud heiilds tickle whe got who, 


ZO. 





So ns.ny hundred years 
Brt Jawyers are too w nation 

V? ex their trade to dilputation, 

Or make the buty rabble judges 

Of all their fecret piques und grudges; 

In which, whoever wins the day, 

‘Lhe whole profeffion 's fare to pry. 








* Galen was born in the year 130, and lived © 
Yrat 400, ParaceWis was borg the later end of the 15th, | 
aud lived almowty theagidie of the 16sh eeatury. { 
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Befide, no mountebanks, nor cheats, 
Dare undertake to do their feats, 
When in all other fciences 
They fwarm like infeés, end increafe. 
For what bigot durft ever draw, 
By inward Light, a deed in flaw ? 
Or coukd hold forth, by revelation, 
An anfwer to a Declaration! - 
For thofe that meddle with their tools, 
Will cut their fingers, if they ‘re fouls : 
And if you follow their advice, 
In bills, and anfwers, and replies, 
They "Il write a love letter in Chancery, 
Shall bzing her upon oath to anfwer yc, 
And fon reduce her to b’ your wile, 
Or make her weary of her life. 
- The Knight, who us‘d with tricks and fhiits 
To edity by Ralpho’s Gifts, 
But in appearance ery’d him down, 
To make them better feem his own, 
(All plagiaries conftant courte 
Of finking, when they take a purfe) 
Refelv’d to follow his advice, 
But kept it from him by difguife ; 
-snd, after ftubborn contradiction, 
‘Yo counterfeit his own conviction, 
And, by tranfition, fall upon 
‘Yhe refolution as his own. 
Quoth he, This gambol thou advifelt 
{s, of all others, the unwifeft ? 
Vor, if l think by Jaw to gain her, 
There's n g fillier nor vaiier, 
’Tis but to fiazard my pretence, 
Where nothing ’s certain but th’ expenfe 5, 
“Vo act azaink myfelf, and traverte 
My fuit and title to her favours ; 
And if fhe should, which Heav'n forbid, 
aw me, as the Fiddler did, 
terecourfe have [ to take, 
nit lofing all 1 have at flake? 
He that with injury is griev’d, 
And goes to law to be reliev'd, 
[sTillicr than a fottith chonfe, 
no, when a thief has robh’d his heufe, 
Applies bimfalf to cunning men, 
‘To help hina to his goods agen ; 
When all he con exped to gain, 
Is but to fguander more in vain : 
a\nd yet I have no other way, 
But is as difficult, to plpy + > 
For to reduce her, by main force- 
Is now iu vain ; by fair means worfe ; 
But wort ef all to give her ost, 
Till Mic’s as defp’rate to recover -@ 
Fer bad games are thrown up too foon, 
Until they ’re never to be won; 
But fince | have no other caurie, 
But is as bad ¢’ attempt, or worie, 
He that complies again? bi will, 
fs oP his own opinion ftill, 
Which he nay adhere to, yet difown, 
For reafors to himfeif beft known ; 
But ‘i is n L avoided new, . 
For Sidrophe! refslves to Luc; 


Part Li 
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Whom I muft anfwer, or begin, 
Inevitably firft with him ; 
For |? ve receiv'd advertifement, 
By times enough, of his intent; 
And knowing he that firft complains 
4 dvantage of the bus’nefs gains ; 
For courts of juflice underftand 
‘The plaintiff to be eldef hand 5 
Who what he pleafes may aver, 
2b he othtr nothing till he fw 
Is frvely? admitted to all grace, 
And lawful favour, by his place ; 
‘And, for his bringing cuflom in, 
Hay all advantages to win 3 
I, who refolve to overfee 
No lucky opportunity, 
Will go to countel, to advife 
Which way t’ cncounter or furprife, 
And, after long confideration, 
Have found out one to fit th’ occafion, 
Mott apt for what f have to do, 
As coutfllor, and juftice too. 
a\nd truly fo, no doubt he was, 
A tewyer fit for fuch a cafe, 

An ald dull fot, who told the clock, 











(For many years, at Bridewell-dock, 





At Weltminfter, and Hicks’s-hall, 

And / us play’d in all ; 

Where in all governments and times, 
He'd been both friend and foe to crimes, 
And us'd two equal ways of gaining, 

Py hind'ring jufticc, or maintaining : 

‘fo many a whore gave privilege, 

Auc whipp’d, for want of quartcrage, 
Cart-loads of bawds to prifon fent, 

Andb chind a fortnight’s rent 5 

And many a trufty pimp and crony 

‘Vo Puddle-dock, for want of moucy : 
Engag'd the coullable to feize, 

All thofe that wou'd not break the peace 5 
Ner give him back bis own foul words, 

‘I hough fometimes commoners, or lords, 
‘And kept ’em prifoners of courfe, 

for being fober at i hours ; 
Thet in the morning he might frce 
Or bind ’em over for his fee. 

Wade moufters fine, 
Vor Iuave to pradlife in their ways? 
Fari’d out all cheats, and went a 
Wich the headhorough and foave 
And made the dirt 7’ th’ ftreets com): dund 
Yor taking up-the public ground 5 

4 tncl awuishe king’s 
For being unmolei’ed, pay 
Let but the flocks, ghd whipping pot, 
And cage to the€ that gave hint mon 5 
Jmpof'd a talk on bakers’ cars, 

And, for falfe weights, on chandclers ; 
Made vidtuallers and vintners fine 

For arbitrary ale and wine 5 

Bun was a kind and corgtant friend 

‘Yo all that regularly” offend ; 

As relidentiary bawds, 

Bod brokers that receive ftol’a good: 5 
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- ‘That cheat in lawful myfteries, 

And pay church dutic: and his fees: 

But was implacable and awkward 

‘To ali that interlop’d and hawker'd. 
To this brave man the Knight repairs 

For counfel in his luw-affuirs, 

And found him mounted, in his pew, 

With books and money plac’d, for thew, 

Like neft-egys to make clients lay, 

And for his falfe opi pay 5 

To whom the Knivht, with comely grace, 

Put off his hat, to put his cafe; « 

Which he as proudly entertain’d 

As th’ other courteoufly ftrain'd 5 

And, to affure Him "t was not that 

He look'd for’, bid him put on’s hat. 











Queth he, There is one Sidrovhel 
cll, 






Whom | have 





digeil’d —Very 
to ’ve bearen 
Rill, quoth he ; 
k me to av 
~e— Bett at all, 
s taken ’s oath 
Well done, in troth, 
When be ’s confefs'd he ftule my cloak, 
And p my Furs, and what he took; 
Which was the canve that made me bang him, 
And take my goods again -~ Marry, hang hin, 
Now, Whether | fhould beforehand, 
Swear he rekb'd me ?—T underftand, 
Or bring my aCion of convertion 
And trover for my goods ‘—.\h, whorefon. 
Or, if ’t is better to endite, 
And bring him to his trial ?— Right. 
Prevent what he cefigns to do, 
And {wear fur th’ fiste againtt him ?-—Truc. 
Or wherher be that is defendant, 
cafe, has the better end on "ts 
a ha, putting ina new crefs-bill, 

May trave erfe the action ?—Better fill, 

‘Then there ’s a lady too.—Aye, marry. 
"That's cafily prov'’d acceffary 5 
A widow, who, by folemrtvows 
Contracted to ior my tpouh, 

Combin'd with him to break her word, 
ind has al i all—Good Lord? 
Suborn’d th? aforeiaid Sidrophel 

‘To tamper with the dev'l of hell, 

Who put mv into a horrid fear, 

Fear of my hfe—Make that appear. 
| Made an aifault with fiends end men 
| Upon my bedy— Good agen. 
i 
i 






























































ept me in a deadly fright, 

Ani falle imprifemment, all night. 
Mean-whiie they robb’d me, and my horfe 
my faddle—-Worle and worle. . 
mount upon the bare ridge, 
cheder 1 riage. 

, (quoth che lawyer) not te flatter ye, 
ave as good and fair a battery 

heart cau wift, and need not fhame 
‘The proudeft man alive to claim + 

ur if Oey "ve us'd you as you fay, 

quotls i, God give you joy 3 



















ld 


I wou'd it tere my cafe, I°d give 
More than 1"ll fay, or you ’ll believe : 
J wou’d fo trounce her, and her purfe, 
T'd make her kneel for better or worfe : 
For matrimony, and hanging here, 
Both go by deftiny fo clear. 
‘That you as fure may pick and choofe, 
As erofs I win, and pile you Jofe : 
And if I durft, { wou'd advance 
As much in ready maintenance, 
As upon any cafe t ’ve known; 
But we that practice dare not own ; 
‘The Jaw fevertly contrabands 
Onr taking bus’nefs off men’s hands; 
*Tis common barratry, that bears, 
Point-blank an action ’gainft our ‘ears, 
And crops them till there is not leather, 
To ftick a pin in, left of cither ; 
For which Jome do the fummer-fault, 
And o'er the bar, like tumblers, vault 5 
But you may fwear at any rate, 
‘Things not in nature, for th’ flate ; 
For in ai! courts of jultice here 
A witnels is not faid to fwear, 
But make oath, that is, in plain terms, 
"To forge whatever he affirms, 

T thank you (quoth the Knight) for that, 
Becaufe 't ts to my purpfe pat - 
For Juttice, though he’s painted blind, 
Is to the weaker fide iaclin'd, 
Like Charity; elle right and wrong 
Cou'd never hold it out fo long, 
And, like blind Fortune, with a fleight, 
Convey men’s intereft, and right, 
From Stiles’s pocket into Nokes’s, 
As eafily as Hocss Pocus ; 
Plays fait and loofe, makes men ubnoxious 3 
And clear again like Aiccius doctins. 
Then, whether, you would take her life, 
Or but recover her for your wife, 
Or be content with what fhe has, 
And let all other matters pafs, 


. The bus’nefs to the law's alone, 


‘The proof is all it loofs upon 5 
And you can want no witneffes, 
‘To fwear to any thing you pleafe, 
‘That-hardly gets their mere: expence 
By th’ labour of their confciences, 
Or letting out, to hire, their ears 
'To affidavit cultomers, 

At inconfiderable vabues, 

"To ferve for jurymen, or tales. 
Although retained ia th’ hardeit matters 
Of truftces and adminiftrators. 

For that (quoth he) let me alone 5 
We ’ve ftore of fuch and all our own, 

“Bred up and tutor’d by our Teachers, 
Th’ abielt of confeience-itretchers, 

‘That's well, (quoth he) but I fhould guefs, 
By weighing all advantages, 
Your fureft way is firft 10 pitch 
On Bongey for a water-witch 





# Bongey was.a Franciican, and ived tow 
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| And when ye ’ve hang’d the conjurer, 
Ye ’ve time enough to deal with her. 
In th’ int’rim {pare for no trepans 
‘To draw her neck into the bans; 
Ply her with loveletters and billets, 
‘And bait “em well for quirks and quillets, 
is st inveighe and furprife 
| Her hecdlefs anfwers and replies; 
And if the mifs the moufe-trap lines, 
| ‘Vhey ‘Ik ferve for ether by defions; =~ 
underftand . 
or hand; 
in the paper 
‘To tical in fomething to entrap her : 
iil with her wordly goods, and body, 
Spite of her heart, fe has enduw’d ye : 
Retain all forts of witneffes, 
‘That ply i” th’ temples, under trecs, 
Or walk the reund, with Knights o” th’ Pofts, 
About the crofs-legg’d knights, their hoftss 
Or wait for cuftomers between 
The pillar-rows in Lincoln’s-{nn 5 
Where vouchers. forgers, common-bail, 
And_ ;ffidavit-men ne’er fail 
T expofe to fale all forts of caths, 
According to their ears and clothes, 
‘CLicir only neceffary tools, 
Befides the Gofpel, and their fouls ; 
And when ye ’re farnifhed with all purveys, 
I fhall be ready at your fervice. 
I would not give (quoth Hadibras) 
A ftraw to underftand a cafe, 
Without the admirable frill 
‘Yo wind acd manage it at will; 
To veer, and tack, and fleer a caufe, 
Againtt th: weathergage of laws, 
And ring the changes upon cafes, 
As plain as nofes upon faces, 
As you have well inftruéted me, 
For which you ve earn’d (here ’t is) your fec. 
1 Jong to praétife your advice, 
And try the fubde artifice ; 
To bait a letter, as you bid, 
As, not long after, thus he did ; 
Kor, having pump'd up ail his wit, 
And hummn’d upon it, thus he writ. 

























AN HEROICAL EPISTLE 


OF HUDIERAS TO IIS LADY, 


T wi was c=ce as great as Cxfar 
Am now reduc’d to Nebuchag”’ wazar 5 
And from as fam’d a conquycor 
As ever took degree in Wat “is. 
Or cid his exercife mm battle, 

By you tumn’d out to grefs with cattle: 
For firce Lam deny’d accefs 

‘Yo all my earthly happincfs, 

Am fulln from che par cdi 
























in Oxford, 
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Loft to the world, and you, 1’m fent 
To everlafting banifhment, 
‘Where all the hopes 1 had to "ve won 


Your heart, b’ing dafa’d, will break my own. 


Yet if you were not fo fevere 
To pafs your doom before you hear, 
You ’d find, upon my juft defence, 
How niuch ye ’ve wrong’d my innocence, 
That once 1 made a vow to you, 
‘Which yet is unperform’d "t is true; 
Lut not, bccaufe it is unpaid, 
“Tis violaed, though delay’d : 
Or, if it were, ic is no fanit, 
So heinous as you ’d have it thought ; 
To undergo the lofs of ears, 
Like vulgar hackney perjurers : 
For there ’s a difference in the cafe, 
Between the noble and the bale; 
‘Who always are obferv'd to ’ve done ‘t 
‘Upon as different an account; 
The one for great and weighty caufe, 
Yo falve, in honour, ugly flaws; 
For none are like to do it fooner, 
‘Than thofe who ‘re niceft of their honour : 
The other, for bafe gain and pay, 
Forfwear and perjure by the day, 
And make th’ expofing and retailing 
‘Their fouls, and con{cicnces, 2 calling, 
It is no fcandat nor afperfion, 
Upon a great and noble perfon, 
‘Vo fay he nat’rally abhorr’d 
Th’ old-fathion’d trick to keep his word, 
Though ‘tis perfidioufnefs aud fhame, 
In meaner men, to do the fame : 
For to be able to forget, 
Is found more ufefal to the great 
Than gout or deafnefs, or bad eyes, 
‘To make ’em pafs for ‘wondrous wife. 
Bur though the law, om perjurers, 
Infli&s the forfeiture of ears, 
It is not juft, that does exenspt 
The guilty, and punifh the innocent ; 
To make the cats repair the wrong 
Committed by th’ ungoverned tongue ; 
And, when one member is forfworr, 
Another to be cropp’d or torn. 
And if you thou’d, as you defign, 
By courfe of law, recover mine, 
You ’re like, if you confider right, 
‘To gain but little honour by ’t. 
For he that for his lady’s fake 
Lays down his life, or limbs, at flake, 
Does not fo nih deferve her favour. 
As he that pawns”:ig foul to have her. 
This ye've acknowle*g’d [ have done, 
Although you nog jain to own ; 
But fentence what" you rather ought 
‘T” cftcem good fervice than a fault. 
Befides, oaths are not bound to bear 
That ditural fonfe the words infer ; 
But, by the practice of the age, 
Are to be judg’d how faz th’ engage ; 
And where the fenfe by cuftom’s checkt, 
Are found void and of none check; 
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For no man takes or keeps 2 vow, 
But juft as he fees others do ; 

Nor are th’ oblig’d to be fo brittle, 
As not to yield and bow a little: 

For as beft-temper'’d blades are found, 
Beiore they break, to bend quite round: 
So truek oaths are ftill moft tough, 
And, though they bow, are breaking proof. 
Then wherefore fhould they not b’ ailow’d 
In love a greater latitude ? 

For as the law of arms approves 

All ways to conqueft, fo fhou’d love's; 
And not be ty’d to true or falfe, 

But make that jufteft that prevails : 
For how can that_which is above 

All empire, high and mighty love, 
Submits its great prerogative 

‘To any other power alive ? 

Shall Love that to no crown gives plac: 
Become the fubje@ of a cafe? 

The fundamental law of Nature 

Be overrul’d by thofe made after ? 
Commit the cenfure of its caufe 

‘Yo any, but its own great laws? 

Love that’s the world’s prefervative, 
“That keeps all fouls of things alive ; 
Controls the mighty pow’r of Fate, 
and gives mankind a longer date ; 
The life of nature that reftores 

As faft as ime and Death devours $ 
‘To whofe free gift the world does owe 
Not only earth, but heav’n too: 

For luve ’s the only trade that’s driv’n, 
The interci of ftate in heav’n, 

Which nothing but the foul of man 

Is capxbie to entertain ; 

For what can earth produce, but love, 
To reprefent the joys above ? 

Or who but lovers can converfe, 

Like angels, by the eye-<difcourfe ? 
Addrefs, and compliment by vifion, 
Make love, and court by intuition? 
And burn in am’rous flames as fierce 
as thofe ccleftia] miniiters 7” 

Then how can any thing offend, 

In order to fo great an end? 

Or Heav'n itfelf a fin refent, 

That for its own fupply was meant ? 
That merits, in a kind miftake, 

A pardon for the offence’s fake? 

Or if it did not, but the canfe 

Were left to th’ injury of laws, 

What tyranny can difapprove 

‘There fhouid be equity in love? 

For laws that are inanimate, 

And feel no fenf of love or hate, 
‘hat have no paifion of their own, 
Nor pity to be wrought upon, 

Are only proper to infli@ 

Revenge, on criminals a, Mriets 

But to have power to forgive, 

Is empire and prerogative ; 

And "tis in ccowns a nobler geng 

‘Yo grant a pardon than condemn, 





* ‘Then, fince fo few do what they ought, 
*Tis great t indulge a well meant faults 
For why fhould he who made addrefs 
Ali humbie ways, without fuccefs, 

And met with nothing in return 
But infolence, affronts and feorn, 
Not firive by wit to counternine, 
‘And bravely carry his defign ? 
He who was us’d fo unlike a fold. 
Blowu-up with philtres of lov 
‘And afrer letting blood, and purging, 
Condemn’d tu voluntary feow 
Alarm’d with many 2 horrid 
And claw’e by goblins 
Infultedon, cevil'd, and jeer d, 
With rude invahen @f dis beard 5 
And when your tex was ivull, feandal’d, 
As foully by the rabble handled ; 
Attadk’d by defpicuble foes, 
And drubb’d with mean and vulgar blows; 
And, after ul, to be debarr’d 
So much as ftanding on his guard ; 
‘When horfes being {purr’d and prick’d, 
Have eave to kick tor being kick d? 

Or why fhould you, whofe mother-wits 
Are furnifh'd with all perquifites ; 
That with your breeding tecth begin, 
And nurfing babies that lic in, 
B’ allow’d io put all tricks upon 
Our cully fox, and we ufe none ? 
‘We, who Lave nothing but frail vows, 
Againk your ftratagents 2’ oppofe, 
Or oaths more feeble than your own, 
By which we are no lcfs put dowa? 
You wound, like Parthians, while you fly, 
And kill with a retreating eye; 
Retire the more, the more we prefs, 
‘To draw us into ambushes + 
As pirates all falfe coiours wear, 
T’ entrap sh’ unwary mariner ; 
80 women, to furprile us, {pread 
‘The horrow'd tags of whire and red 5 
Difplay ‘em thicker @ their chucks, 
‘Than their old grandmothers, tae Picts; 
And raife more devils with their looks, 
"Than conjurers’ iets fubtle books: 
Lay trains of amorous intrigues, 
Jn tow’rs, and curls, and periwiys, 
With greater art and cu 
‘Thar, “hilip Nye’s thank! 
prep R'reufly t' entice 4 
*Phofe +0 adore ’em they dilain; 
And only draw “em into cloy 
















ig! 
the night 5 




























isthe mere he’s brave, 

“a bis miflrets but vic mor: a flave, 
And whaifocver {ie commands, 
Becon:es a favour fiom her hands, 
Which he’s obliged ¢ obey, and muft, 
Wohetherit be unjuit or juit. 
‘Then whea he is compeil’d by 
T adve he would -lfe 
Who, with his benour, can wi 
Since force is greuter than commatid 5 


her 
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And when neceffity’s obey’d, 

Nothing can be unjuft or bad: 

And therefore when the mighty pow’rs 

Of Love, our great ally, and your's, 


 Join'’d forces not to be withftood 


By frail enamour’d fiefh and blood, 
‘All P have done, unjuft or ill, 
Was in obedience to yeur will, 
And all the blame that can be due 
Falls to your cruelty and you. 
Nor are thofe {eandals I confeft, 
Againit my will and interet, 
More than is daily done, of courfe, 
By all men, when they ’re under force : 
Whence fome, upon the rack confefs 
What th’ hangman and their prompters pleafe ; 
But are no fooner out of pain, 
‘Than they deny it all again. 
But when the devil turns confeflor, 
Truth is a crime, he takes no pleature 
‘To hear or pardon, like the founder 
Of liars, whom they all claim under < 
And therefore when I told him none, 
I think it was the wifer duac. 
Nor am | without precedent, 
“Vhe firft that on th’ adventure wert 5 

sii mankind ever did of courfe, 
And daily does the fame, or wore. 
For what romance can fhew a jover, 
“Vhat had a lady to recover, 
And did not fteer a nearcr courfe, 
“Vo fad aboard in his amours? 
And what at firt was held a crime, 
Has turn'd to hon’rable in time. 

‘Yo what a height did Infant Rone, 

By ravifhing of women come ? 
When men upon their fpoufes feiz’d. 
And freely marry’d where they pleas’d, 
They ne’cr forfwore themfelves, nor ly’d, 
Nor, in the mind they were in, dy’d 5 
Nor took the pains ¢ addrefs and fue, 
Nor play’d the mafquerade to woo : 
Difdain’d to ftay for friends’ confents, 
Nor jrygled about fettlements 54 
Did need no licenfe, nor no pric, 
Nor friends ner kindred, to aflift, 
Nor lawyers, to join land and money 
In the holy ftatc of matrimony, 
Before they fetthed hands and hearts, 
‘Till alimony or death departs; 
Nor wou'd endure to ftay until 
Th’ had got the very bride's gooy” will, 
But teok a wife and fhorter ¢ 
To win the ladies, downrigh torce ; 
And jufly made °em prifon’s ¢ 
As they have, often fince, us‘. 
With adting plays and dancing } 
The Juckiclt of all Love's intrigues ; 
And when they had them zt their pleafure, 
“Yhey talk'd of love and flames at leifure ; 
For aitey matrimony’s oxer, 
He that holds out but half a lover, 
Deferves, for ewry minute, more 
‘Then half a year of love before; 
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For which the dames, in-eontemphation 
Of that beft way of application, 

Prov'd nobler wives than e’er were known, 
By fuit, or treaty, to be wons 

And fuch as all pofterity 

Cou’d never equal, nor come nigh. 

For women firft were made for men, 
Not men for them. It follows, then, 
‘Test men have right to every one, 
And theyno freedom of their awn ;- 
And therefore men have pow’r to chaofe, 
But they no charter to refufe. 

Hence ’tis apparent that, what courfe 
Soe’er we take to your amours, 
Though by the indire&teft way, 

Tis no injuftice nor foul play ; 

And that you ought to take that coutfe, 
As we take you, for better or worfe, 
And gratefully fubmit to thofe 
‘Who you, before another, chofe, 

For why fhou’d every favage beaft 

Exceed his great Lord's intereft ? 

Have freer pow’r than he, in Grace 
Aad Nature, o’er the creature has? 
Becavfe the laws he fince has made 
Have cut off all the pow’r he had; 
Retrench’d the abfolute dominion 

“That Nature gave him over women; 
‘When all his power will not extend 
One law of Nature to fufpend ; 

And but to offer to repeal 
‘The f{malleft claufe, is to repel. 

"This, if men rightly underftood 
"Their privilege, they wou'd make good, 
And not, like fots, ‘it their wives 
‘'T’ encroach on their prerogatives ; 

For which fin they deferve to be 
Kept, as they are, in flavery ; 

And this fome precious gifted ‘Feachers, 
Unrev'rently reputed I.cachers, 

And difobey'd in making love, 

Have vow’d to all the world to prove, 
And make ye fuffer as you eught, 

For that uncharitable fault : 
But 1 forget myfelf,and rove 

Beyond th’ inftru@ions of my love. 

Forgive me, Fair, and only blame 
‘Th’ extravagancy of my flame, 

Since ’tis too much at once to fhew 
Excefs of Jove and temper too; 

All I have faid that’s bad and true, 

‘Was never must to aim at you, 





O’er that poor flaypof your's, my foul, 
‘That, rather thane forfeit you, 

Has ventur'’d lois of heav’n too; 

Both with an equal pow'r pofleft, 

To render all that ferve you bleft; 

But none like him, who ‘s deftin’d either 
To have or lofe you both together ; 
Ard if you'll bet this%aule releafe, 
For fo it mult be, fince you pleafe) 
F'll pay down all that vow, and more, 
Which you commanded, and | {wore 
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And expiate, upon my fin,’ 

‘Th’ arrears in full of ali my fin; 
For ’tis but juft that I fhould pays 
Th’ accruing pewance for delay, 
Whith fhall be done, until it move 
Your equal pity and your love. 

‘The Knight, perufing this Epiftle, 
Believ’d he ‘ad brought her to his whiftle, 
And read it, like a jocund lover, 

With great applaufe, t" himfelf, twice over; 
Subfcrib’d his name, but at a fit 

And humble diftance, to his wit, 

And dated it with wond’rous art, 

Giv’n from the bottom of his heart ¢ 
Thea feal’d it With his coat of love, 

A imoking faggot——and above, 

Upon a fcroll—I burn, and weep, 

And near it—For her Ladythip, 

Of all her fex mof excellent, 

Thefe to her gentle hands prefent ; 

Then gave it to his faithful Squire, 
With Ieffons how t’ obferve and eye her, 

She firft confidered which was better, 
To fend it back, or burn the letter a 
But guefling that it might import, 
Though nothing elfe, at leaft her fport, 
She open'd it, and read it out,, 

With many a file and leering flout ; 
Refolv’d to anfwer it in kind, 
And thus perform’d what the defign'd. 


THE LADY’S ANSWER 


TO THE KNIGUT. 


Tuat you're a beaft, and turn’d to grafs, 
Is no ftrange news, nor ever was, 

At leaft to me, who once, you know, 

Did from the pond replevin you, 7 
When both your fword atid fpurs were won 
In combat by an Amazon ; 

‘That {word that did, like Fate, determine 
Th’ inevitable death of vermine, 

Ané never dealt its furious blows, 

But cut the threats of piys and cows, 

By Trulla was, in fingle fight, 

Difarm'd and wrefted fram its Knight, 
Your heels degraded of your [purs, 

And in the flocks clofe prifoners, 

Where ftill they ’ad lain, in bafe reftraint, 
If I, in pity’ of your complaint, 

Had not, on hon’rable conditions, 
Releas’d them from the worft of prifons; 
And what return that favour met 

You cannot (though you wou'd) forget z 
When, being free, you ftrove t' evade 
"The oaths you had in prifon made ; 
Forfwore yourfelf, and firft deny’d it, 
But aftcr own'd, and jutify'd it, ! 
And when ye ’ad falfely broke one vow,’ 
Abfolv’d yourlelf by breaking two : 











For while you fneakingly fubmit, 
And beg for pardon at our feet, 
Difcovrag’d by your guilty fears, 
‘To hope for quarter for your ears, 
And doubting ’twas in vain to fue, 
You claim us boldly as your due, 
Declare that treachery and force, 
"To deal with us, is th’ only courfe ; 
We have no title nor pretence 

‘To body, foul or canfcience, 

But ought to fall to that man’s hare 
‘That claims us for his proper ware : 
'Thefe are the motives which, t’ induce, 
Or fright us into love, you ufe ; 

A pretty new way of gallanting, 
Between foliciting and ranting ; 
Like fturdy beggars, that entreat 
For charity at once, and threat. 

But fince you undertake to prove 
Your own propriety in love, 

As if we were but lawful prize 

In war hctween two enemies, 

Or forfeitures, which ev'ry lover, 
‘That would but fue for, might recover, 
It is not hard to underftand 

The myft’ry of thie bold demand, 
'That cannot at our perfons aim, 
But fomething capable of claim. 

"Tis not thofe paltry counterfeit 
French ftones, which in our eyes you fet, 
But our right diamonds, that infpire 
And fet your.am’rous hearts on fire ; 
Nor can thofe falfe St. Martin’s beads 
‘Which gn our lips you Jay for reds, 
And make us wear, like Indian Dames, 
Add fuel to your fcorching flames, 
But thofe true rubies of the rock, 
Which in our cabinets we lock. 

*Tis not ghofe orient pearls, our teeth, 
‘That you are fo tran{ported with, 

But thofe we wear about pur necks, 
Produce thofe amorous effects. 

Nor is’t thofe threads of gold, our hair, 
‘The periwigs you make ys wear, 

But thofy bright guineas in our chefts, 
‘That light the wildfire ip your breefts. 
Thefe lovetricks |’'ve been vers’d in fo, 
‘That all their fly intrigues | know, 
And can urriddle, by their tones, 
Their myftic cabale, and jargons ; 

Gan tell what paflions, by their founds, 

‘ine for the beauties of thy grounds; 

‘What raptures fond and amorous, 

O’ th’ charms and graces of my houfe; 
What ecftacy and fcorching fame, 
Burns for my money in my name ; 
‘What, from th’ unnatural defire 

To beafts gud cattle, takes its fire; 
‘What tender figh, and trickling tear, 
Longs for a thaufand pounds a-year 5 
And languifhing tranfports are fond 

Of fatute, mortgage, bill, and bond. 
Thefe are th’ attacks which moft men fall 
Enamour’d, at firft fight, withal, 

3 . 
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Yo thefe they’ addrefs with ferenades, 
And court with balls and mafquerades; 
‘And yet, for all the yearning pain 
Ye've fuffer'd for their loves in vain, 
fear they'll prove fo nice and coy, 
To have, and t’ hold, and to enjoy ; 
That, all your oaths and labour loft, 
‘They'll ne'er turn Ladies of the Poft. 
This is not meant to difapprove sea Se 
Your judgment, in your choice of love, 
Which is fo wife, the greateft part 

Of mankind ftudy ’*t as an arts 

For love fhou’d, like a deadand, 

Still fall to th’ owner of the land ; 
And, where there’s fubftance for its ground, 
Cannot but be more firm and found, 
‘Than that which has the flighter bafis 
Of airy virtue, wit and graces, 

Which is of fuch thin fubtlety, 

It fleals and creeps in at the eye, 

And, as it can’t endure to ftuy, 

Steals out again as nice a way. 

But love, that its extraction owns 
From folid gold and precious ftones, 
Mutt, like its fhining parents, prove 
As fulid, and as glortous love. 

Hence ’tis you have no way t’ exprefs 
Our charms and graces but by thefe ; 

For what are lips, and eyes, and teeth, 
Which beauty’ invades and conquers with, 
But rubies, pearls, and diamonda, 

With which a philtre love commands ? 

This is the way al) parents prove 
In managing their children’s love, 

That force them t’ intermarry and wed, 
As if th’ were burying of the dead ; 
Cait earth to earth, as in the grave, 
Yo join in wedlock all they have, 
And, whee the fertlement’s in force; 
‘Take all the reft for better or worfe ; 
For money has a pow’r above 
The ftars, and fate, to manage love, 
Whole arrows, learned poets hold, 
Ibat never mifs, are tip’d with gold. 
And though fome fay the parents’ claims 
To make love in their children’s names, 
Who, many times, at once provide 
‘The nurfe, the hufband, and the bride, 
Feel darts, and charms, attracts, and flames, 
And woo and contract in their names, 
And, as they chriften, ufe to marry -em, 
And, like their goflips, anfwer for as 
Is not to give in matrimony, <C" 
But fel} and prottitute for mortly, 
Tis better than their own betrurhing, 
Who often do ’t for worfe than nathing; 
And when they’re at their own diipofe, 
With greater difadvantage choofe, 
All this is right ; but, for the courfe 
You take to do’t, by fraud or force, 
*Tis fo ridiculous, as foon 
As told, ‘tis never to be done, 
No more than fetters can betray, 
ihat tell what tricks they are to play. 
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Marriage, at beft, is but a vow, 

Which all men either break, or bow ; 

‘Then what will thofe forbear to do, 

‘Who perjure when they do but woo? 

Such as beforehand {wear and lie, 

For earneft to their treachery, 

And, rather than a crime confefs, 

‘With greater ftrive to make it lef: 

Tike thieves who, after fentence pat, 

‘Maintain their inn’cence to the laft ; 

And when their crimes were made appear, 

As plain as witnefles can fwear, 

‘Yet when the wretches come to die, 

‘Will take upon their death a lie. 

Nor are the virtues you confels'd 

‘T’ your gholtly father, as you guefs’d, 

So flight as to be juitify’d, 

By being as fhamefully deny'd ; 

Asif you thought your word would pafs, 

Point-blank, on both fides of a cafe ; 

Or credit were not to be lof 

B’ a brave Knight-errant of the Poft, 

‘That eats perfidioufly his word, 

And fwears his ‘ears through a two-inch board ; 

Can own the fame thing, and difown, 

And perjure booty pro and cox ; 

Can make the Gofpel ferve his turn, 

And help him out, to be forefworn; 

When ‘tis laid hands upon, and kilt, 

‘To be betray’d and fold, like Chrift. 

Thefe are the virtues in whofe name 

A right to all the world you claim, 

And boldly challenge a dominion, 

in Grace and Nature, o’er all women ; 

Of whom no lefe will fatisfy, 

‘Than all the fex, your tyranny: _ 

Although you'll find it a hard province, 

With a your crafty frauds and covins, 

‘Fo govern fuch a numerous crew, 

Who, one by one, now govern you ; 

For if you all were Solomons, 

And wife and great as he was once, 

You'll find they’re able to fubdue 

(As they did him) and baffle you, 
And if you are impos’d ppon, 

Tis by your own temptation done, 

‘That with your ignorance invite, 

And teach us how to ufe the flight ; 

For when we find ye ’re ftill more taken 

‘With falfe attrads of our own making, 

Swear that’ra rofe, and that’s a ftone, 

Like fots, to™s that laid it on, 

And what we & but flightly prime, 

Mott ignorantly ¢4ub in rhyme, 

You force us, “our own defences, 

To copy beams and influences ; 

To lay perfeGtions on the graces, 

And draw attraéts upon our faces, 

And, in compliance to your wit, 

Your own falfe jewels counterfeit 5 

For by the practice of thole arts 

‘We gain a greater fhare of hearts; 

And thofe deferve in reafon mofk, 

‘That greateft pains and ftudy cof: 
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For great perfc&tions are, like heav’a, : 
Too rich a prefent to be giv’n. 7 

Nor are thofe mafter-ftrokes of beauty 

To be perform’d without hard duty, 

Which, when thcy ‘re nobly done, and well, 

‘The fimple natural excel. 

How fair and fweet the planted rofe 


| Beyond the wild in hedges grows! 


For, without art, the nobleit feeds 
Of flow’rs degen’rate into weeds : 
How dull and rugged, e’er ‘tis ground, 


} And polith’d, looks a diamond? 


Though Paradife were e’er fo fair, 

It was not kept fo without care, 

The whole world, without art and drefs, 
Wou'd be but one great wildernefs ; 
And mankind but a favage herd, 

For all that Nature has confecr’d: 
This does but rough-hew and defign, 
Leaves Art to polifh and refine, 
‘Though women fir were made for men, 
Yet men were made for them agen ¢ 
For when (outwitted by his wife) 
Man firft turn’d tenant but for life, 
If women had not interven’d, 

How foon had mankind had an end! 
And that it is in being yet, 

To us alone you are in debt. 

And where’s your liberty of choice, 
And our unnatural No-voice ? 

Since all the privilege you boaft, 

And falfely ufurp’d, or vainly loft, 

Is now our right, to whofe creation 
You owe your happy reftoration, 

And if we had not weighty caufe 

To not appear, in making laws, 

We cou’d in fpite of ail your tricks, 
And shallow formal politics, 

Force you our managements t’ obey, 
«As we to yours (in thew) give way. 
Hence ’tis that, while you vainly ftrive 
T” advance your high prerogative, 
You bafely, after all your braves, 
Submit and own yourfelves our flaves 5 
And ’caufe we do not make it known, 
Nor publicly our int’refts own, 

Like fots, fuppofe we have no thares 
In ord’ring you, and your affairs, 
When all your empire and command. 
You have from us, at fecond-hand ; 

As if a pilot that appears 

To fit ftill only, while he ikeers, 

And docs not make a noife and ftir, 
Like ev'ry common mariner, 

Knew nothing‘of the card, nor ftar, 
And did not guide the man of wars 
Nor we, becaule we don’t appear 

In Councils, do not govern there ; 
While, like the mighty Prefter John *, 
Whofe perfon none dares look upon, 
But is preferv'd in clofe difguife, 
From b’ing made cheap to vulgar eyes, 


* Prefter John, an abfolute Prince, Emperor of Abyfs 
finia, or Etbiopia, a 
Qa i 
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W" enjoy as large a pow'r, unfeen, 

To govern him, as he does men ; 

And, in the right of our Pope Joan, 

‘Make emp’rors at our feet fall down; 

Or Joan de Pacelle’s braver name, 

Our right to arms and condué claim 5 

‘Who, though a fpinfter, yet was able 

"To ferve France for 2 Grand Conftable. 
~ ‘We make and execute all laws, 

Can judge the judges, and the Caufe ; 

Prefcribe all rules of right or wrong, 

‘To th’ long robe, and the langer tongue, 
’Gainft which the world has no defence, 
Bet our more pow'rful eloquence. - 

‘We manage things of greateft weight 

Jn all the world’s affairs of ftate; 

Are minifters of war and peace, 

‘That {way all nations how we pleafe. 
We rule all churches, and their flocks, 
Heretical and orthodox, 

And are the heav’nly vehicles 

O' th’ fpirits in all Conventicles; 

By us is all commerce and trade 
Improv'd, and manag’d, and decay'd 5 

For nothing can go off fo well, 

. Nor bears that price, as what we fell, 
‘We rule in ev'ry public meeting, 
And make men do what we judge fitting ; 
Are magiftrares in all great towns, 
‘Where men do nothing but wear gowns, 
» We make the man of war ftrike fail, 
: And to our braver conduct veil, 
And, ‘when he ‘as chas'd his enemies, 
Submit to us upon his knees, 
Xs there an officer of ftate, 
‘Untimely rais’d, or magiftrate, 
"That 's haughty and imperious? 
He's bat a journeyman to us, 
‘That, as he gives us caufe to dot, 
Can keep him in, or curg him out. 

We are your guardians, that increafe, 
Or wafte your. fortanes how we pleafe ; 
And, as you humour us, can deal 
Ta all your matters, ith or well. 

‘Tis we.that can difpafe, alone, 
‘Whether your heirs fball be your own, 
‘To whofe integrity you mpft, 

‘Jn fpite of ali your caution, trutt ; 

And ‘lefs you fly beyond the feas, 

Can fit you with what heirs we pleafe ; 
And force you t’ own them though begotten 
By French volets, or Irifh footmen, 
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Nor can the rigoroufeft conrfe 

Prevail, unlefs to make us worfe 3 

Who ftill the harfher we are us'd, 

Are further off from b’ing reduc’d, 

And fcorn t’ abate, for any ills, 

The leaft pundtilios of our wills, 

Force does but whet our wits t’ apply 
Arts, born with us, for remedy, 

Which all your politics, as yet, 

Have ne’er been able to defeat : 

For, when ye ’ve try’d all forts of ways, 
What fools do we make of you in ptays? 
While all the favours we-aftord, 

Are but to girt you with the fword, 

To fight our battles in our fteads, 

And have your brains beat out 0” your heads; 
Encounter, in defpite of Nature, 

And fight, at once, with fire and water, 
With pirates, rocks, and ftorms, and feas, 
Our pride and vanity t’ appeafe ; 

Kill one another, and cut throats, 

For our good graces, and beft thoughts ; 
Teo do your exercife for honour, 

And have your brains beat otit the fooner; 
Or crack’d, as learnedly, upon 

Things that are never to be known ; 
And ftill appear the more induftrious, 
‘The more your projects are prepott'rous ; 
To fquare the circle of the arts, 

And run ftark mad to fhew your parts; 
Expound the oracle of laws, 

And turn them which way we fee caufe; 
Be our folicitors and agents, 

And ftand for as in all engagements. 

And thefe are all the mighty pow’rs 

You vainly boaft to cry down ours, 

And what in real value ’s wanting, 
Supply with vapouring and ranting, 
Becaufe yourfelves are terrify'd, 

And ftoop to one another’s pride, 
Believe we have as little wit 

To be out-he@or’d, and fubmit : 

By your example, lofe that right 

in treaties which we gain’d in fight ; 
And terrify’d into an awe, 

Paf. on ourfelves a Salique Jaw 

Or, as fome nations ufe, give place, 

And truckle to your mighty race : 
Let men ufurp th’ unjuft dominion, 
As if they were the bester women. 
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. THE ELEPHANT IN THE MOON*, 


A earn’ fociety of late, 

‘The glory of a forcign ftate, 

Agteed, upon a fammer’s night, 

"To fearch the Moon by her own light ; 
To take an invent’ry of all 

Her real eftate, and perfonal ; 

And make an accurate furvey 

Of all her lands, and how they lay, 

As true as that of Ireland, where 

‘The fly furveyors ftole a fhire : 

'T’ obferve her country how twas plantad, 
‘With what fh’ abounded moft, or wanted 5 
And make the proper’{t obfervations 

For fettling of new plantations, 

If the Society fhou’d incline 

T’ attempt fo glorious a defign. 

This was the purpofe of their meetiog, . 
For which they chofe a time as fitting, 
‘When, at the full, her radiant light 
And influence too were at their height. 
And now the lofty tube, che {cale 
‘With which they heav’n itfelf affail, 
‘Was mounted full again the Moon, 
And all ftqod ready to fall on, 
Impatient "ho fhould have the honour 
To plant an Exign firft upon her. 

‘When one, w'ao for his deep belief 
‘Was virtuofo “ten in chief, 

Approv'd the moft profound, and wife, 
To folve imvpoffibilities, 

Advancing gravely, to apply 

To th’ optic glals his judging cye, 


& 
® This Poem was intended by the Author fot a fattre 
upon the Royal Society, which, according to bis opinion 
at ivaft, ran too much at that tine into the vircuuit tates 
and awhimiical fondnefs for turprifing and wonderfsi 
itories in natural LIAO! Ye 


Cty’d, Strange !—then teinforc’d his fight 
Againft the Moon with ali his might, 
And bent his penetrating brow, 
As if hé meant to gaze her through ¢ 
When all the reft began t’ admire, 
And, like a train, from him took fire, 
Surpris’d with wonder, beforehand, 
At what they did not underftand, 
Cry’d out, impatient to know what 
The matter was they wonder’d at. 

Quoth he, Th’ inhabitants o’ th’ Moon, 
Who, when the fun fhines hot at noon, 
Do live in cellars under ground, 
Of eight miles deep, and eighty round, 
(in which at once they fortify 
Againft the fun and thi,enemy) 
Which they count towns and cities there, 
Becaufe their people’s civiller 
Than thofe rude peafants that ate found 
To live upon the uppet ground, 
Call'd Privolvans, with whoth they are 
Perpetually in open war 3 
Aad now both armies, highly enrag’d, 
Are in a bloody fight engag’d, 
And many fall on both fides flain, 
As by the glafs ’tis clear and plain. 
Look quickly then, that every one 
May fee the fight before ’tis done. 

With that a great philofopher, 
Admir’d, and famous, far and near, 
As one of fingular invention, 
But univerfal comprehenfion, 
Apply’d one eye, and half a nofe, 
Unto the optic exgine clofe : 
For he had lately undertook 
To prove, and publith in # book, 
That men, whofe nat’ral cyes are ont, 
May, by more pow'rful art, be brought, 
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To fee with th’ empty holes, as plain 
As if their eyes were in again? 

And if they chane’d to fail of thofe, 
To make an optic of a nofe, 

* As clearly’ it may, by thofe that wear 
But {pedciacles, be made appear, - 

By which both fenfes being united, 
Does render them much better fighted. 
‘This great man, having fixt both fights 
‘To view the formidable fights, 
Obferv'd his beft, and then cry’d ont, 

{The battle ’s defperately foughe ; 

‘The gallant Subvolvani'rally, F3 
sind from their trenches make a fally 
+ "por the flubborn enemy, 
‘Who now begin to rout and fly. 
Thele filly ranting Privolvans, 
Have ev'ry fummer their campaigns, 
And, mofter, like the warlike fons 
Of Rawhead and of Bloodybones, 
As numerous as foland gecfe 
V' th’ iflands of the Orcades; 
Courageauily to rhake a ftand, 

+ And face their neighbours hand to hand, 
‘Until the long’d-for winter ’s come, 
And thee return in triumph home, 

| «ind fpend the reft o” th’ year in lies, 

;, And vap'’ring of their vidlorics, 

* From th’ old Arcadians they ’re belicv'd. 

To be, before the Moon, deriv’d, 

And when her orb was tiew created, 

To people her were thence tranflated : 

For as th’ Arcadians were reputed 

Of all the Grecians the moft ftupid, 

‘Whom nothin 3 in the world could bring: 

‘To civil life, but fuldling, 

They ftill retain the antique courfe 

And cuftom of their anceftors, 

And always fing and fiddle to 

"Uhings of the yreateft weight they do. 
While thus the leagn’d man engertains 

. "Th affembly with the Privojvans, 

. Another, of as great renown, 

And folid judgment, in the Moon, 
"That underftood her various foils, 
And which produc’d beft genet-moyles, 
And in the rezifter of fame 
Had enter'd his long-living name, 
After he had por'd long and hard 
V th’ engine, gave a ftart, and ftar’d— 
Quoth he, A ranger fight appears 
"Than e’er was feen in all the fpheres; 
- A wonder more unparallell'd, 
“Than.ever mortal tube beheld ; 
* An Elephant from one of thofe 

‘Two mighty armies is broke loofe,* 
And with the horror of the fight 
Appears amaz’d, and in a fright = 
Look quickly, left the fight of us 
Shou'd caufe the ftartied beaft t’? embols. 
Itisa large one, far mure great 
‘Than e’er was bred in Afric yet, 
From which we boldly may infer, 

~ "Phe Moon is much the fruitfuller. 





And ‘fince the mighty Pyrrhus brougke 

Thofe living caftles firft, ’tis thought, 

Againft the Romans in the field, 

Yt may an argument be held 

{Arcadia being but a piece, 

As his dominions were, of Greece) 

To prove what this illuftrious perfon 

Has made fo noble a difcourfe on, 

And amply fatisfy’d us all 

OF th’ Privolvans’ original. 

‘That Elephants are in the Moon, 

Though we had now difcovered none, 

Is eafily made manifeft, 

Since, from the greateft to the leaft, 

All other flars and conftellations 

Have cattle of al) forts of nations, 

And heav’n, like a Tartar’s hoard, 

With great and num’rous droves is ftor’d ; 

And if the Moon produce by Nature, 

‘A people of fo vatt a ftature, 

“Tis confequent the fhou’d bring forth 

Far greater beafts, too, than the earth, 

(As by the beft accounts appears 

Of all our great’{t difcoverers) 

And that thefe monftrous creatures there 

Are not fuch rarities as here. 
Mean-while the reft had had a fight, 

Of all particulars o° th’ fight, 

And ev'ry man, with equal care, 

Perus’d of th’ Elephant his fhare, 

Proud of his int'rcft in the glory 

Of fo miraculous a ftory ; 

When one, who for his excellence 

In height’ning words and fhad'wing fenfe, 

And magnifying all he writ 

With curious microfcopic wit, 

Was magnify’d himfelt no lefs 

In home and foreign colleges, 

Began, tranfported with the twang 

Ot his own trillo, thus t’ harangue. 
Moft excellent and virtuous Friends, 

This great difcov'ry makes amends 

For ll our unfuccefsful pains, 

And loft expence of time and brains : 

For, by this fole phenomenon, 

We've gatten ground upon the Moon, 

And gain’d a pafs, to hold difpute 

With all the planets that ftand out; 

‘To carry this moft virtuous war 

Home to the door of ev'ry ftar, a 

And plant th’ artillery of our tubes 

Againft their proudeft magnitudes” 

To ftretch our victories beyond ~ 

Th’ extent of planetary ground, ~~ 

And fix ovr engines, and our enfigns, 

Upon the fix’d ftars’ vaft dimenfions, 

(Which Archimede, fo long ago, 

Darft not prefume to wiih to do) 

And prove if they are other funs, 

As fomc have held opinions, 

Or windows in the empyreum, 

From whence thofe bright effluvias come 

Like flames of fire (as others gucfs) 

That thine?’ th’ mouths of fornaces, 
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Nor is this all we have’ achiev'd, 

But more, henceforth to be beliew’d, 
And have no more our beft defigns, 
Becaufe they ’re oure, believ’d ill figns. 
‘I’ outthroywy, and ftretch, and to enlarge, 
Shall now no more be laid to our charge; 
Nor fhall our ableft virtuofis 


yments for coffechoufes ; 
Nor thM devices, that are laid 
‘Too trulySn us, nor thofe made 


Hereafter, gain belief among 

Our ftricteft judges, right or wrong ¢ 

Nor fhall our palt misfortunes more 

Be charg’d upon the ancient fcore ; 

No more our inaking old dogs young 

Make men fufpect us fill i’ th’ wrong 5 

Nor new invented chariots draw 

‘The boys to courfe us without law; 

Nor putting pigs t’ a bitch to nurfe, 

‘To turn em into mongrel curs, 

Make them fufpe@ our teulls arc brittle, 

And hold too much wit, or too little 5 

Nor hall our fpeculations, whether 

An clder-ftick will fave the leather 

Of {choolboys’ breeches from the red, 

Make all we do appear as odd. 

This one difcovery’s enough 

‘To take all former fcandals off— 

But fince the world’s incredulous 

Of all our fcrutinies, and us, 

And with a prejudice prevents 

Our bet and wort experiments, 

(As if they’ were deftin’d to mifcarry, 

In confore try’d, or folitary) 

And fince it is uncertain when 

Such wonders will occur agen, 

J.et us as cautioufty contrive 

‘To draw an exact Narsutive 

Of what we ev’ry one can fwear 

Our eyes themfelves have fecn appear, 

That, when we publifh the Account, 

We all may take our caths upon ’t 
This faid, they ali with one confent 

Agreed to draw up th’ Inftrument, 

And, for the gen’ral fatisfaction, 

'To print it in the next Tranfaction, 

But whilft the chiefs were drawing up 

This ftrange Memoir 0’ th’ telcfcope, 

One, peeping in the tube by chance, 

Beheld the Flephant advance, 

And from tu: weft fide of the Moon 

‘Yo th’ eaft was in a moment gone. 

This b’ing, related, gave a ftop 

To what the reP;were drawing up; 

And ev’ry man, amaz'd anew 

How it cou’d poffibly be true, 

‘That any beaft thould run a race 

So monftrous, in fo fhort  fpace, 

Refolv’d, howe'er to make it good, 

At leaft as poffible ag he cou’d, 

And rather his own cyes condemn, 

‘Than queftion what he ‘ad fecn with them. 
While al] were thus refolv’d, 2 man 





"Tis ftrangc, I grant : but who ean fay 
What cannot be, what can, and may ? 
Efpectally’ at fo hugely vatt 

A diftance as this wonder ’s plac’d, 
Where the leaft error of the fight 

May thew things falfe, but never righty 
Nor can we try them, fo far off, 

By any fublunary proof : 

Tor who can fay that Nature there 

Has the fame laws fhe goes by here? 
Nor is it like fhe has infus’d, 

In ev'ry fpecies there produc’d, 

The fame efforts fhe does confer 

Upon the fame produ@tions here, , 
Since thofe with us, of fev'ral nations, 
Have fuch prodigious variations, 

And fhe affeéts fo much to ufe 

Variety in all fhe docs, 

Hence may b’ inferr’d that, though T grant 
We've feen i’ th’ Moon an Elepliant, 
That Elephant may differ fo 

From thofe upen the earth below, 

Both in his bulk, and force, and fpeed, 
As being of,a diff "rent breed, 

That though ovr own are but flow-pac’d, 
Theirs there may fly, or run as faft, 
And yet be Elephants no lefs 

Than thofe of Indian pedigrees. 

This faid, another of greag worth, 
Fam’d for his learned works put forth, 
Look'd wife, then faid- - All this is true,. 
And learnedly obferv’d by you; 

But there’s another reafon for ’t, 
That falls bet very little thore 

Of mathematic demonftration, 

Upen an accurate calculation, 

And that is—as the carth and moon 
Do both move contrary upon 

Their axes, the rapidity 

Of both their motions.cannot be 

But fo prodigioufly fatt, 

That vafter fpaces may 7 paft 

[n Iefs time than the beat has gone, 
Though he 'd no motion of his own, 
Which we can take no meafure of, 
As you have clear’d by learned proof, 
+ his grantcd, we may boldly thence 
Lay claim t’ a nobler inference, 

And make this great phenomenon 
(Were there no other) ferve alone 
To clear the grand hypothefis : 

Of th’ motion of the earth from this, 

With this they all were fatisfy’d, 
As men are wont o’ th’ bias’d fide, 
Applauded the profound difpute, 

And grew more yay and refolute, 
By having overcome all deubr, 
Than if it never had fall’n out; 
And, to complete their Narrative, 
Agreed t’ infert this Qrange retrieve. 

But while they were diverted all 
With wording the Memorial. 
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Seeing the telcfcope at lecifure, 
‘Turn’d virtuofis for their pleafure 
Began to gaze upon the Moon, 
As thofe they waited on had done, 
‘With monkeys’ ingenuity, 
‘That love to pradtife what they fee ; 
‘When one, whole turn it was to peep, 
Saw fomething in the engine creep, 
And, viewing well, difeover'd more 
Than all the fearn’d had done before. 
- Quoth he, A little thing is funk 
Into the long ftargazing trowk, 
And now is gotten down fonigh, 
have him jult againft mine eye. 
This being overheard by one 
‘Who was not fo far overgrown 
Jn any virtuous fpeculation, 
To judge with mere imagination, 
Immediately he made a guefs 
At felving all appearances, 
‘A way far more fignificant 
‘Than al their hints of th’ Elephant, 
And found, upon a fecond view, 
His own hypothefis moft true; . 
For he had fcarce apply’d his eye 
16 th’ engine, but immediately 
He found a Moufe was gotten in 
‘The hollow tube, and, fhut between. 
“ "The two glafs windows in refiraint, 
"Was fwell’d into an Elephant, 
And prov’d the virtuous occafion 
Of all this learned differtation : 
And, as a mountain heretofore 
‘Was great with child, they fay, and bore 
A filly moufe, this moufe, as ftrange, 
Brought forth a mountain in exchange. 
Mean-while the reft in confultation 
Had penn’d the wonderful Narration, 
And fet their hands, and feals, and wit, 
'T’ atteft the truth of what they ‘ad writ, 
‘When this accurs’d phenomenon 
€onfounded all they ’¢ saki or done : 
For ’twas no fooner hinted at, 
But they ‘all were in a tumult ftrait, 
More farioufly enrag’d by far, 
‘Than thofe that in the Moon made war, 
"Fo find fo admirable a hint, 
“When they had all agreed to have feen t, 
And were engag’d to make it out, 
Obitroced with » paltry doubt : 
+ ‘When one, whofe talk was to determine, 
And folve th’ appearances of vermine, 
Who ’ad made profoend difcoveries 
In frogs, and teads, and rats, and mice, 
{Though not fo curious, "tis true, 
As many 2 wife ratecatcher knew) 
After he had with figns made way 
For fomething great he had to fay ; 
‘Fhis difquifition 
Is, half of it, in my difciffion ; 
For though the Elephant, as beaft, 
Belongs cf right to all the reft, 
‘The Moufe, b'ing but a verminc, nene 
-> ‘Has title to but ¥ alone ; 
; 
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And therefore hope | may be heard, 
In my own province, with regard. 

It is no wonder we’re cry'd down, 
And made the talk of all the Town, _ 
That rants and fwears, for all our great 
Attempts, we have done nothing yet, 

If ev'ry one have leave ts doubt. 

When fome great fecret’s half made out; —-"™ 
And ’caufe perhaps it is not true, ia 
Obru@, and ruin all we do. 

As no great act was ever done,’ 

Nor ever cart, with truth alone, 

If nothing elfe but truth w’ allow, 

’Tis no great matter whet we do: 

For Truth is too referv’d, and nice, 

T’ appear in mix'd focicties ; 

Delights in folit’ry abodes, 

And never fhews herfeif in crowds: 

A fullen little thing, below 

All matters of pretence and thew ; 

That deal in novelty. and change, 

Not of things true, but rare and ftrange, 
‘To treat the world with what is fit, 

And proper to its nat’ral wit ; 

The world, that never fets efteerm 

On what things are, but what they feem, 
And if they be not ftrange and new, 
They ’re ne'er the better for b’ing true. 
For what has maskind gain’d by knowing 
His little truth, but his undoing, 

Which wiftly was by Nature hidden, 
And only for his good forbidden ? 

And therefore with great prudence does 
The world fill flrive to keep it clofe ; 
For if all fecret truths were known, 
Who wou'd not be once more undone ? 
For truth has always danger in’t, 

And here, perhaps, may crofs fome hint 
We've already agreed upon, 

And vainly fruftrate all we ’ve done, 
Only to make new work for ftubs, 

And all the academic clubs, 

Hopv much, then, ought we have a care 
‘That no man know above his there, 

Nor dare to underftand, henceforth, 
More than his contribution ’s worth; _ 
That thofe who ’ve purchas'd of the college 
A thare, or half a thare, of knowledge, 
And brought in none, but {pent repute, 
Shou'd not b’ admitted to difpute, ~ 
Nor any man pretend to know 

More than his dividend comes to? 

For partners have been always known 
‘To cheat their public int’reft prone; % 
And if we do not lork to oars, 

’Tis fure to run the felf-fame courfe. 

‘This faid, the whole affembly’ allow’d 
The dodtrine to be right and good, 
And, from the truth of what they ’ad heard, 
Refolv'd to give Truth no r gard, 

But what was for their turn to vouch, 
And either find, or make it fuch : 

That *twas more noble to create 

Things like Truth, ont of frong conceit, 
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"Than with vexatious pains and doubt 

To find, or think t° have found, her out. 
This bing refolv’d, they, one by one, 

Review’d the tube, the Monfe, and Moon; 

But ftill the narrower they pry’d, 

‘The more they were unfatisfy'd, 

In pg one thing they faw agreeing, 

As it tRepyad few'ral faiths of. feeing. 

Some {wor on a fecond view, 

‘That ail they ’ad feen before was true, 

And that they never would recant 

One fyllable of th’ Elephant ; 

Avow'd his frout could be no Moufe’s, 

But a true Elephant’s probofcis, 

Others began to doubt and waver, 

Uncertain which o’ th’ two to favour, 

And knew not whether to efpoufe 

‘The caufe of th’ Elephant or Moufe. 

Some held no way fo orthodox 

To try it, as the ballot-box, 

Aad, like the nation’s patriots, 

‘Vo find, or make, the truth by votes: 

Others conceiv'd it much more fit 

T’ unmount the tube, and open it, 

And for their private fatisfa ‘ion, 

To reeexamine the Tranfadion, 

And after explicate the reft, 

As they fhould find caufe for the bef, 
To this, as th” only expedient, 

The whole affembly gave confent ; 

But ¢’er the tube was half let down, 

It clear’d the firft phenomenon; 

For, at the end, prodigious fwarms. 

OF flies and gnats, like men in arma, 
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Hed all patt mutter, by muifchance, 

Both for the Sub- and Privolvans, 

This b’ing difcover'd, put them all 

Into a frefh and fiercer braw}, 

Asham'd that men fo grave and wife 

Shou’d be chaldes’d by gnats and flies, 

And take the feeble infeéts’ fwarms 

For mighty troops of men at arma ; 

As vain as thofe who, when the Moon 

Bright in a cryftal river shone, & 

Threw cafting nets, as fabely at her, 

To catch and pull her out 0” th’ water. 
But when they had unfcrew’d the glafs, 

To find out where th’ impoftor was, 

And faw the Moufe, that, by mifhap, 

Had made the telefcope a trap, 

Amaz'd, confounded, and afliGed, 

To be fo openly conviGed, 

Immediately they get them gone, 

With this difcovery alone, 

That thofe who greedily purfue 

Things wonderful, inftead of true, 

‘That in their fpeculations choofe 

To make difcoveries firange news, 

And nat’ral hift’ry a Gazette 

OF tales ftupendous and far-fet 5 

Hold no truth worthy to be known, 

That is not huge and overgrown, 

And explicate appearances, 

Not as they are but as they pleafe, 

in vain ftrive Nature to fuborn, 

And, for their pains, are paid with fconny 
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INLONG veRse*, 


A vinrvevs,lentned fociety of late, 

‘The pride and glory of a foreign ftate, 

Made an agreement, on a fummer’s night, 

‘To fearch the Moon at full by her own light; 

To take a perfed i*vent’ry of all 

Her real fortunes, or her perfonal, 

And make 2 geometrical furvey 

Of all her lands, and how her country lay, 

AAs accurate as that of Ireland, where 

The fly furveyor’s faid t’ have funk a {hire : ¢ 

T’ obferve her country’s climate, how it was 
planted, 

And what the moft abounded with, or wanted ; 

¢ ® After the author had frithed thisftory in thort verte, 


he took it tntp bis head to attempt itia long, with fome 
variations, 


And draw maps of her prop’reft firaations. 
For fettling and ere@ting new plantations, 

Hf ever the Society fhou'd incline 

‘T” attempt fo great and glorious a defign : 

“ Atak in vain, unlefs the German Kepler} 
“* Had found out a difcovery to people her, 

“* And ftock her country with inhabitants 

“ Of military men and Elephants: 

“* For th’ Ancients only took her for 2 piece. 
* Of redhot iron as big as Peloponnefe, 


+ This and the Plowing hig) to ie end of the 
ragraph, are not in the foregoing compofition ; and are 
Bitagatnee aa weil as the reit of: the fame kind, by being 
printed in inverted comenas, 
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® Till he appear’d ; for which, fome write, the fent 
* Upon his tribe as ftrange a punifhment.” 
This was the only purpofe of their meeting, 
For which they chofe atime and place moft fitting, 
‘When, at the full, her equal thares of light 
And influence were at their greateft height. 
And now the lofty telcfcope, the fcale, 
By which they venture heav’n itlelf t’ affail, 
‘Was rais’d, and planted full againft the Moon, 
And all the reft ftood ready to fall on, 
Impatient who should bear away the honour 
To plant an enfign, firft of all, upon her. 
‘When one, who for his folid deep belief 
Was chofen virtuofe then in chief, 
Had becn approv’d the moft profound and wife 
‘At folving at impofibilitics, 
‘With gravity advancing, to apply 
‘To th’ optic glafs his penetrating eye, 
Cry’d out, O ftrange | then reinforc'd his fight 
Againft the Moon with all hi- art and might, 
And bent the mufcles of his penfive brow, 
As if he meant to fare and gaze her through 
While all the reft began as much to admire 
And like a powder train, from him tock fire, 
Surpris’d with dull amazement beforehand, 
At what they wou'd, but cou’d not underftand, 
And grew impatient to difcover what 
‘The matter was they fo much wonder’d at. 
Quoth he, Th’ old inhabitants o’ the Moon, 
‘Whg, when the fun fhines hotteft about noon, 
Are wont to live in cellars under ground, 
Of eight miles deep, and more than eighty round, 
In which at once they ufe to fortify 
Againft the funbeams and the enemy, 
Are counted borough-towns and cities there, 
Becaufe the inhabitants are civiller 
Than thofe rude country peafants that are found, 
Like mountaineers to live on the upper ground, 
Nam’‘d Privolvans, with whom the others are 
Perpetually in {tate of open war. 
And now both armies, mortally enrag’d, 
Are in a fierce and bloody fight engag’d, 
And many fall on both fides kiil'd and flain, 
As by the telefcope ’tis clear and plain. 
Look in it quickly then, that ev'ry one 
May fee his thare before the battle’s done. 
At this 8 famous great philofopher, 
Admir'd, and celebrated, far and sear 
As one of wondrous fingular invention, 
And equal univerfal comprehentton, 
« By which he had compos’d 2 pediar’s jargon, 
« For all the world to learn, and ufc in bargain, 
«An univerfal canting idiom, 
* To underftand the fwinging pendulum, 
© And to commupicate, in all defigns, 
With th’ Maftern virtuofi Mandarines,” . 
Apply'd an optic nerve, and half a nofe, 
‘To th’ end and centre of the engine clofe: 
For he had very lately undertook 
"To vindicate, and publifh in a hook, 
"That men, whofe vative eyes arc blind, or out, 
May by more admirable art be brought 
To fee with empty ho-es, as well and plain 
As if their eyes had heen put in again, 
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This great man, therefore, having fix’d his fights 
‘T’ obferve-the bloody formidable fight, 
Confider’d carefully, and then cry*d out, 
° Tis true, the battle’s defperately fought ; 
The gallant Subvelvans begin to rally, 
And from their trenches valiantly faliy, 
To fall upon the ftubborn enemy, 
Who fearfully begin to rout and fy, ~~ 
‘Thefe paltry domineering Privolya>, 
Have, ev'ry faummer-feafon; their edmpaigns, 
And mutter, like the military fons 
Of Rawhead and vitorious Bioodybones, 
As great and numerous as folan . geefe 
TY th’ fummer-iflands of the Orcades, 
Courageoufly to make a dreadful ftand, 
And boldly face their neighbours hand to hand, 
Untii the peaceful, Jong’d-for wintcr’s come, 
end then difband, and march in triumph hontey 
And fpend the reft «f allthe year in lics, 
And vap’ring of their unknown viGories. 
Krom th’ old Arcadians they have been believ'd 
‘To be, before the Moon herfelf, deriv’d ; 
And, when her crb was firft of all created, 
To be from thence, to people her, tranflated : 
For as thofe people had been long reputed, 
Of all the Peloponnefians the moft ftupid, 
Whom nothing in the world cou’d ever bring 
T’ endure the civil life but fiddling, 
They ever fince retain the antique courfe, 
And native frenzy of their ancettors, 
And always fe to fing and fiddle to 
Things of the moft important weight they dos 
While thus the virtuofo cntertains 
The whole affembiy with the Privolvans, 
“ Anoiher fophift, but of lefs renowh, 
« Though longer obfervation of the Moon,” 
That underftood the diffrence of her foils, 
And which produc’d the faireft genet-moyles, 
® But for an unpaid weekly fhilling’s penfion 
“ Had find for wit, and judgment, and invention,” 
Wha, after poring tedious and hard 
In th’ optic engine, gave a ftart and ftar'd, 
And thus began.— A ftranger fight appears 
‘Than cver yet was feen in all the fpheres; 
A greater wonder, more unparaliell’d 
‘Than cver mortal tube or eye beheld; 
. mighty Elephant from one of thofe 
‘Two fighting armies is at Jength broke loofe, 
And with the defp’rate horror of the fight 
Appeurs ama2‘d, and in a dreadful fright : 
Look quickly, leaft the only fight of us 
Shou’d cauife the ftartled creature to embofs, 
{t is a large one, and appears more great 
Than ever was produc’d in ASwic yet 5 
From which we confidently may infer, 
The Moon appears to be the fruitfuller. 
And fince, of old, the mighty Pyrrhus brought 
Thole living catttes firft of all, ’tis thought, 
Againit the Roman army in the ficld, 
ft may a valid argument $e held, 
(The fame Arcadia being but a piece, 
As his dominions were, of antique Greece) 
‘To vindicate what this illuftrious perfon e 
Has made fo Jearn’d and noble a difcourfe on, 
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‘Of th’ ancient Privolvans’ original, 

‘That Elephants are really in the Moon, 
Although our fortune had difcover’d none, 
Is eafily made plain and tmanifeft, 
Since from the greatcit orbs, down to the leaft, 
All| other globes of ftars and confteliations 


_ Hi "em of all forte and nations, 
And heae'Alike a northern Tartar’s hoard, 
‘With numero and mighty droves is ftor'd : 


And if the Moon can but produce by Nature 
A people of fo Jarge and vaft a ftature, 
*Tis more than probable fhe fhou'd bring forth 
A greater breed of beafts, too, than the carth 5 
As by the beft accounts we have, appears 
Of all our crediblest difcovercrs, 
And that thofe vaft and monftrous creatures there 
Are not fuch far-fet rarities as here. 

Mean-while th’ affembly now had had a fight 
Of all diftin& particulars o’ th’ fight, 
And ev'ry man, with diligence and care, 
Perus’d and view'd of th’ Elephant his share; 
Prond of his equal int’reft in the glory 
Of $0 ftupendous and renown’d a ftory, 
When one, who for his fame and excellence 


| In height’ning of words and fhadowing fenfe, 


And magnifying all he ever writ, 


} With delicate and microfcopie wit, 


Had long been magnify’d himfcif no lefo 

In foreign and domeitic colleges, 

Began at Saft (tranfported with the twang 

Of his own elocution) thus t’ harangue. 
Moft virtuous and incomparable Friends, 

This great difcev'ry fully makes amends 

For all our former unfuccefaful pains, 

And loft expences of our time and brains; 

For by this admirable phanomenon, 

We now have gotten ground upon the Moon, 

And gain’d a pafs t’ engage and hold difpute 

‘With all the other planets that ftand out, 


. And carry on this brave and virtuous war 


“Home to the door of th’ obftinatelt far, 


And plant th’ artill’ry of our optic tubes : 


Againft the proudeft of their magnitudes; 

To ftretch our future victorics beyond 

The uttermoft of planetary ground, 

And plant our warlike engines, and our enfigns 

Upen the fix'd ftars’ {pacious dimenfions, 

To prove if they are other funs or not, 

As fome philofopers have wifely thought, 

Or only windows in the empyreum, 

Through which thofe bright effluvias ufe to come 
‘Which Archimede, fo many years ago, 

Durft never ventyre but towith to know. 

Nor is this all that we have now achiev’d, 

But greater things :—henceforth to be belicw'd; 
And have no more our beft or worft defigas, 

Becavfe they’re ours, fufpected for ill figus, 

T’ outthrow, and magnify, and to enlarge, 

Shall, henceforth, be no more laid to our charge; 
ber fhall our beft and ableft virtuofis 
' Prove arguments again for coffee-houfes ; 

Nor little Rories gain belicf among 

Our criticallett judges, right or wrong 3” 
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Nor fhail our new-invented chariots draw 

The boys to courfe us in ’em without law; 

« Make chips of elms produce the largeft trees, 

“ Or fowing fawduft furnith nurferies : 

No more cur heading darts (a fwinging one!) 

With butter only harden’d in the fun; 

Or men that afe to whiftle loud enough 

Tobe heard by others plainly five miles off, 

Canfe all the ref, we own and have avow'd, 

To be believ’d as defperately loud.” 

Nor fhali our future fpeculations, whether 

An elder-ftick will render all the leather 

Of {choolboys’ bregches proof againft the rod, 

Make all we undeftake appear as odd, 

This one difcovery will prove enough 

To take all paft and future fcandals off : 

But fince the world is fo incredulous 

Of all our ufual fcrutinies, and us, 

And with a conftant prejudice prevents 

Our beft as well as worft experiments, 

As if they were all deftin'd to mifcarry, 

As well in concert try'd as folitary; 

And that th’ affembly is uncertain when 

Such great difcov’ries will occur agen, 

*Tis reas’nable we fhou’d, at Jeaft, contrive 

To draw up as exact a Narrative 

Of that which ev’ry man of us can {wear 

Our eyes themfelves have plainly feen appear, 

‘That when ’tis fit to publifh the Account, 

We all may take our fev’ral oaths upon ’t, 
This faid, the whole affembly gave confent 

To drawing up th’ authentic Inftrument, _ 

And for the nation’s gen’ral fatisfaction, 

‘To print and own it in their next Tranfaion ¢ 

But while their ableft men were drawing up 

The wonderful Memoir o’ th’ telefcope, 

A member peeping in the tube by chance, 

Beheld the Elephant begin ¢’ advance, 

That from the wet-by-north fide of the Moom 

To th’ eaft-by-fouth was in a moment gone. 

This b’ing related, gave a fudden ftop 

To all their grandees had bé2n drawing up, 

And ev'ry perfon was amaz’d anew, 

How fuch a itrange furprifal fhould be true, 

Or any beaft perform fo great a race, 

So fwift and rapid, in fo fhort a fpace, 

Refolv’d, as fuddenly, to make it good, 

Or render all as fairly as they cou'd, 

And rather chofe their own eyes to condemn, 

Than queftion what they had beheld with then. 
While ev'ry one was thus refolv’d, a man 

Of great efteem and credit thus began. 

"Tis ftrange, I grant! but who, alas! can fay 

What cannot be, or juftly can, and may? 

Efpecially at fo hugely wide and vai 

A diftance as this miracle is plac’d, 

Where the leaft ctror of the giafs, or fight, 

May render things amifs; but never right 2 

Nor can we try them, when they’re fe far off, 

By any cqual fublunary proof ; 

For who can juftify that Nature there 

Is ty’d to the fame laws the acts by here ? 

Nor is it probable the has infus’d 

Int’ ev'ry fpecies in the Moon produc’, 
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‘The fame efforts the ufes to confer 

Upon the very fame productions here,, 

Since thofe upon the earth, of fev'ral nations, 
Are found t’ have fuch prodigious variations, 
And the affects fo conftantly to ufe 

Variety in ev'ry thing fhe does. 

From hence may be inferr’d that, though 1 prant 
‘We have beheld i’ th’ Moon an Elephant, 

That Elephant may chance to differ fo, ° 

From thofe with us upon the carth below, 

Both in his bulk, as well as force and {peed, 

As being of a diff’rent kind and breed, 

"That though ’tistrue our own are but flow-pac’d, 
‘Theirs there, perhaps, may fly or run as faft, 
And yet be very Elephants, no lefs 

"Than thofe deriv’d from Indian families, 

This faid, another member of great worth, 
Fam'd for the learned works he had put forth, 
« In which the mannerly and modeft author 
« Quotes the Right Wor fhipful his elder brother,” 
Look'd wife a while, then faid— All this is trae, 
And very learnedly obferv’d by you; 

But there’s another nobler reafon for’t, 
"That, rightly’ obferv’d, will fall but little thore 
Of folid mathematic demonftration, 

Upon a full and perfect calculation ; 

And that is only this—As th’ earth and moon 
Do conftantly move contrary upon 

"Their fev'ral axes, the rapidity 

Of both their motions cannot fail to be 

So violent, and naturally faft, 

"That Jarger diftances may well be paft 

In lefs time than the Elephant has gone, 
Although he had no motion of his own, 
‘Which we on earth can take no meafure of, 
As you have made it evident by proof. 

This granted, we may confidently hence 
Claim title to another inference, 

And make this wonderful phenomenon 
(Were there no other) ferve our turn alone 
‘To vindicate the gragd hypothefis, 

And prove the motion of the earth from this, 

‘This (aid, th’ affembly now was fatisfy'd, 
‘Asmen are foon upon the bias’d fides 
‘With great applanfe receiv'd th’ admir’d difpute, 
And grew more gay, and brifk, and refolute, 
By having (right or wrong) remov'd all doubt, 
‘Than if th’ occafion never had fall’n out, 
Refolving to complete their Narrative, 

And pundtually infert this ftrange retrieve. 

But while their grandees were diverted all 
With nicely wording the Memorial, 

"The footboys, for their own diverfion, too, 
As having nothing, now, at all to do, 

‘And when they faw the telefcope at leifure, 
Turn’d virtuofis, only for their pleafure, 

«© With drills’ and monkey's. ingenuity, 

* ‘That take delight to pra@life all they fee,” 
Began to ftare and gaze upon the Moon, 

‘As thefe they waited on Lefore had done 
‘Wher one, whofe turn it was by chance to peep, 
Saw fumething in the lofty engine creep, 
And, viewing carefully, difcover’d more 
"Than all their mafters bit epon beforg. 
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Quoth he, O fteange ! a little thing is flank 
On th’ infide of the long flargazing trunk, 
And now is gotten down fo low and nigh, 
T have him here diredtly ’gainft mine eye. 
This chancing to be overheard by one 
Who was not yct fo hugely overgrown 
In any philofophic obfervation, 
As to conclude with mere imaginatio: 
And yet he made immediately a “ 
At fully folving ali appearances, 7 ~ 
A plainer way, and more fignificant 
Than all their hints had prov’d o” th’ Elephant, 
And quickly found, upon a fecond view, 
His own conjecture, probably, moft true 3 
For he no fooner had apply’d hiseye 
To the optic engine, but immediately 
He found a {mall field moufe was gotten in. 
The hollow telefcope, and fhut between 
The two glafs-windows, clofely in reftraint, 
‘Was magnify’d into an Elephant, 
And prov’d the happy virtuous occafion 
Of all this deep and learned differtation. 
And as a mighty mountain heretofore, 
Isfaid t’ have been begot with child, and bore 
A filly moufe, this captive moufe, as ftrange, 
Produc’d another mountain in exchange. 
Mean-while the grandees, long in confultation, 
Had finifh'd the mitaculous Narration, 
And fet their hands, and feals, and fenfe, and wit, 
T’ atteft and vouch the truth of all they ’ad writ, 
When this unfortunate phenomenon 
Confounded all they had declar’d and done = 
For "twas no fooner told and hinted at, 
But all the reft were in a tumult ftrait, 
More hot and furioufly enrag’d by far, 
Than both the hofts that in the Moon made war, 
To find fo rare and admirable a hint, 
When they had all agreed and fworn t’ have fen ’t; 
And had engug’d themfelves to make it out, 
Obftructed with a wretched paltry doubt. 
When one, whofe only tafk was to determine 
And folve the worft appearances of vermine, 
Who oft’ had made profound difcoveries 
In frogs and toads, as well as ratsand mice, 
(Though not fo curious and exact, ’tis true, 
As many an exquifite rat-catcher knew) 
After he hada while with figns made way 
For fomething pertinent he had to fay, 
At laft prevail’d—Quoth he, This difqufition 
Is, the one half of it, in my difciflion ; 
For thongh "tis true the Elephant, as beaft, 
Belongs, of nat’ral right to all the reft, 
The Movfe, that’s but a paltry vermine, none 
Can claim a title to but T ajone; 
And therefore humbly hope I may be heard, 
In my own province, freely, with regard. 
It is no wonder that we are cry’d down, 
And made the table talk of all the Town, 
‘That rants and vapours itll, for all our great 
Defigns and projects, vre’ve done nothing yet, 
If ev'ry one have liberty to doubt, 1 
When fome great fecret’s more tharrhalf made out 
Becaufe, perhaps, it will not hold ovt true, _ 
And put a flop to all w’ attempt to da 
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fo great action ever has been done, 
for ever’s like to be, by truth alone, 


"Hf nothing elf bug only trath w° allow, 
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* Tig no great matter what w’ intend to do; 

“ For Truth is always too referv’d and chafte, 

* 'T} endure to be by all the Town embrac’d; 

“ A folitary anchorite, that dwells 

* Retir'd from ali the world, in obfcure cells,” 
Di reat affemblies, and defies 

The prefs fowd of mix’d focieties, 

‘That ufe to,deat in novelty and change, 

Not of thingstrue, but great, and rare, and ftrange, 
‘To entertain the world with what is fit 

And proper for its genins and its wit; 

The world that’s never found to fet efleem 

On what things are, but what they appear and 
And if they are not wonderful and new, (feem; 
‘They’re ne’er the better for their being true. 

*¢ For what is truth, or knowledge, but a kind 

«© Of wantonnefs and tuxury 0’ th’ mind, 

A grcedinefs and gluttony o’ the brain, 

That longa to eat forbidden fruit again, 

“ And grows more defp’rate, like the worft difeafes, 
“* Upon the nobler part (the mind) it feizes?” 
And what has mankind ever gain'd by knowing 
His little ttuths, unlefs his own undoing, 

That prudently by nature had been hidden, 

And, only for his greater good, forbidden ? 

And therefore with as great difcretion does 

‘The world endeavour ftill to keep it clofe ; 

For if the fecrets of all truths were known, 

Who wou'd not, once more, be as much undone ? 
For truth is never without danger in’t 


As here it has geen us of a hint, 


‘The whole aflembly had agreed upon, 

And utterly defeated all we ’ad done, 

“ By giving footboys leave to interpofe, 

“ Add difappoint whatever we propofe ;* 

For nothing but to cut out work for ftubs, 

And all the bufy academic clubs, 

* For which they have deferv'd to run the rifks 
“ Of elder-fticks, and penitential frifks. 

How nauch, then, ought we have a {pecial care 
That none prefume to know above his thare, 
Nor take upon him t’ underftand, henceforth 
More than his weekly contribution’s worth, 
‘That all thofe that have purchas’d of the college, 
A half, or but a quarter fhare, of knowledge, 


_ And brought none in themfelves, but fpent repute 


Shou'd never be admitted to difpute, 
Nor any member undertake to know 
More than his equal dividend comes to? 
For partners have perpetually been known 
T” impofe upon their public int’reft prone; 
And if we have not geeater care of ours, 
Jt will be fure to run the felf-fame courfc. 
This faid, the whole Society allow’d 
The dodtrine to be orthodox and good, [heard, 
And from th’ apparent truth of what they had 
Refolv'd, hencetorth, to give Truth no regard, 
But what was for their irzerefts to vouch, 
And either find it out, or make it fuch : 
‘That ‘twas Siore admirable to create 
Javentions, like truth, ont of rong conceit, 
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Than with vexatious ftudy, pains, and doubt, 
To find, or but fuppofe t’ have found, it out. 
‘This b’ing refoiv'd, th’ affembly, one by one, 
Review’d the tube, the Elephant, and Moon; 
But ftill the more and curioufer they pry’d 
They but became the more unfatisfy’d, 
In no one thing they gaz’d upon agreeing, 
As if they ’ad diff'rent principles of feeing. 
Some boldly fwore, upon a fecond view, 
That all they had beheld before was true, 
And damin’d themfelves they never would recang 
One fy)lable they had feen of th’ Elephant ; 
Avow’'d his fhape and {nout could be no Moufe’s, 
But a true nat’ral Elephant’s probofcis, 
Others began to doubt as much, and waver, ~ 
Uncertain which to difallow or favour ; 
“ Until they had as many crofs refolves, 
“* As Trifhmen that have been turn’d to wolves,” 
And grew diitracted, whether to efpoufe 
The party of the Elephant or Moufe. 
Some held there was no way fo orthodox, 
As to refer it to the ballot-box, 
And, like fome other nation’s patriots, 
To find it out, or make the truth, by votes ¢ 
Others were of opinion ’twas more fit 
T’ unmount the telefcope, and open it, 
cand, for their own, and all men’s fatisfa@ion, 
‘Yo fearch and re-examine the tranfaction, 
And afterwards to explicate the reft, 
As they fhou'd fee occafion for the bett. 
To this, at length, as th’ only expedient, 
The whole aifembly freely gave confent; 
But e’er the eptic tube was half let down, 
Their own cyes clear’d the firft phenometton ¢ 
For at the upper cnd, prodigious fwarms 
Of bufy flics, and grats, like men in arms, 
Had ali paft mufter in the glafs by chance, 
For both the Pri and the Subvolvans. 
This b’ing difcover'd, once more put them all 
Into a worfe and defperater brawl, 
Surpris'd with fhame, that men fo grave and wife 
Shou’d be trepann’d by paltey gnats and flies, 
And to miftake the feeble infects’ fwarms 
For fquadrons and referves of men in arms : 
As politic as thofe who, when the Moon 
As bright and glorious in a river fhone, 
Threw cafting-nets with equal cunning at her, 
To catch her with, and pull her out o’ th’ water. 
But when, at faft, they had un{crew’d the glafs, 
To find out where the fly impoftor was, 
And faw "twas but a Moufe*, that by mifhap 
Had catch’d himfelf, and them, in th’ optic trap. 


* Butler to compliment his Moufe for affording him an 
opportunity of indulging his fatirical turn, and difplayin, 
lus wit upow this occafion, fas to the end of this Pucas 
fubjomed the following epigraminatical note = 

A Moule, whofe martial valour has (olong 
Ago been try’d, and by old Homer fung, 

id porchas'd him mioreeveriatting glory 

jihis Grecian and his ‘fr jaa xory, 
h he appears nacepial matcht, F grat, 
atid ttatere by the ktephant, 

ently has beew obfere’d in battle 

reduc'd the proud and haughty cattle, 
1 having boldly cuterd the redeubt, 

a the cteadtul outwork of bis tout 
vermine, Itee an errant-knigh ? 
the huge gigantic beak in 
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Amaz'd, with fhame confounded, and afflided 
"To find themfelves fo openly convicted, 
¥mmediately made hafte to get them gone, 
‘With none but this difcovery alone. 
"That learned men, who greedily purfue 
‘Things that are rather wonderful than true, 
And in their niceft {peculations, choofe 

* ‘To make their own difcoveries itrange news, 
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And nat’ral hiftory rather a Gazette 

Of rarities ftupendous and far fet ; 

Believe no teuths are worthy to he known, 
That are not ftrongly vaft and overgrown, 
And ftrive to explicate appearances, 

Notas they’re probable, but as they pleafe, 

In vain endeavour Nature to fuborn, 

And, for their pains, are juftly paid with fcorn, 
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A FRAGMENT. 


A. LEARNED man, whom once a week 
A hundred virtuofis feck, 
And like an oracle apply to, 
"T’ afk queftions, and admire, and lie to, 
‘Who entertain’d them all of courfe, 
(As men take wives for better or worfe) 
And paft them all for men of parts, 
‘Though fome but fceptics in their hearts; 
For when they’re eaft into a lump, 
"Their talents equally muft jump; 
As metals mixt, the rich and bafe 
Do both at equal values pafs. 
‘With thefe the ord’nary debate 

‘Was aftcr news, and things of fare, 
Which way the dreadful comet went, 
In fixty-four, and what it meant ? 
‘What nations yet are to bewail 
"The operation of its tail? 
©r whether France or Holland yet, 
Or Germany, be in ite debt? 
‘What wars and plagues in Chriftendom 
Have happen’d fince, and what to come? 
‘What kings are dead, how many quecns 
And princeffes are poifon'd fince ? 
And who fhall next of all by turn 
‘Make courts wear black, and tradefmen mourn ? 
‘What parties next of foot, or horfe, 
‘Will rout, or routed be, of courfe? 
‘What German marches and retreats, 

. Will furnifh the next month’s Gazettes? 
‘What peftilent contagion next, 
And what part of the world infects? 
‘What dreadful meteor, and where, 
Shall in the heav’ns next appear? 
And when again fhall lay embargo 
Upon the Admiral, the good fhip Argo? 
Why currets turn in feas of ice 
Some thrice a-day, and fome but twice? 
And why the tides at night and noon, 
Court, like Caligula, the Moon ? 


What is the nat’ral caufe why fifh, 
That always drink, do never pifs? 

Or whether in their home, the deep, 
By night or day they ever fleep ? 

If grafs be green, or faow be white, 
But only as they take the light ? 
‘Whether poffeffions of the devil, 

Or mere temptations, do moft evil ? 
What is't that makes all fountains ftill 
Within the earth to run up hill, 

But on the outfide down again, 

As if the’ attempt had been in vain? 
Or what’s the ftrange magnetic caufe 
“The ftcel or loadftone’s drawn or draws? 
‘The ftar the needle, which the ftone 
Has only been but touch'd upon? 
Whether the Northftar’s influence 
With both does hold intelligence ? 
{For redhot iron, held't’wards the pole, 
Turns of itfelf to *t when "tis coo! :) 
Or whether male and female fcrews 

In th’ iron and ftone th’ effe@ produce ? 
‘What makes the body of the fun, 
‘That fuch a rapid courfe does run, 

To draw no tail behind through th’ airy 
As comets do when they appear, 
Which other planets cannot do, 
Becaufe they do not burn, but glow? 
Whether the moon be fea or land, 

Or charcoal, or a quench’d fire-brand ; 
Orif the dark holes that appear 

Are only pores, not cities there? 
Whether the atmofphere turn round, 
And keep a juft pace with the ground, 
Or loiter lazily behind, 

And clog the air with gufts of wind? 
Or whether crefcents in the wane, 
(For fo an author has it plain) a, 
Do burn quite out, or wear away 


‘Their fauffs upon the edge of day ? 


TPAWhether the fea increafe or watte, 
“land, if it do, how-long "twill aft ? 
“Or if the fun approaches near 
He earth, how foon ic will be there ? 
‘hefe were their learned fpeculations, 
Add all their conftant occupations, 
‘To-meafure wind and weigh the air, 
And turn a circle to a fquare ; 
‘Vamatrr powder of the fun, 
By which Sf-doétors thou’d b’ undone; 
To find the northweft paffage out, 
Although the fartheft way about ; 
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If chemifts from 2 rofe’s afhes 
Can raife the rofe itfelf in giaffes? 
Whether the line of incidence 
Rife from the obje& or the fenfe? 
To ftew th’ elixir in a bath 

Of hope, credulity, and faiths 

‘To explicate, by fubtle hints, 

The grain of diamonds and flints, 
And in the braying of an afs 
Find out the treble and the bafs; 
If mares neigh alte, and a cow 


A double diapafon low. 
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REPARTEE Ss 


CAT AND PUSS, 


AT A CATERWAULING, 


Jn the modern heroic way, 


Tr was about the middle age of night, 

When haif the earth ftood in the other’s light, 
And Sleep, Death’s brother, yet a friend to life, 
Gave weary’d Nature a reftorative, 

‘When Pals, wrapt warm in his own native furs, 
Dreamt foundly of as foft and warm amours, 
Of making gallantry in gutter-tiles ; 

And {porting on delightful faggot-piles ; 

Of bolting out of buthes in the dark, 

As ladies ufe at midnight in the Park; 

Or feeking in tall garrets an alcove, z 
For aflignations in th’ affairs of love. 

At once his paffion was both falfe and true, 
And the more falfe, the more in earneft grew. 
He fancy’d that he heard thofe am’rous charms 
‘That us’d to fummon him to foft alarms, 

‘To which he always brought an equal flame, 
‘To fight a rival, or to court a dame; 

And as in dreams love's raptures are more taking 
‘Than all their adtual engagements waking, 

His am’rous paflion grew to that extreme, 

His dream itfelf awak’d him from his dream, 
‘Thought he, What place is this? or whither art 
Thou vanifh’d from me, Miftrefs of my heart? 
But now I had her ia this very place, 

Here, faft imprifond in my glad embrace, 


. And, while my joys beyond themfelves were rapt, 


i I know not how, nor whither, thou ‘rt cfcap'd, 


* ‘This pogpr is a fatirica] banter upon thofe heroic plays 
Much in vogue at the thee our Author 


sshich wer 
dyede 


Stay, and Ul follow thee—With that he leapt 

Up from the lazy couch on which he flept, 

Aud, wing’d with paflion, through his knowa 
purliev, 

Swift as an arrow from a bow he flew, 

Nor ftopt, until his fire had him convey"d 

Where many an affignation he ’ad enjoy'd ; 

Where finding, what he fought, a mutual flame, 

That long had ftay’d and call’d before he came, 

Impatient of delay, withouc one word, 

‘Yo lofe no further time, he fell aboard, 

But grip’d fo hard, he wounded what he lov’d, 

While fhe, in anger, thus his heat reprov’d. 

€. Forbear, foul ravifher, this rude addrefs ; 

Canft thou at once both injure and carefs? 

P. Thou haft bewitch’d me with thy pow'rful 
charms, 

And I, by drawing blood, would cure my harme. 

C. He that does love would fet his heart atilr, 

Ever one drop of his lady’s thould he fpile. 

P. Your wounds are but without, and mine within: 

You wound my heart, and f but prick your fkin ; 


| And while your eyes pierce deeper than my 


claws, 
You blame th’ cffe& of which you are the caufe. 


i C. How could my guiltlefs eyes your heart invade, 


Had it not firft heen by your own betray’d? 
Hence ’tis my greateft crime has only been 
(Not in mine eyes, but your’s) in being feen, 
Pt hurt to love, but do not love to hurt. 

C. That's worfe than making cruelty a fport, 
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R Pain is the foil of pleafure and delight 
"That fets it off to a more noble height. 

€. He buys his pleafure at a rate too vain, 

"That takes it up beforehand of his pain. 

P. Pain is more dear than pleafure when "tis paft, 
G, But grows intolerable if it lat. 

P. Love is too full of honour to regard 

‘What it enjoys, but fuffers as reward. 

‘What knight durft ever own a lover's name, 
“That had not been half-murdet’d by his flame ? 
Or lady, that had never lain at flake, 

"To death, or force of rivals for his fake ? 

C. When love does meet with injury and pain, 
Difdain’s the only med’cine for qifdain. 

P. At once I’m happy, and unhappy too, 

In being pleas’d, and in difpleafing you. 

C, Prepoft’rous way of pleafure and of love, 
‘That, contrary to itsown end, would move ! 
»Tis rather hate, that covets to deftroy ; 

‘Love's bufinefs is to love, and to enjoy. 

P. Enjoying and deftroying are all one, 

As flames deftroy that which they feed upon. 
C. He never lov'd at any gen’rous rate, 

"That in th’ enjoyment found his flame abate. 
As wine (the friend of love) is wont to make 
The thirft more violent it pretends to flake, 

So fhould fruition do the lovers’ fire, 

Inftead of leffening, inflame defire. 

P. What greater proof that paffion docs tranfport, 
‘When what I would die for I’m fore’d to hurt? 
C. Death among lovers is a thing defpis'd, 

<Aod far below a fullen humour priz‘d, 

‘That is more fcorn’d and rail’d at than the gods, 
‘When they are crofs'd in love, or fall at odds: 
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But fince you underftand net what you do, 

T am the judge of what { feel, not you. 

P. Paffion begins indifferent to prove, 

When love confiders any thing but love. s 
Cc. The darts of love, like lightning, -wound withn, 
And, though they pierce it, never hurt the fin; 
They leave no marke behind them, where they 


fy, 
Though through the tend’reft part of alLekoeps; 
But your fharp claws have left pat so thew 
How tender I have been, how cruel you, . 
P. Pleafure is pain, for when it is enjoy’d, 
All it could with for was but to h’ allay’d. 
C. Force is a rugged way of making love. 
P. What you like beft you always difapprove. 
C, He that will wrong his love will not be nice, 
T’ excufe the wrong he does to wrong her twice. 
P. Nothing is wrong but that which is ill meant. 
€. Wounds are ill cured with a good intent. 
P. When you miftake that for an injury 
I never meant, you do the wrong, not I. 
€. You do not feel yourfelf the pain you give; 
But ‘tis not that alone for which I grievé, 
But ’tis your want of paffion that 1 blame, 
That can be cruel where you own a flame. 
P. *Tis you are guilty of that cruelty 
Which you at once outdo, and blame in me ; 
Far while you ftifle and inflame defire, 
You burn, and ftarve me in the felf-fame fire, 
C. Itis not I, but you, that do the hurt, 
Who wound yourfelf, and then accufe me for't : 
As thieves, that rob themfelves ’twixt fun and fun, 
Make athers pay for what themfelves have dons. 
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To THE HONOURABLE 


EDWARD HOWARD, ESQ. 


‘Upon his incomparable Foc of the 


BRITISH PRINCES*. 


BIR, 

You have oblig'd the Britith nation more 
Than all their bards could ever de before, 

- And, at your own charge, monuments more hard 
"Than brafs or marble to their fame have rear’d : 
For as all warlike nations take delight 
To hear how brave their anceftors could fight, 
You have advane’d to wonder their renown, 
And no lefs virtuoufly improv’d your own = 
For *twill be doubted whether you do write, 

Or they have aéted at a nobler height. 


% Moft of the celebrated wits In Charles I1%s reign ad- 
drefied this gentleman, ina bautering way, upon his poem 
called The Eriyh Princes, and, among the teh, Buuers 


You of their ancient princes have retriev’d 
More than the ages knew in which they liv’d ; 
Defcrib’d their cuftoms and their rites anew, 
Better than all their Druids ever knew 5 
Unriddled their dark oracles as well 

‘As thofe themfelves that made them could for 
For as the Britons long have hop’d in vain, 
Arthar could come to govern them again, 
You have fulfill’d that prophecy alone, 

And in this poem plac’d-him on his throne, 
Such magic pow'r has your prodigious pen, 
To raife the dead, and give new life +. men; 
Make rival princes meet in arms and love, 
Whom diftant ages did fo far removes 

x a 
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For as tterity has neither paft 
Nor future,(authors fay) nor firft, nor laft, 

But is all infant, your eternal Mufe 

I ages can to any one reduce. 

hen why thould you, whole miracle of art 

Zan life at pleafure to the dead impart, 

Lrouble in vain your better-bufy’d head 

‘1” obferve what time they liv'd in, or were dead ? 
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For fince you have fuch arbitrary power, 

It were defect in judgment to go lower, 

Or ftaop to things fo pitifully lewd, 

As ufe to take the vulgar latitude. 

There's no man fit to read what you have writ, 
That holds not fome proportion with your wit j 
As light can no way but by light appear, 

He muf bring fenfe that undecftauds it here. 








A PAL 


INODE 


& TO THE HONOURABLE 


EDWARD HOWARD ESQ. 


‘Upon his incomparable Poem of the 


BRITISH 


Iris your pardon, Sir, for which my Mufe 
‘Thrice humbly thus, in form of paper, fies 5 
For having felt'‘the dead weight of your wit, 
She comes to afk forgivenefs, and fubmit ; 

is forry for her faults, and, while { write, 
Mourns in the black, does penance in the white : 
But fuch as her belief in your juit candour, 

She hopes you will not fo mifunderttand hee, 

‘To wreft her harmlefs meaning to the fenfe 


» OF filly enuulution or offence. 


No; your fufficient wit does fill declare 

Irfelf too amply, they are mad that dare 

So vain and fenfelefs a prefumption own, 

To yoke your vat parts in comparifon + . 
And yet you might have thought upon a way 
"T inftruct us how you'd have us to obey, 

And not command our praifes, and then blame 
Alt that’s too great or little for your fame : 
For who could choofe but err, without fome trick 
‘To take your elevation toa nick? 

As he that was defir’d, upon occafion, 

‘To make the Mayor of London an oration, 
Defir'd his Lordthip’s favour, that he might 
Take meafure of his mouth, to fit it right; 

So, had you fent‘a feantiing of your wit, 

You might have blam’d us if it did not fit; 
But ’tis not juft t” impofe, and then cry down 
All that’s uncqual to your huge renown ; 

For he that writes below your vaft defert, 
Betrays his own, and not your want of art, 
Praife, like a robe of ftate, fhould not fit clofe 
To th’ perfon ’tis made for, but wide and fooie 5 
DerivG its comelinefs from b’ing unfit, 





+ And fuch have been our praifes of your wit, 


PRINCES, 


| Which is fo extraordinary, no height 

OF fancy but your own can do it right : 
Witnefs thefe glorious poems you have writ 
With equal judgment, learning, art, and wit, 
And thofe flupendous difcoveries 
You've lutcly made of wonders in the thies; 
For who, but from yourfelf, did ever hear 
‘Yhe fphere of atoms was the atmofphere ? 

Who ever fhat thofe ftragglers in a room, 
Or put a circle about vacuum ? 

What thould confine thofe undetermin'd crowds, 
And yet extend no furthgr than the clouds ? 

Who ever could have thought, but you alone, 
A fign and an afcendant were all one, 

Or how ’tis poflible the moon fhould throud 

Her face, t» peep at Mars behind a cloud, 
Since clouds below are to far diftant plac’d, 
‘They cannet hinder her from b’ing barefac’d ? 
Woo ever did a language fo enrich, 
‘Fo icorn all little particles of Speceh ? 

For though they make the fenfe clear, yet they're. 
‘To be afcurvy hindrance to the found; [found 
‘Therefore you wifely fcorn your fiy'e to huinble, . - 
Or for the fenfe's fake to wave the rumble, 
Had Homer known this art, he ’ad uu’er been fain 
Yo ufe fo many particlesin vain, 
That to no purpole ferve, but (us he haps 
Yo want a fyllable) to fill up gaps. 
You juftly coin new verbs, to pay for thofe 

Which in conftruction you o’erfee and lofe ; 
And by this art do Priftian no wrong 
| When you break ’s head, for ’tis as broad as long, 

Vhefe are your own difcoveries, which none 
1 But fucha Mufe as your’s could hit upon, 
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‘That can, in {pite of laws of art, or rules, 
Make things nfore intricate than all the fchools ; 
For what have laws of art to do with you, 
More than the laws with honeft men and true? 
He that’s a prince in poctry fhould ftrive 

"Yo cry ‘em down by his prerogative, 

And not fubmit to that which has no force 

But o’er delinquents and inferiors. 

Your poems will encure to be well try'd 

¥ th’ fire, like gold, and come forth purily’d 5 
Can only to e‘ernity pretend, 

For they were never writ to any end. 

All other books bear an uncertain rate, 

But thofe you write are always fold by weight 5 
Each word and fyllable brought to the feale, 
And valu'd to a feraple in the fale. 


For when the ;aper’s charg’ with your rich wit, 


Vas for all purpofes and ules fir, 





GON THE BRITISH PRINCES, 


Has an abfterfive virtue to make clean ' 
. Whatever natare made in man obfcene. 
Boys find, b’ experiment, no paper-kitt, 
Without your verfe, can make a noble Aight. 
: Itkecps our fpice and aromatics {weet ; 
“In Paris they perfume their rooms with it : 
For burning bu: one leaf of your's, they fay, 
Drives all their ftinks and naftinefs away, 

, Cooks keep their pies fram burning with ygus-vite. 
‘Their pizs and geefe from feorching on she Spit ; 
And vintners find their wines are ne’ef the worfe, 
* When ’s only wrapp'd up in the verfe, 

‘Phete are the great performances that raife 

i Your mighty parts above all reach of praife, 

| And give us only leave admire your worth, 

* Far no man, but yourfeli, can fee it forth, 
Whofe wondrous pow r fo generally known, 

; Fame is the echo, and her voice your own, 












A PANEGYRIC 


veOoN 


SIR JOHN 


DENHAM’S 


RECOVERY FROM HIS MADNESS, 


Se, you've outliv’d fo defperate a fit 

As none could do but an immoftal wits 

Had your's been lefs, all helps had been in vain, 
Abd thrown away, though on a lefs fick brain ; 
But you were fo far frowrecciving hurt, 

You grew improv’d, and niuch the better for't, 
As when th’ Arabian bird does facrifice, 

and burn hinfelf in his own country’s {pice, 

A maggot firt breeds in his pregnant urn, 
‘Which after does to a young pheenix turn: 

So your hot brain, burnt in its native fire, 

Did life renew'd, and vig’rous youth acquires 
And with fo much advantage, fome have guclt, 
Your afterwit is like to be your beit, 

And now expect far greater matters of ye 


No poet jeer'd, for feribbling amifs, 

With verfes forty times more lewd than his + 

Nor did your crutch give battle to your duns, 

And hold it out, where you had built a feonce ; 

| Ner furioufly laid orangewench aboard, 

! For aiking what in fruit and love you ’ad feur’ 
Buf all civility and complaifance, 

} More than you ever us'd before or fince. 

Befide, you never over-reach'd the King 

One farthing, all che while, in reckoning, 

| Nor brought in falfe account, with lirtle tricks 
Of paffing broken rubbifh for whole bricks; 

Falic muftering of workmen by the day, 

; Deduction out of waves, and dead pay 

Por thofe that never liv d> all which did come, 











‘Than the bought Cooper’s Hill, or borrow'd ; By thrifty management, to no fmali fum, 


Sophy ; 

Such as your Tully lately drefs'd in verfe, 

Like thofe he made himtelf, of not much worfe ; 
An:l Sencca’s dry fand, unmix'd with lime, 





You pull’d no lodgings cown, to build them worfe, 
Nor repair’ others, to repait your purfe, - 
a8 you were wont, till all you built appear’d 

| Like that Amphion with his fiddle rear’d : 


Such as you cheat the King with, botch’d in rhyme. | For had the ftones (like his) charm’d by your verfe, 


Nor were your morals lefs improv'd, all pride, 
ind native infolence, quite Jaid afide : 

And that usgovern’d ontrage, that was wont 
AM, that they durft with fafery, to affront. 
No China cupboard rudely overthrown, 

Nor Lady tipp’d, by b’ing accofted, down ; 


Built up themfeives, they could not have done 
worfe : e 7” 

And fure, when firft you ventur’d to furvey, 

You did defign to do’t no other way. 

Afi this was done before thofe days begam : 

In which you were a wife and happy mani 7 








Sy 
For who c’er liv’din fuch a paradife, “ 
‘Until freth fraw and dayknefs op’d your eyes? 
‘Who ever greater treafure could command, 

‘s. Had nokler palaces and richer land, 

‘\ "Than you had then, who cotld raife fums as vaft 
{as alt the cheats of a Dutch war could wafte, 
Or all thofe praGtis’d upon public money ? 
For nothing, but your cure, could have undone ye. 
= Bor_ever are you bound to curfe thofe quacks 
‘That undertook to cure your happy cracks ; 
For thottsh no art can ever make them found, 
“The tamp’ring coft you threefccrethoufand pound. 
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How high might you have liv’d, and play’d, and 
loft, , 

Yet been no more undone by being chouft, 

Nor fore’d upon the King’s account to lay. 

All that, in ferviag him, you lof at play ? 

For nothing but your brain was ever found 

To fufier fequeftration, and compound, 

Yet you've an impofition laid on brick, 

For all you then laid out at Beaft or Gleeks 

And when you've rais’d a fum, ftrait let it fly; 

By underftanding low, and vent’ring high ; 

Until you have reduc'd it down to tick, 

And then recruit again from lime and brick. 





UPON CRITICS 


WHO JUDGE OF 


MODERN PLAYS 


TPRECISLLY BY THE RULES OF THE ANCIENTS. 


Wouo ever will regard poetic fury, 

‘When ir is once found Idiot ty a jury, 

And ev'ry pert and arbitrary fool 

Can all poetic licence over-rute ; 

#Affume a barb’rous tyranny to handle 

"The Mufes worle than Oftrogoth and Vandal ; 
Make ‘cm fubmit to verdict and report, 

And ftand or fall to th’ orders of the court? 
Much lefs be fentene'd by the arbitrary 
Proceedings of witlefs plagiary, 

‘Yhar forges old records and ordinances 
Againt the right and property of fancies, 
More falfe and nice than weighing of the weather 
‘To th’ hundredth atom of the lighteft feather, 
Cr measuring of air upon Parnaffus, 

With cylinders of Yorricellian glaffes ; 

Reduce all Tregedy, by rules of art, 

Back to its antique theatre, a cart, 

And make them henceforth keep the beaten roads 
Of rev’rend chorufes and cpilodes; 

Reform and regulate a puppet play, 
According to the true and ancient way, 

"Yhat not an actor fhail prefume to fqueak, 
‘Unlefs he have a licence for't in Greck ; 

Nor Whittington henceforward fell his cat in 
Plain vulgar Exglith, without mewing Latin = 
No pudding thail be fulfer’d to be witty, 
Uolefs it be in order to raife pity ; 

Nor devil in the puppet play b° allow’d 

Yo foar and fpit fire, but to fright the crowd, 





Unlefs fome god or demon chanc’ t? have piqued 
Againft an ancient family of Greeks; : 
"That other men may trembie, and take warning; 
How fuch a fatal progeny they're born ins 
For none but fuch for tragedy are fitted, 
‘Phat have been ruin’d only to be pity’ds 
And only thofe held proper to decet, 
Who ’ve had the ill luck agzint their wills to ert 
Whence only fuch as axe of middling fizes, 
Rotween n lity and venial vic 
Are gualify’d to be dettroy’d by Fate, 
For other incrtals to take warning at. 
Asif the antique laws of Tragedy 
Did with our own municipal agree, ; 
And ferv’d, like cobwebs, burt? ct e the weak; 
And give diverfion to the great to break 5 
Vo make a lefs delinquent to be brought 
‘Yo aniwer for a greater perfon’s fault, 
And fuiler all the worl the worft approver 
Can, to excule and fave himfelf, difeover. 
No longer fhall Diamatics be confin’d 
To draw true images of ull mankind 5 : 
‘To punith in etigy criminals, 
Reprieve the innocent, and hang the falfe 5 
But a clublaw to execute and kill, at 
For nothing, whomf.e'er they pleafe, at will, 
Vo terrify fpcGators from commiting 
‘The crimes they did, and fufier’d for unwitung- 
‘Thefe are the reformations of the Stage, 
Like other reforniations of the age, 
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“ On purpofe to deftriy all wit and fenfe, 
Aa th’ other did al! Jaw and confcience; 
No better than the laws of Britih plays, 
Confirm’d in th’ ancient good King Howell's days, 
‘Who made 2 general council regulate 
‘Men’s catching women by the—you know what, 
And fet in the rubric at what time 
It thould be counted legal, when a crime, 
Declare when ’twas, and when ’twas not a fin, 
- And on what days it went out or came in. 

An Englifh poet fhould be try'd b’ his peers, 
And not by pedants and philofuphers, 
Incompetent to judge poctic fury, 

As butchers are forbid to be of a jury ; 

Belides the moft intolerable wrong 

"To try their matters in a foreign tongue, 

By foreign jurymen, like Sophocles, 

-Or ‘Tales falfer than Euripides; 

When not av Englifh native dares appear 

‘To be a witne!s for the prifouer ; 

‘When all the laws they ufe ¢’ arraign and try 
_ The innocent and wrorg’d delinquent by, 
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Were made b’ a foreign lawyer, and his pupils, 
To put an cnd to all poetic fcruples, 

And by th’ advice of virtuofi Tufcans, 
Determin'd all the doubts of focksand bufkins; 
Gave judgment on all paft and future plays, 
As is apparent by Speroni’s cafe, 

Which Lope Vega fir began to fteal, 

And after hin the French filou Corneille; 
And fince our inglith plagiaries nim, 
And fteal their fat-fet criticifms from his 
“Aud by an a@ion falfely laid of Trover, 
"Lhe Jumber for their proper goods recover ; 
Enough to furuifh all the lewd impcachers 

Of witty Beaumont’s poetry, and Fletchers, 

Who for afew mifprifions of wit, 

Are charg’d by thofe who ten times worfe commit; 
And for misjudging fome unhappy {cenes, 

Are cenfur'd for ’t with more unlucky fenfe ; 
When all their wort mifcarriages delight, 

And pleafe more than the beft that pedants7write. 




















PROL 


To 





OGUE 


TUE 


QUEEN OF ARRAGON, 


Aéed before the 


@ DUKE OF YORK, UPON HIS BIRTHDAY, 


Sir, while fo many nations ftrive to pay 

‘The tribute of their glories to this day, 

‘That gave them earneft of fo great 2 fum 

OF glory (from your future acts) to come, 

And which you have difcharg'd at fuch a rate, 
‘Thar ail fuccveding times mutt celebrate, 

‘We, that fubfift by your bright influence, 

And have no life but what we own from thence, 
Conic humbly to prefent you, our own way, 
‘With all we have, (befide our hearts) a play. 
But as devouteft sien can pay no more 

To dcities than what they gave before, 

We bring you only what your great commands 
Did refeve for us from engrofing hands, 

‘That would have taken ont adminif'ration 

Of all departed poets’ goods i’ the nation ; 

Or, like to lords of .-anors, feiz’d all plays 

‘That come within their reach, as wefts and ftrays, 





i And claim’d a ferfeiture of all paft wit, 
But that yeur juftice put a ftop to it. 
“Twas well fer us, who ele muft have been glad 
1 ‘T? admit of all who now write new and bad 3 
For ftill the wickcder fome authors write, 
Others to write worfe are encourag’d by ’t; 
And though thofe fierce inquifitors of wit, 
‘The critics, {pare no flefh that ever writ, 
But juft as toothdraw’rs find, among the roht, 
‘Their own tccth work in pulling others out, 
So they, decrying all cf ali that write, 
Think to erect a trade of judging by’t. 
Smali poetry, like other herefies, 
By being perfecuted multiplies; 
Bat here they’re like to fail of all pretence s 
For he that writ this play is dead long fince, 
+ And not within their power ; for bears are fai& 


+ To Spare thofe that lie {till and feem bu: ead, 
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EPIL 
TO THE SAME. 


Manan, the joys of this great day are due, 

No Icis than to your royal Lord, to you; 

And while three mighty kingdoms pay your part, 
You have, what’s greater than them ail, his heart. 
‘Vhat heart that, when it was his country’s guard, 
‘The fary of two elements outdar’d, 

And made a ftubborn haughty enemy 

‘The terror of his dreadful conduct Ly ; 

And yet yon conquer'd it~and made your charms 
Appear go lefs victorious than his arms, 





PPON PHI 


THANKSGIVING 


A, nearp is but the vizard of a face, 
‘Khat Nature orders for no other place ; 
The fringe and taffel of a countenance, 
‘Lat hides his perfon from another mat 
And, like the Roman habits of their yor 
Is never worn until his pecfect growth; 
A privilege no other creature has, 
‘Lowear a nac’ral mafk: upon his face, 
“Phat fhifts its likenefs ev'ry day he wears, 
‘Yo fit fome other perfons’ characters, 
Anil hy its own myt! olagy implies, 

"That men were born to live in fome difguife. 
‘This farisfy’d a rev'rend man, that clear’. 

His difagrecing confeience by his Beard. 

He ‘ad been prefere’d ? th’ army, when the church 
Was taken with a Why not? in the lurch; 





* Philip Nye was educated at Oxford, firfl in Brafen- 
nole Cailege, and afterwards in Majd. Hall, where, under 
the influence of @ Puritanical tutor, he received che firit 
cinftare ot fedition and difgust to our eectefiattical eftablith- 
ment, After taking hisdegtees he went into orders, bat 
foon le England tago and teide in Halland, where he was 
not very likely to feifen thofe prejudices which he had 
already imbibed. Ut the year £640 he returned home, he- 
came a furtous Prethyterian, and a zealous ilickler for the 
and was thGught confiderable enough, in his 
party, inte Scotland, to encedrage 
Tit UD the cante of the Covenaner. in gelence ar 


















O GUE 


TO THE DUCHESS, 


} For which you oft’ have triumph’d on this days 
And many more to come Heav'n grant you may. 
But as great princes ufe, in folemn times 
Of joy, to pardon all but heinous crimes, 
lf we have finn’d without an ill intent, 

And done below what really we meant, 
We humbly afk your pardon for’t, and pray 
You would forgive, in honour of the day. 


LIP NYE’S* 


BEARD. 


When primate, metropolitan, and prelates, 
Were turn’d to officers of horfe, and zealots, 
From whom he held the moft pluralities 

| Of contributions, donatives, and fal’ ries 5 

i Was held the chiefeft ofthole fp’ritual trumpeta, 

| That founded charges to their fierceft combats, 

} But in the defperateft of defeats 

| Had never blown as opportune retreats, 

+ Until the Synod order’d his departure 

‘To London, from his caterwauling quarter, 
‘To fit among ’em, as he had been chofcn, 
And pafs or pull things at his own dispofingy 
Could clap up fouls in limbo with a vote, 
And for their fees dicharge and let them out, 
Which made fome grandecs bribe him with the 
Of holding forth upon ‘Thankigiving-days, [place 
Whither the Members, two and two abreaft, 
March’d to take in the {poils of all-—the feaft, | 
But by the way repeated the oh-hones 
Of bis wild Trifh and chromatic tones: 
His frequent and pathetic hums and haws, 
He pradtis’d only t’ animate the Caufe, 
With which the Sifters were fo prepoffett, 
They could remember nothing of the reft. 
He thought upon it, and refolv’d to put 
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And, but a day before, had been to find 
‘The ableft virtucfo of the kind, 
With whom he long and ferioufly conferr’d 
» On all intrigues that might concern his Beard ; 
By whofe advice he fat for a defign 
In little drawn, cxdctly to a fine, 
That if the creature chance cv have occafion 
To undergo a thorough reformation, 
it might be borne conveniently about, 
And by the meancf artift copy’d out. 

This done, he fent a journ: ymen feary 
He 'ad brought up to retrieve, und fetch, and carry, 
{Yo find put one that hud the preatettspractice, 
‘To prune and bleach the beards of all Fanatics, 
And fet their moft confus’d diforders right, 
Not by a new defign, but newer light, 

‘Who us’d to fhave the grandces of their fticklers, 
And crop the worthics of their Coventiclers; 

‘To whom he fhew’d his new-invented draught 
And told him how ’twas to be copy'd out. 

Quoth he, "Tis but a fulfe and counterfeit, 
And feandalous device of human wit, 

‘Dhat’s abs'lutely forbidden in the Scripture, 
‘Yo make of any carnal thing the picture. 

Queth th’ other faint, You mnft leave chat to us 
ie je ages what's lawful, or,what {candaloys, 

* For ‘till ic is determin'd hy our vote, 

_ Fis cither lawful, fcancalous or not, 
Which, fince we have not yet agreed upon, 
Is left indiff’rcnt to avoid.cr own. 

ust he, My confcience never fhall agree 
‘To do it, till { know what ’tis to he 5 
For though L ule it in a lawful time, 

‘What if it after thould be made a crime ? 

’Tis true we fought for liberty of conicience, 
*Gainft human conftitutions, in our own fente, 
Which I'th refolv’d perpetually ¢ avow, 

And mike it lawful whatfoe’er we do; 
‘Then do your office with your greatett fkill, 
And Ict th’ event befall us how it will. 

This fuid, the nice barbay"n tock his tools, 
‘To prune the zealot’s tenets and his jowles; 
Walk’d on us pertinently as he fnipe 
A burdred times for ev'ry hair he clipt ; 


























UPON P. NYE'S ‘THANKSGIVING BEARD. 


Until the Beard at length began t’ appear, 

And refume its antique character, a 

Grew more and more itfelf, that art might frive, 

And ftand in cempetition with the life; 

For fome have doubted if ’t were made of fnips 

OF fables, glew’d and fitted to his lips, 

And fet in fuch an artificial frame, 

As if it had been wrought in filograin, 

More fubtly fill’d and polifh’d than the gif 

‘That Vulcan caught bimfelf a cuckold in; 

‘That Sachcfis, that fpins the threads of Fate, 

Could not have drawn it out more delicate. 
But b’ing defign’d aud drawn fo regular, 

T’ a fcrupulous pundiilio of a hair, 

Who could imagine that it fhould be portul 

Yo felfifh, inward-unconforming mortal? 

And yet it was, aud did abominate 

‘Yhe leaft compliance in the Church or State, 

And from itflf did equally diffznt, 

As from religion and the government*, 





# There are found among Botler’s manutcripts feveral 
other litle tketches upon the faine fubject, but none 
ssorth printing, except abe fullowing ene aay’ Le Ghougitt 
atlable, 





rewrerad brother, like a goat 
id wear 4 tail upon his throat, 
he fringe and calle) of a face, ‘ 
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. ‘UPON THE WEAKNESS AND MISERY OF MAN. 


Wuo would believe that wicked earth, 
‘Where nature only brings us forth 

‘Yo he found guilzy and forgiv'n, 
Shou'd by a nurfery for Heav'n, 

Whea all we can expeé to do 

Will uot pay half the debt we owe, 

And yet more defperately dare, 

Asif that wretched trifle were 

“foo much for the eternal Pow'rs, 

Oar great and mighty credi 
Not only fight what they er: join, 
But pay it in adubt’rate coin? 
We only in their mercy truit, 
‘To be more wicked and unjul; 
All our devotious, vows, and p 
Are our own intcreft, net theirs 5 

Our offtings, when we come t’ adore, 
But begging prefents to gee more; 

‘The pureft bus'acts of our zeal 

Js but to err, by meaning well, 

And nuke that meaning do more harm 
‘Than our worft deeds, that are leis warm ; 
For the moft wretched and perserfe 

Does not believe himfalf he err. 
* Our hotieit ations have be 
‘Th’ cleats of wickednefs and fin: 
Religious houfes made compounders 
For dv horrid actions of rhe founders; 
Steepies that totter'd in the 
Ly letchers finu'd into repa 
Aa if he had retain’ ne fien 

Nor character of the vitvinie 

And heav'niy part of human nature, 
But only the coarfe earthly matter. 
Our usiverfal inclination 

‘Fond: to the wortt of our creation, 
As if the ftars confpir’ ‘dt? imprinz, 

In cur whole fpecies, by infiine, 

A fatal brand and fignaturc 

Of nothing elfe but the i fmpure. 

‘The bef of all our a@ions tend 

Yo the prepofteroulcf end, 

And, like to songrels, we're inclin’d 
‘Vo take moft to th’ ignobler kind ; 
OF our belt half orignal ; 

Hence ’tis we've no regard at al 

Or montters, that have always leat 
OF the human parent, not the beait. 
But, when they differ, fill affert 
“he int'reft of th’ ignabler part; 
Spend the time we have upen 
aPho‘ain caprices of the ons, . 














































But grudge to fpare one hour, to know 
What to the better part we owe, 

As ina‘l compound fabltances, 

. creater {Hill devours the lef 5 

So, Leing born and bred up near, 

Jur earthly grofs relations here, 

‘ar from the ancient nobler place 

h paterral race, 

erate, and grow 
‘barous, and mean, avd low, 

As moderna Grecians are, and worfe, 
‘Lo their brave nobler anceftors, 

Yet as no barb’ronfnefs befide 

s hal fo barbarous as pride, 

y any prouder infolenee 

‘Phan that which has the feat pretence, 
We are fo wretched to profits 

a\ glory in our wretchedneds ; 

‘To wpour fility 































glorious on a a ore 

at much rather to deplore, 

four lives, 

1 giv’n ropricves 5 
‘And our groat'tt grace is not to knew 
*eny back, nez bow, 
ha vata caprich, 

<i Live ay vaiuly to thar pitch. 

Our are re zal things, and all 








i ad hard. 
tof piles, ftatclieft reome, 
© but sur-honles to onr tombs; 
thongh e 
ere Warebou 












akednefs is deckt ; 
with pride and batt, 
As if we ’ad gain’d by being lot. 
All this is noting to the evils 

Which mer, and thir confed’rate devils 
toaggravate the curfe 
ated kind much worle, 
As if by nature they ‘ad been ferv'd 
More gently than their fate deferv'd, 
pains (in jaitice) to invent, 
fludy their own punifhment ; 

‘That, as their eritucs fhou’d greater grew, 
+ So might their ewa infli@ions tus, 
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Hence bloody wars at fir began, 

"The artificial plague of man, 

‘That from his own invention rife, 

‘To feourge his own iniquiriess 

‘That if the heav'ns ho: J chance to {pare 
Supplies of conftant poifon'd air, 

‘They might not, with unfit delay, 

For lingering deftruction flay, 

Nor {cek recruits of death fo far, 

But plague themfelvcs with blood and war, 

‘And if thefe fail, there is no good 

Kind Nature e’er on man beftow’d, 

But he can eafily divert 

To his own mifery and hurt ; 
Make that which Heav’n meant to blefs 
Th’ ungrateful world with gentie Peace, 
With lux'ry and excefy, as fait 

‘As war and delclation watte; 

Promote mortality. and kill 

“As fatt as arms, by fitting fill; 

Like earthquakes lay without a blow, 
And only moving, overthrow ; 

Make law and equity as dear 

As plunder and free-quarter were, 

And fierce encounters at the bar 

Undo as faft as thofe in war; 

Enrich bawds, whores, aud ufurers, 
Pimps, feriv'ners, filene'd minitters, 
"Nhat get eftates by b’ing undone 

For tender confeience, and have avne. 
Like thofe that with their eredit ¢ 
A trade, without a flock, and thrives 
Advance men in the church ard ftate 

For being cf the meaneft rate, 

Rais'd for their double guil’d deferts, 
Before integrity and parts; 

Produce more grievous complaints 

For plenty, than before for wants, 

a\nd make a rich and fruitfgl year 

A greater grievance than a dear; 

Make jefte of greater dangers far, 

‘Than thofe they trembléd at in war; 
‘Till, unawares, they’ve laid a train 

To blow the public ‘up again 5 

Rally with horror, and,in fp rt, 

Rebellion and deftruction court, 

And make fanatics, in defpite 

Of all their madnels, reafon right, 

And vouch to all they have forefiewn, 

as other roonfters oft’ have donc, 
Although from truth and fenfe as far, 

As all their other maggots arg + 

Yor things faid falfe, and never meant, 

Do oft prove true by accident. 

That wealth that bountcous fortune fends 

As prefents to her deareft friends, 

15 oft’ laid cut upon a purchale 

Of two yards long in parith churches, 
And thofe too happy men that hought it 
Had liv'd, and happier too, without it: 
dor what does vatt wealth bring but cheat, 
Law, luxury, difeafe, and debt 5 
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Pain, pleafure, difcontent, and fpert, 
An caly-troubied life and fhort *? io 
But all thefe plagues are nothing nea 
Thefe, far more cruel and feverc, 
Unhappy man takes pains to find, 
T’ infli himfelf upon his mind : 
And out of his own bowels fpins 
A rack and torture for his fins; 3 
‘Torments himfelf, in vain, te know - 
That moft which he can never do; 
And the more ftrily ’tis deny'd, 
The more he is unfatisly'd; 
Is bufy in finding ferupics out, 
To languifh in eternal doubt ; 
Sees fpedtres in the dark, and ghofs, 
And tarts, as horfes do at polls, 
And, when his cyes affift him leaft, 
fuch fulitle objets beft. 
thetic dreanis and vifions 
Crounds everlafting difquifitions, 
And raifes endlefs cau:roverfies 
On vulgar theorems and hearfays; 
Grows pofitive and confident, 
In things fo far beyond th’ extent 
Of bumian fenfe, he does not know 
Whether they be at all or no, 
And doubts as much in things that are 
As plainly evident and clear ; 
Diidains all ufeful fenfe, and plain, 
‘Yo apply to th’ intricate and vain ; 
And cracks his brains in plodding on 
That which is never to ke known. 
‘Yo pofe himieif with fubuetics, 
acd hold no other knowledge wife; 
Althouch the fubtler all things are, 
‘Lbcy ‘re but to n-wising the more near; 
And the lefs weight they can fuflain, 
‘he more he fill layson in vain, 
éud hangs his foulupon as nice 
And fubtle curiofitics, 
As one of that vat multitude 
at on ancedle’s point have flood ; 
hs right aud wrong, and true and falfe, 
Upon as nice and fubtle feales, 
As thefe that turn upon a plane 
With th’ hundredth part of half a grain, 

















* Though this fatire feems 












For men ne‘cr digg’d fo deen into 

‘The boweh at tie eatth below, 

For metals, that are found 1 Gwell 

Near neighpcur to the pit ot hell, 

And havea magic pow'r co fway 

‘The greedy touis or men that way, 
with their bocies have been tain 

‘Lo Bitthow srenches up again; 

When bioody battles have Been fought 

For thating that which they tock out; 

For wealth { all things rit conduce 

"Te fes 

both to buy ane tell 

nus (rou: heaver down to hell. 
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tea Anat] the fuhtler they move, Is loft in both, and breaks his blade 

The foont falfe and ufelefs Prove. Upon the anvil where ‘twas made; 

So man, tha: thinks to force and train, For as abortions coft more pain 

Beyond its natural iphere, his brain, Than vig'rous births, {o all the vain 

In vain torments it on the rack, And weak produ@ions of man’s wit, 

And, for improving, fets it hack; ‘Vhat aim at purpofes unfit, 

Js ignorant of his own extent, Require more drudgery, and worfe, 

sAnd that to which his aims are bent ; ‘Than thofe of flrong and lively force, 

Se A —— 











SATIRE 


UPON THE LICENTIOUS AGE OF CHARLES 1, 


Now bring their crimes into the open fun, 


"Tis a ftrange age we've liv d in, and a lewd 
: Be Ae . J For all mankind to guze their wortt upon, 


As e’er the fun in all his travels view'd; 
An age as vile as ever Juftice urg d, 
Like a fantattic letcher to be fcourg’d ; 
Nor has it "{eap'd, and yet has only learn’d, 
‘The more ’tis plagu’d, to he the lefs concern’d. 
‘Twice have we feen tivo dreadful judgments rage, 
Enough to fright the ftubborn’ft-hearied age 5 
‘The one to mow vatt crowds of people down, 
The other (as then needlefx) ha'f the Town; 
Aud two as mighty miracles reftore 
What both had roin'é and dettroy’d before ; 
In ail as unconcern'd as if they 'ad been 
But pattinses for divertion to be feen, 
Or, like the plagues of Egypt, meant a curfe, 
Not to reclaim us, but to make us worfe, 

Twice have men turn'd the World (that filly 
: blockhead) 
The wrong fide outward, like a juggler’s pocket, 
Shook out hypocrify as fa" and loule 
«As c'er the dev'l could teach, or finners ule, 
And on the other fide at once put in 
A> impotent iniquity and fin, 
As fkulls that have been crack'd are often found 
Upon the wrong fide to receive the wound ; 
And like tubacco-pipes at one end hit, 
“To break at th’ other fill that’s oppolite ; 
Sa men, who one extravagance would fhun, 
Into the contrary extreme have run; 
And all the diff’rence is, that as the firft 
Provokes the other freak to prove the worft, 
So, in return, that ftrives to render lefs 
‘The laft delufion, with its own excels, 
And, like two unfkill’d gamefters, ple onc way, 
With bungling t” help out one another's play. 
For thofe who heretofore fought private holes, 
Sccurely jp the dark to damn their fouls, 
Wore wards of hypocrify, to Neal 
fink away in mafguerade to hell, 











aim'd, 
With all their uemoft vigour, to be damn’d, 
And by their own examples in the view 
Of all the world, @riv'd to damn others too; 
On ail occafions fought to be as civil 
As poflible they could t° his grace the Devil, 
‘Yo give him no unneceflary trouble, 
Nor in fma!l matters ufe a friend fo noble, 
But with their conftant practice done their beit 
I” improve and Fropagate his intereft : 
For men have new made vice fo reat an art, 
The matter of fa&’s heedthe the flighteft part; 
«And the debauched’ft a@ions they can do, 
Mcre trifles to the circumftance and thew. 
Fortis net what they do that ’s now the fin, 
But what they lewdly’ affeét and glory in, 
As if prepoft’roully they would profets 
A forc'd hypocrify of wickedne!s, 
And affectation, that makes Good things bad, 
Muit make affeded thame accurs'd and mad; 
For vices for themfelves may find excufe, 
But never for their complement and fhews; 
That if there ever were a myftery 
Of moral fecular iniquity, 
And that the churches may not lofe their due 
By being encroach’d upon, ’tis now, and new + 
For men are now as fcrupulous and nice, 
And tender-confcienc’d of low paltry vice, 
Difdain as proudly to be thought to have 
To do in any mifchief but the brave, 
As the moft ferup’lous zealot of late times. 
‘T° appear in any but the horrid’ft crimes ; 
Have as precife and iri pundilios 
Xow to apprar, as then to make no thews, 
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And flcer the world by difagreeing force 
Of diff’rent cuftoms ’gainft her nat'ral courfe : 
So pow’rful’s ili example to encroach, 
And Nature, fpite of all her laws debauch, 
Ezample, that imperious dictator 
Of all that ’s good or bad to human nature, 
By which the world 's corrupted and reclai 
Hopes to be fav’d and ftedies to be damn’d3 
“Phat reconciles all contrarieties, 
Makes wifdem foolithucts, and fully wife, 
Tmpofes on divinity, and Ks 
Her teal alike on truths and counterfeits 5 
Alters all charadters of virtue” art 
And paffes one for ch’ other in disouife 5 
Makes all things, as it pleafks, underitood, 
"Che good receiv’d for bad, and bad for good 5 
"That Bily counterchanges wrong and right, 
ike white in fields of black, and black ia white 5 } 
f the laws of Nature hud been made 
Of purpofe only to be difobey'd 5 
Or man had loft bis mighty intercft, 
By having been diftinguidh’d from a bral; 
And hw! no other way but fin and vice, 
"Lo be reflor'd ayain to Paradife. 

How copious is our language Istely grown, 
To make blafpheming wit, and u jargon? 
And yet how expreffive and figuificant, 
Jn deme, 2¢ once to curle, and fwear, and rant? 
As if no way expref'd meu's fouls fo weil, 
As damming of them to the pis of hell 5 
Nor any afev'ration weie fo civil, 
As mortgaging falvation to the devil; 
Qr that his name did adda charming grace, 
and blafphemy a purity to cur phrate. 
For what can any lanyuage more curich, 
Than to pey fouls for vitating Speech 5 
‘When the Y 
But lick their werds out chat abuc’d his profe? 

What trivial punifaments did then protect 
‘To public cenfure a profound rcfpecl, 
When the mefl fhamef@ penance 
‘Vhat could b’ inflicled ou a Ca 
For infamous debaucl’ry, was no worfe 
‘Than but to be degriuded from his horse, 
And have his livery ci oats und 
Initead of cutting 4) urs off, tak’u away 
They held no torture then fo great as 
And that tu flay was les than to def: 
For joft fo much regard as men exprefs 
To th’ cenfure of the pub'ic, more or lefs, 
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eat'it tyrant in the world made thofe ; 





“Lhe fame wiil be return’d to thein again, 
In flame er reputation, te a prains 
And how perverfe foc er the world appears, 
”* Tis juft to all the bad it fees and he 
And for that virtue firives to be allow'd 
+ For all the injuries is dues the good, 
How filly were their fages heretofore, 
‘To fright their heroes with a fyren whior 
Make ‘em believe a water-witch, with cha:me, 
ould fink their men of war as culy’ as ftorms, 
Andturn their mariners, that heard them fing, 
Into land porpoifes, end cod, aud ling 5 
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‘To terrify thofe mighty champions, 
As we do children now with Bloodybon%s ; 
Until the fabtleft of their conjurers  ~ 
Scal’d yp the label to his fouls his ears, 
And ty'd his deafen’d {silors (while he paft 
vadful lady’s lodgings) to the matt, 
er venture drowning than to wreng 
"Vhe fea-pugs’ chafte ears with a hawdy fong : 
To b’ out of countenance, and, like an afs, 
Not pledge the lady Circe one beer laf’ 5. 
Unmanneily refufe her treat and wine, 
¥or fear of being turn’d into a fwine, 
When one of our heroic advent'rers no 
Would drink her down, and turn her 
So fimple were tole 
Could with an old wii ale inftree 
icach virtue more fantaftic ways an: 
‘Then curs wiil now endure t iyprove in vice, 
Made a duil fentence, and a moral fable, 
Do ¢ than all our holdirgsforth are able, 
A fore'd obfeure myth logy convince, 
yond our worft infictions upon fins : 
nan old pooverb, or an cad ef verfe, 
Ceuld more than all our penal laws coerce, 
Ani keep men bonefter than all ovr far 
OF jailors, judges, cotfables, and juries 5 
Who were converted then with an old faying, 
ter than all our preaching now, and praying. 
hat fops had thefe been, had they liv'd with us, 
bet reafon’s made ridiculeus, 
© pluinand f-ber things we fay, 
are put defide their play ? 
rown chove al! knowledge now, 
And what they re izner: nt of difdaia to kuow 5 
Engrofs truth (like Fanatics) underhand, 
Loldly judge before they underftand 5 
fame courfes equally advance 
itual and cainalignoranes. 
the fame degrees of cor fitence, 
guint all fenfe 5 
Tor as they outgrew ordinances then, 
So world they now morality agen, 
‘Vaonsh Drudgery ard Knowledge are of kin, 
eh: parent, Sin, 
ve been kuown to part, 
vays of Truth and art, 
f paflazes to fleer 
out pois or caret 
pisfer mere RHE 
cer ‘» own belief, 
So thofe that think and do but think they know, 
‘Are far more obftinate than thofe that do, 
And more averfe than if they "d ne'er been taught 
A wrong way, to a right ene to be brought; 
Take beldneds upen credit heforehand, 
And grow too pofitive to underftand ; 
Believe themfelves as knowing and as famous, 
As iftheir gifts had gorren a mandamus, 
A bill of tere to take up a degree, 
With all the learning to it; cultom-free, 
And look as big for what they bought at Court, 
As if they ‘ad done their exercifes ior’? 
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SATIRE 


UPON GAMING. 


I Whar fool would trouble Fortune more, 
‘When the has been too kind before ; 
Or tempt her to take back again 
‘What fhe had thrown away in vain, 
By idly vent’ring her good graces 
‘Lo be difpos’d of by ames-aces 5 
Ox fertling it in truft to ufes 

| Out of his pow’r, on trays and deufess 
‘To put it to the chance. and try, 

I’ th’ ballot of a box end dye, 

Whether his money be his own, 

And lofe it, if he be o'erthrown ; 

As if he were betray’d and fet 

By his own ftars to ev’ry cheat, 

Or wretchedly condemn'd by Fate 

‘To throw dice for his own eftate ; 

‘As mutineers, by fatal doom, 

Do for their lives upon a drum? 

‘For what lefs influence can produce 

So great a monfter as achoutfe, 

| Or any two-legg'd thing poffefs 

| With fuch a brutith fottifhnefs ? 

{ Untefs thofe tutelary ftars, 

Entrulted by aftrologers 

To have the charge of man, combtn'’d 

}'T'o-ufe him in the felf-fame kind; 

As thofe that help’d them to the traf, 

j Are wont to deal with others ju ft, 

| For to become fo fadiy dull 

And flupid, as to fine fur gull, 

{Not as, in citics, to b” excus’d, 

{But tv be judy’d fit to be us’d) 

PY hat whotoe’er can draw it in 

"Is fure inevitably ¢’ win, 

And, with a curs’d half-witted fate, 

"To grow more dully defperate, 

‘The more ’tis made a common prey, 

And cheated foppithly at play, 

Is their condition, Fate betrays 
To Folly firft, and then deftroys, 
For what but miracles can ferve 
So great a madnefs to preferve, 
As his, that ventures goods and chattels 
(Where there 's no quarter giv’n) ‘in battles, 
pAnd fights with moneybags as bold, 
s men wt fandbags cid of old; 


ts uy, and tencments, and flocks, 
in ery juggier’s box; 





And, like an aldermen of Gotham, 
Embarketh in fo vile a bottom ; 
Engages blind and fenfelefs hap 

*Gainft high, and low, and flur, and knap, 
(As Tartars with a man of ftraw 
Encounter lions hand to paw) 

With thofe that never venture more 
Than they’ ad fafely’ enfur'd before ; 
Who, when they knock the box, and fhake, 
Do, like the {ndian rattlefnake, 

Dut ftrive to ruin and deftroy 

Thofe that mittake it for fair play ; 
That have their fulhams at command, 
Brought up to do their feats at hand ; 
That underftand their calls and knocks, 
And how to place themfelves ? th’ box; 
Can tell the oddfes of all games, 

And when to anfwer to their names; 
And, when he conjures them t’ appeay, 
Like imps are ready ev'ry where ; 
When to play foul, and when run fair 
(Out of defign) upon the fquare, 

And let the greedy cully win, 

Only to draw him further in; 

While thole with which he aly plays 
Have no regard to what he fays. 
Although he jernie and blafpheme, 
When they mifcarry, heav’n and them, 
And damn his foul, and fwear, and curfe, 
And crucify his Saviour worfe 

‘Than thole Jew-troopers that threw out, 
When they were raflling for his cost ; 
Denounce revenge, as if they heard, 
And rightly underftood and fear'd, 

And wou'd take heed another time 
How to commit fo bold a crime ; 

When the poor bones are innocent 

Of all he did, or faid, or meant, 

And have as little finfe, almoft, 

As he that damns them when he ‘as loft ; 
As if he had rely’d upon 

‘heir judgment rather than his own; 
And that it were their fault, net his, 
‘That manag’d them himfelf amifs, 

And gave them if] inftruétians how 

Te run, as he wou'd have them do, 

And then condemns them fillily 

For having no more wit than he? 
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TO A BAD POET. 
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LTR E 


TO A BAD POET. 


1 
Grarar famous wit, whofe rich and eafy vein, 
Free and unus'd to drudgery and pain, 

Has all Apollo’s treafare at command, 

And how good verfe is coin'd dof underftand, 
In all Wit's combats mafter of defence, 

‘Tell me, how dott thou pafs on rhyme and Senfe? 
*Tis faid they’ apply to thee, and in thy verfe 
Do freely range themfelves as volunteers, 

And without pain, or pumping for a word, 

Place themfelves fitly of their own accord. 

1, whom a loud caprich (for fome great crime 

J have committed) has condemn’d to rhyme, 
With flavith obftinacy vex my brain 

“Fo reconcile "em, byt, alas! in vain. 

Sometimes I fet my wits upon the rack, 

And, when I would fay white, the verfe fays black. 
‘When 1 would draw a brave man to the fife, 

It names fome flave that pimps to his own wife, 
Or bafe poltroon, that would have fold his daughter 
Hf he had met with any to have bought her, 
When } would praife an author, the untoward 
Damn'd fenie, fays Virgil, but the rhyme— 

In fine, whate’er [-ftrive to bring about, 

‘The contrary (Spite of my heart) comes out, 
Somictimes, enrag’ ’d for time and pains mifpent, 

I give it over, tir'd, and difcontent, 

And, damning the dull fiend a thoufand times, 
Ry whom 1 was poffets'd, forfwear all rhymes; 
But having curs'd the Motes, they appear, 

‘To be reveng’d for ’t, c’er { am aware. 

Spite of myfelf, 1 ftrait take fire agen, 

Fall to my tafk with paper, ink, and pen, 

And breaking all the oaths I made, in vain 

From verfe to verfe expect their aid again. 

But if my Mufe or 1 were fo difcrect 

“t’ endure, for rhyme’s fake, one dull epithet, 

1 might, like others, eafily command 

Words without ftudy, ready and at hand 

In praifing Chloris, moons, and ftars, and fkies. 
aire quickly made to match her face and eyes s— 
wAnd gold and rubies, with as little care, 

‘To it the colour of her lips and hair ; 

And mixing funs,and flow’rs, and pearl, and ones, 
‘Make ’em ferve all complexions at once. 

‘With thefe fine fancies, at hap-hazard writ, 
Ycould make verfes without art or wit, 

And, fhifting forty times the verb and noun, 
‘With ftolen impertinence patch up mine own: 
But in the choice of words my {crup’lous wit 
Is féarful to pafs one that is unfit ; 

Nor can endure to fill up a void place, 

Ata line’s end, with one infipid phrofe ; 


And, therefore, when I feribble twenty times, 
When I have wristen four, I blot twa rhymes. 
May he be damn‘d who firft found out that carfe, 
‘'Y’ imprifon and confine his thoughts in verfe 5 
To hang fo dull a cog upon his wit, 

And make his reafon to his rhyme fubmit. 
Without this plague I freely might have fpent 
My happy days with leifure and content: 

Had nothing in the world to do or think, 

Like a fat prieft, but whore, and eat, and drink; 
Had paft my time as pleafantly away, 

Slept all the night. and loiter’d all the day. 

My foul, that’s free from care, and fear, and hope, 
Knows how to make her own ambition floop, 
‘I’ avoid uneafy greatnefs and refort, 

Or for prefermeut following the Court. 

How happy had I been if, for a curfe, 

‘The Fates had never fentenc’d me to verfe ? 
But ever fince this peremptory vein, 

With reftlefs frenzy, fir pofiels'’d my brain, 
And that the devil tempted me, in fpite 

Of my owa happinefs, to judge and write, 
Shut up againit my will, t wafte my age 

In mending this, and blotting out that page, 
And grow fo weary of the flavifh trade, 

l envy their condition that write bad. 

O happy Scudery ! whofe eafy quill 

Cun, once a month, a mighty volume fill; 

For chough thy works are written in defpite 
Of all good fenfe, impertinent, and flight, 
‘They never have been known to ftand in need 
Of ftationer to fell, or fot to read 5 

For fo the rhyme be at the verfe's end, 

No matter whither ail the reit does tend. 
Unhappy is that man who, {pite of ’s heart, 

Is fore’d to be ty’d up to rules of art. 

A fop chat feribbles docs it with delight, 
Takes no pains te confider what to writc, 

But, fond of all the nonfenfe he brings forth, 
Is ravifh’d with his own great wit and worth; 
While brave and noble writers vainly ftrive 
‘Yo fuch a height of glory to arrive; 

But {till with all they do unfatisfy'd: 

Ne’er pleafc themfeives,though all the world befid 
And thofe whom all mankind admire for wit, 
With for their own fakes they had never writ. 
Thou, then, that feett how iil 1 fpend my time, 
‘Leach me, for pity, how to make a rh: 

And if th’ inftredions chance to proven vain, 
‘Tcach—how ne’er to write again. aS ~ 
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Wao wou'd not rather get him gone 
Beyond th’ intolerableft zone, 

Or iteer his paffage through thofe feas 
‘That burn in flames, or thofe'that freeze, 
‘Than fee one nation go to {chool, 
And learn of another like a foo! ? 
‘To thudy all its tricks and fathions 
With epidemic affectations, 

And dare to wear no mode or drefs 
But what they in their wifdom pleafe ; 

As monkies are, by being taught 

To put on gloves and ftockings, caught ; 
Submit to all that they devife, 

As if it wore their liveries; 

Make ready’ and deefs the imagination, 

Not with the clothes, but with the fuflion ; 
And change it, to fulfil the curfe 

Of Adam’s fall, for new, though worfe ; 

‘Co make their breeches fall and rife 

From middle legs to middle thighs, 

‘The tropics between which the hofe 

Move ey as the fathion goes; 

Sometimes wear hats like pyramids, 

And fometimes flat, like Pipkins* lids; 

With broad brims, fometimes like umbrellas, 
sind fometimes narrow’ as Punchinellos ; 

In coldeft weather go unbrac’d, 
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$ 
wile, 
And fometimes ftraiter than a hide + 
Wear peruques, aud with falfe grey hairs 
Ditguife the crue ones, and their years ; 
“Thar, when they ’re modith with the young 
The old may feem fo in the throng ; 
And as foine pupils have been known, 

In time to put their tutors down, 

So ours are often found to ’ve got 

More tricks than ever they were taught : 
With fly intrigues and artifices 

Ufurp their poxes and their vices : 

With garnitures upon their fhoes, 

Make good their claim to gouty toes; 
By fudden ftarts, and fhrugs, aud groans, 
Pretend to aches in their bones, 

‘Te {cabs and bortches, and Jay trains 

‘To prove their running of their reins > 
And, left they fhou’d feem deftitute 

OF any mange that ’s in ‘repute, 

and be behind hand with the mode 
See to cryftallin and node ; 
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; he object cf this. fatite was that evtravagant and 
Hewous iinitadoa uf the Prench which prevaled uc 


And, that they ma not lofe their right, 
Make it appear how they came by 't: 
Difdain the country where th’ were born, 
As battards their own mothers fcorn, 

And that which brought them forth contenm, 
As it deferves for bearing them 7 

Admire whate’er they find abroad, 

But nothing here, though e’er fo good ; 
Be natives wherefoe’er they come, 

And only foreigners at home ; 

To which th’ appear fo far eftrang’d, 

As if they ’ad been i* th’ cradle chang'd, 
Or from beyond the feas convey’d 

By witches—not born here, but laid : 

Or by outlandith fathers were 

Begotten on thcir mothers here, 

And therefore jully flight that nation 
Where they 've fo mongrel a relation 5 
And feck out other climates, where 

They may degen’ rate lefs than here ‘ 

As woodcocks, when their plumes are grows, 
Borne on the wind’s wings and their own, 
Forfake the countries where they ’re hatch’d, 
And feck out others to be catch’d i 

So they more nat’rally may pleafe 

Aud humour their own geniutes, 

Apply to all things which they fee 

With their own fancies bet agree; 

No matter how ridiculous 

Tis all one, if it be in ufe 3 

For nothing can be bad or good, 

But as ‘tis in or out of mode ; 

And as the nations are that afe it, 

All ought to praQife or refufe it; 

‘T’ obferve their poftures, move and ftand, 
As they give ouc the word o’commaud ; 
‘To Icarn the duile# of their whims, 

And how to wear their very limbs ; 

‘Yo turn and manage ev'ry part, 

Like puppets, by their rules of art ; 


fcrectly, aét, and tread, 


Aud politicly thake the head, 
Ontil the ignorant (that guels 
Acall things by th? appearances) 
‘Yo fee how Art and Nature ftrive, 
Believe them real 
And that they ’re very men, not things 
‘That move by puppet-work and fprings; 
When truly ail their fates have been 

ais well perform’d by motion men, 

aad the wortt drolls of Punchinellos 
Were auuch th? ingenloufer fellows ; 
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For when they 're perfect in their leffon, TT’ adorn their Englifh with French feraps, 
'Th’ hypothelis grows out of feafon, And give their very language claps 
And, all their labour loft, they ’re fain To jernie rightly and renounce 

‘To learn anew, and begin again; I’ th’ pure and moit approv’d of toz.ca, 
To talk eternally and loud, And, while they idly think tenrich, 

And altogether in a crowd, Adulterate their native {peech : 

No matter what; for in the noife Fer though to fmatter ends of Greek 

No man minds what another fays: Or Latin be the retoric 

'T’ affume a confidence heyond OF pedants counted, and vainglorious, 
Mankind, for folid and profound. 7 To fatter French is meritoricus : 

And fill the lefs and lefs they know, And to forget their mother-tongue, 

The greater dofe of that allow : Or purpotely to fpeak it wrong, 

Decry all things; for to be wife A hopeful fign of parts and wit, 

Is not to know, but to defpife; And that they improve and benefit : 

And deep judicious confidence As thofe that have been taught amifs 

Has ftill the odds of wit and fenfe, In [jb’ral arts and f{ciences, 

And can pretend a title to Meft all they d learnt before in vain 

Far greater things than they can do: Forget quite, and begin again, 
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Tis pity wine, which Nature meant To gain accefs a private way 

‘To man in kindnefs to prefent, ‘To man’s beft fenfe, by its own key, 
And gave kim kindly to caress Which painful judgers ftrive in vain 
And cherith his frail happinefs, By any other coarfe t’ obtain ; 

Of equal virtuc to renew ‘To pull off all difguife, and view 

His weary’d mind and body too, "Things as they're natural and true; 
Shou'd (like the cyd¢v-tree in Eden, Difcover fools and knaves, allow'd 
Which only grew to be forbidden) For wife and honeft in the crowd ; 3 
‘No fooncr come to be enjoy'd, With innocent and virtuous fport 

But th’ owner’s fatally dettroy’d; Make short days long, and long nights fhort, 
And that which the for gond cefign’d, And mirth, the only antidote 

Becomes the ruin of mankind, Againft difeafes c’er they're got 

‘That for a little vain cxcefs To fave health harmlcis from th’ accefs 
Ruis out of all its happinefs, Both of the med’cine and difeafe ; 

And makes the friend of Truth and Love Or make it help itfelf, fecure 





Againft the defperat’ft fit, the cure. 
‘All thefe fublime prerogatives 





‘Their greateft adverfary prov 
T° abufe a blefling the bellow 





So truly effentially to his good, Of happinc{ to human lives, 

‘To countervail his penfive cares, He vainly throws away, and flights 
And ilavith drudgery of affairs ; For madncfs, noife, and bloody fights ; 
‘Yo teach him judgment, wit, and fenfc, When nothing can decide, but fwords 
And, more than all thefe, confidence ; And fots, the right or wrong of words, 
To pafs his times of recreation Like princes’ titles ; and he’s outed 

Jn choice and noble converfation, ‘The juftice of his caufe that’s routed. _ 
Catch truth and reafon unawares, No fooner has a charge been found@ 
As men do health in wholefome airs; With—Sor of a whorepand Daza'd coffounded, 
(While fools their converfants poflefs And the bold fignal giv’n, the Jie, 

As unawarcs with fottifhnefs) But inftantly the bottles fly, 
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, Where cups and glaffes:atefmall shot, 
And zapnon-ball a pewter-pot : 
{ ‘That bloots thar's hardly in the vein, 
' Ienow remanded back again; 
Though fprung from wine of the fame piece, 
And near akin, within degrees, 
Strives to commit affaffinations 
On itsown natural relations; 
And thefe twin-f{pirits, fo kind-hearted, 
‘That from their friends fo litely parted, 
No fooner feveral ways are gone, 
But by themfelves are fet upon, 
Surpris’d hike brother againd brother, 
And put to ch’ fword by one ancther : 
So much more fierce are civi 
Than thole between me 
And man himfelf, with wine poifef, 
More favage than the wildeft beali. 
For ferpents, when they meet to wate: 
Lay by their poifon and their nature 5 
And fiercett crearures, that repair, 
In thirly deferts, to their rare 
And diftant rivers’ baisks, to drink, 
In love and clofe alliance link, 
And, from their mixture of ftrange feeds, 
Produce new, never-heard-of breeds, 
‘To whom the fiercer unicorn 
Begins a large tealth with hi, horn; 
As cuckolds put their antidotes 
When they drink coffee, into th’ pots: 
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j While man, with raging drink inflam’d, 
Is far more favage and untam’d; 
Supplies his lofs of wit and fenfe 
With barb’roufiefs and infolence ; 
Believes himfelf, the lcfs he’s able, 
The more heroic and formidable ; 
Lays by his reafon in his bowis, 
‘ks are faid to do their fouls, 
il it has fo often heen 
Shut out of its lodging, and let ia, : 
it never can attain ‘ 
nd the right way back again; 
Drinks all his time away, and prunes 
‘The end of ’s life as viguerdns 
| Cut hort the bratiches of a vine, 
‘To make it bear more plenty o” wine 3 
And that which Nature did intend 
T’ enlarge his life perver:s t’ its end. 
So Noah, when he anchor'd fafe on 
The meuntain’s top, his lofty haven, 
And all the paffengers he bore 
; Were on the new world fet afhore, 
{ He madc it next his chief defign . 
‘To plant and propagate a vine, 
Which fince has overwhelm’d and drown'd 
Far greater numbers, on d:y ground, 
Of wretched menkind, one by one, 
“Vhan all the flood before had done, 
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Sure marriages were never fo well fitted, 
As when to matrimony’ men were committed, 
Like thieves by juftices, and to a wife 
Bound, like to good behaviour, during life : 
For then ‘twas but a civil contraét made 
i Between two partners that fet up a trade; 
And if both fail’d. there was no confcience 
i Nor faith invaded in the ftri&cft fenfe; 
No canon of the church, nor vow, was broke 
When men did free their gali’d necks from the 
: yoke 
\ But when they tir’d, like other horned heafts, 
i} Might have it taken off, and take their refts, 
H Without b’ing bound in Gury to thew caufe, 
« Orreckon with divine or human laws. 
For firge, what ulz of matrimony’ has been 
But to, ake gallantry a greater fin? 
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MARRIAGE 


| Asif there were no appetite nor guit, 
| Below adultery. in mosith luk; 

Or no debauchery were cxquifite, 

Until it has attain’d its perfect height. 

For men do now take wives to nobler ends, 
Not to hear children, but to bear ‘em friends, 
Whom nothing can oblige at fuch a rate 

As thcfe endearing offices of }ate. 

For men are now grown wife, and underfland 
How to improve their crimes, as well as land ; 
And if they’ve iffae, make the infants pay 
Down for their own begetting on the day, 
"The charges of the gofliping difburfe, 

And pay beforehand (e’er they are born) the nurfe; 
As he that got a moniter on a cow, ° 
Out of defign of fetting upa thew, 
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For why fhould not the brats for all account, 

As well as for the chrift’ning at the fount, 

‘When thofe that ftand for them lay down the rate 

Q’ th’ banquet and the prieft in fpoons and plate ? 
The ancient Romans made the ftate allow 

For getting all men’s children above two: 

‘Then marry’d men, to propagate the breed, 

Had great rewards for what they never did, 

‘Were privileg’d, and highly honour’d too, 

For owning what their friends were fain to do; 

For fo they’ad children, they regarded not 

By whom (good men) or how they were begot. 

‘To borrow wives (like money) or to lend, 

‘Was then the civil office of a friend, 

And he that made a feruple in the cafe 

‘Was held a miferable wretch and bafe ; 

For when they ’ad children by ’em, th’ honeft 

Return’d ‘em to their hufbands back agen. [men 

‘Then for th’ cncouragment and propagation 

OF fuch a great concernment to the nation, 

All people were fo full of complacence, 

And civil duty to the public fenfe, 

‘They had no name t’ exprefs a cuckold then, 

But that which fignify’d all marry’d men ; 

Nor was the thing accounted a difgracc, 

Unlefs among the dirty populace, 

And no man underftands on what account 

Lefs civil nations after hit upon ’t; 

For to be known a cuckold can be no 

Dithonour but to him that thinks it fo; 

For if he feel no chagrin or remorfe, 

His forehcad’s fhot free, and he’s ne’er the worfe : 

For horns (like horny cailoufes) are found 

‘To grow on fculls that have receiv’d a wound 

Are crackt, and broken ; not at all on thofe 

‘That are invulnerate and free from blows. 

‘What a brave time had cuckold-makers then, 

‘When they were held the worthieft of men, 

"The real fathers of the commonwealth, 

‘That planted colonies in Rome itfelf? 

‘When he that help’d his neighbours, and begot 

Mott Romans, was ths nobleft patriot ? 

For if a brave man, that preferv’d from death 

One citizen, was honour'’d with a wreath, 

‘He that more gallantly got three or four, 

In reafon mutt deferve a great deal more. 

Then if thofe glorious worthies of old Rome, 

‘That civiliz’d the world they'd overcome, 
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And taught it laws and learning, found this way 

The beft to fave their empire from decay - 

Why fhould not thefe that borrow all “che worth 

‘They have from them not take this l¢tfon forth, 

Get children, riends, and honvur too, and moncy 

By prudent managing of matrimony ? 

For if "tis honourable by all confeft, 

Adule’ry nsuit be worfhipful at leaft, 

And thefe times great, when private men are corfie 

Up to che height und politic of Rome. 

All by-biows were not only treeborn then, 

But, like John Litburn, free-begotten mien 3 

Had equal right and privilege with thefc 

“That claim by title right of the four teas : 

For being in marmage born, it matters not 

After what liturgy they were begot; 

And if there be a difference, they have 

‘Th’ advantage of the chance in proving brave, 

By b’ing engender’d with more life and force 

‘Yhan thofe begotten the dull way of courle, 
The Chinefe place all picty and zeal 

In ferving with their wives the commonweal ; 

Fix all their hopes of merit and falvation 

Upon their women’s fupererogation ; 

With folemn vows their wives and daughters bind 

Like Eve in Paradife, to all mankind ; 

And thofe that can produce the moft gullants, 

Are held the precioufeft of all the faints ; 

Wear rofaries about their necks, to con 

‘Their exercife of devotion on; 

‘That ferve them for certificates, to fhew 

With what vaft numbers they have had to do: 

Before they’re marry’d, make a confcience 

T’ omit no duty of incontinence; 

And the that hm been oft’neft profticuted, 

Is worthy of the greateft match reputed. 

But when the conq'ring Tartar went about 

To root this orthodox religion out, 

They ftood for confcience, and refolv'd to dic, 

Rather than change the ancient purity 

Of that religion which their anceftors 

And they had profper’d in fo many years; 

Vow’d to their gods to facrifice their lives, 


; And die their daughters martyrs and their wives 


Before they would commit Jo great 2 fin 
Againft the faith they had been bred up in. 
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| ‘Wry thou'd the world be fo averfe 
‘To plagiary privatecrs, 
‘That all nven’s fenfe and fancy feize, 
And make free prige of what they pleafe ? 
As if, becaufe they huff and fwell, 
| Like pilf’rers, full of what they fteal, 
‘Others might equal "raffume, 
To pay ’em with as hard a doom; 
To fhut them up, like beafts in pounds, 
For breaking i in to other's grounds; 
‘Mark ’em with characters and brands, 
Like other forgers of men’s hands, 
And in effigy hang and draw 
The poor delinquents by clublaw, 
‘When no indictment juttly lies, 
But where the theft will bear a price. 
For-though wit never can be learn’d, 
It may b’ aflum’d, and own’d, and earn'd, 
And, like our nobleft fruits, improv’d, 
By b’ing trandplanted and remov'd, 
And as it bears no certain rate, 
Nor pays one penny to the ftate, 
With which it turns no more t’ account 
Than virtue, faith, and merit’s wont, 
+ Is neither moveable, nor rent, 
Nor chattel, goods, nor tenement, 
Nor was it cver pafs'd b’ entail, 
Nor fettled upon the heirsmale ; 
Or if it were, like i!l-got land, 
Did never fall to a fecond hand; 
So ‘tis no more to be engrofs’d, 
Than funfhine or the air enclos'd, 
Or to propricty confin'd, 
‘Than th’ uncentroll’d and fcatter’d wind. 
For why fhould that which Natcre meant 
‘To owe its being to its vent, 
That has no value of its own, 
But as it is divulg'd and knoswn, 
Is perifhable and deftroy'd, 
‘As long as it ics uncejoy’d, 
Be {canted of that lib’ral ufc, 
Which all mankind is free to choofe, 
And idly hoarded where ’twas bred, 
Inftead of being difpers’d and fpread ? 
And the more lavifl and profufc, 
*Tis of the nobler general ufe; 
As riots, though fupply'd by ftealth, 
Arc wholefonie to the commonwealth, 
And men fpend freclicr what they win 
°Ths 4-what they’ve freely coming in. 
“The world’s as full of curious wit, 
$. Which ghoie that farther over writ, 


. 
As “tis of baftards, wHich the for 
And cuckold owns that ne“er begot; 
‘Yet pafs as well as if the one 
And th’ other by-blow were their oway 
For why fkould he that’s impotent 
‘To judge, and fancy, and invert, s 
For chat impediment be ftopr 
“To own, and challenge.and adopt, 
At leaft th’ expos'd and fatherlefs 
Poor orphans of the pen and prefs, - 
Whole parents are obfcure or dead, 
‘Or in far countries born and bred ? 
As none but kings have pow’r to raife 
A levy which the fubjed pays, 
And thongh they call that tax a Joan, 
Yet when ’tis gather’d, "tts their own 
So he that’s able to impofe 
A wit-cxcife on verfe or profe, 
And ftiil the abler authors are, 
Can make them pay the greater thare, 
Is prince of pocts of his time, 
And they his vailals that fpply him ; 
Can judge mare juftly’ of what he takes 
Than any of the beft he makes, 
And more impartially conceive 
What's fit to choofe, and what to jeave. 
For men reflec more ftri@ly’ upon 
‘The fenfe of others thap their own ; 
And wit, that’s made of wit and flight, 
Is richer than the plain downright : 
As fale that’s made of falt’s more fine 
Than when it firft came from the brine; 
And fpirits of a nobler nature 
Drawn from the dull ingredient matters 
Hencé mighty Virgil's faid of old, 
From dung to have extracted gold, 
(As many a lout and filly clown 
By his inftructiens fince has done) 
And grew more lofty by that means, 
‘Than by his livery-oats and beans, 
When from his carts and country farms 
He rofe a mighty man at arms, 
Te whom th’ Hervics ever fince 
Have fworn allegiance as their prince, 
And faithfully have in all times 
Obferv’d his cuftems.in thcir rhymes. 
*Twas counted learning once and wi; 
To void but what fome author writ, 
And what men underftoed by rote, 
By as implicit fenfe to quote : 
‘Then many 2 magifterial ¢ 
Was taught, like ‘finging Lirds, i’ th’ dark, 
st 














And underftood as much of thigs 
# As the able blackbird what it fings; 
* And yet was honour'd and renown'd 
» For grave, and folid, and profound, 
# Then why thou'd thofe who pick and choofe 
£, The bet of all the beft compofe, 
* And join it by Mofaic art, 
Jn graceful order, part to part, 
To make the whole in beauty fuit, 
Not merit as complete repute 
As thofe who with tefs art and pains 
| Can do it with their native braixs, 
* And make the homefpun bus’nefy fit 
4s freely with their mother wit, | 
Since what by Nature was deny'd * 
By art and induftry’s fupply’d, 
Both which are more our own, and brave 
‘Than all the alms that Nature gave ? 
For what w' acquire by pains and art 
I. only dye t’ our own defert ;. 
* ‘While all th’ endowments the conferg 
Are not fo much ‘our own as her's, 
That, like good fortune, unawares 
Fall not t’ our virtue, but our fhares, 
And all we can pretend to merit 
‘We dio not purchafe, but inherit, 
hys all the great’tt inventions, when 
. They firft were found out, were fo mean, 
‘That th’ authors of them are unknown, 
As little things they {corn’d to own; 
Unil by men of nobler thought 
‘Th' were to their full perfection brought. 
This proves that Wit docs but rough-hew, 
Leaves Art to-polith and review, 
And that a wit at fecond-hand 
Has greateft int'reft and command ; 
For to imprave, difpofe, and judge, 
} nobler than ¢\ invent and drudge, 
Tnvention’s humorous and nice 
And never at command applies; 
Difdlains ¢’ obey the proudett wit, 
Vales it chance to b’ in the fit; 
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(Like prophecy, that can prefage 

Succefles of the lateft age, 

Yet is not able to tell when 

It next thall prophefy agen) 

Makes all her fuitors courfe and wait, 

Like a proud minifter of ftate, 

And, when fhe’s ferious, in fome freak, 

Extravagant and vain, and weak, 

Attend her filly lazy pleature, 

Until fhe chance to be at leifures 

When ’tis more eafy to fteal wit, 

To clip and forge, and counterfeit, 

Js both the bus'nefs and detight, . 

Like hunting: {ports, of thofe that write; 

For thievery is but one fort, 

The learned fay, of hunting fport. 
Hence ’tis that fome, who Jet up fire 

As raw, and wretched, and unverft, 

And open’d with a ftock as poor 

As a healthy beggar with one fore; 

That never wrote in pr‘e or verfe, 

But pick’d, or cut it, like a purfe, 

And at the beft could but commit 

The petty larceny of wit, 

‘To whom to write was to purloin, 

And printing but to flamp falfe coin ;1 

Yer after long and Qlurdy’ endeavours 

Of being painful wit-reccivers, 

With gath'ring rags and {craps of wit, 

As paper’s made on which tis writ, 

Have gone forth authors, and acquir’d 

‘The right ~or wrong to be admir’d, 

And, arm’d with confidence, incurr’d 

The fool’s good luck, to be preferr’d, 

For asa banker can difpofe 

Of greater fums he only owes, 

‘Than he who honettly is known 

To deal in nothing but his own, 

80 whofoe’er can take up moft, 

May greateft fame and credit boaft, 
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IN TWO PARTS, 


Upon the ImperfeAion and Abufe of 


HUMAN LEARNING 


PART I 


+Ts is the nobleft 2& of human reafon 
'To free itfelf, from flavith prepoffeffiog, 
Affume the legal right to difengage 
From all it had contracted under age, 
And not its ingenuity and wit 
‘To all it was imba’d with firft fubmit ; 
"Vake true or falfe for better or for worfe, 
To have or t’ hold indifferently of courfe. 
For cuftom, though but ufher of the fchool 
‘Where Nature breeds the body and the foul, 
Ufarps a greater pow’r and intereft 
O’er man, the heir of reafon, than brute beaft, 
“That by two different inftingts is led, 
Born to the one, and to the other. bred, 
And trains him up with rudiments more falfe 
‘Than Nature does her ftupid animals; 
And that’s one reafon why more care’s beftow'd 
Upon the body than the foul’s allow’d, 
‘That is not found te underitand and know 
So fubtly as the body's found to grow. 
Though children, without ftudy pains or thought, 
Ace languages and vulgar notions taught, _ 
Improve their nat’ral talents without care, 
And apprehend before they are aware, 
‘Yet as all ftrangers never leave the tones 
They have been us’d of children to pronounce, 
Sa moft men’s reafon never can outgrow 
The difcipline it firft receiv’d to know, 
But renders words they firft began to con, 
‘The end of all that’s after to be known, 
And fets the help of education back, 
‘Worfe than, without it, man could ever lack; 
‘Who, therefore, finds the artificial’it fools 
Have not been chang’d i’ th’ cradle, but the {chools, 
Where error, pedantry, and affectation, 
Run them behind hand with their education, 
And all alike are taught poetic rage, ts 
While hardly one’s fit for it in an age. 
No fooner are the organs of the brain 
Quick to receive, ahd fedfaft to retain 
Beit knowledges, but all’s laid out upon 
Retrieving of the curfe of Babylon, 
To make confounded languages reftore 


A greater drudg’ry than it barr’d before + 


And therefore thofe imported from the Eaft 
Where fir they were incurr’d, are beld the belt, 
Although convey’d in worfe Arabian pothooks. - 
"Phangifted tradefmen fcratch in fermon notebook? 
are really but pains and labour loft, 

And not worth half the drudgery they coft, 
Unlefs, like rarities, as they've been brought 
From foreign climates, atid as dearly bought, 
When thofe who had no other but their owa, 
Have al! fucceeding eloquence undone ; : 

‘As mén that wink with one eye fee more true,” 
‘And take their aim much better than with two ¢ 
For the more languages a man can fpeak, 

His talent has but fprung the greater leak; 

And, for th’ induftry he has {pent upon’t, 

Muft full as much fome other way difcount. 

The Hebrew, Chaldee, and the Syriac, 

Do, like their letrers, fet men’s reafon back, : 
And turns their wits that ftrive to underftand it, 
(Like thofe that write the characters) left-handed: 
Yet he that is but able to exprefs * 
No fenfe at all in feveral languages, 2x8 
Will pafs for learneder than he that’s known 

To fpeak the ftrongeft reafon in his own. 

"Thefe are the modern arts of education, aot 
With all the learned of mankind in fathion 
But prattis'd only with the rod and whip, 
As riding-fchools inculcate horlemanthip 3 
Or Romith penitents let out their fine, 

To bear the penalties of others’ fins, 

When letters, at the firft, were meant for play, 

And only us'd to pafs the time away, 

When th’ ancient Greeksand Romans had no nam 

T’ exprefs a fchool and playhoufe but the fame, 

And in their languages, fo long agone, 

To ftudy or be idle was all one 5 

For nothing more preferves men in their wits 

‘Than giving of them leave to play by fits, 

In dreams to fport, and ramble with all fancies, 

And waking, litte lefs extravagances, - 

"To reft and recreation of tir’d thought, 

When ‘tis run down with care and overwrought, 

Of which whoever does not freely take 

His conftant share, is never broad awakes 
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And when he wants an equal competence 
‘Of both recruits, abates as much of fenfe. 

Nor is their education worfe defign’d 
"Than Nature (in her province) proves unkind : 
‘The greateft inclinations with the leaft 
Capacities are fatally poflett, 


: Condemn’d to drudge, and labour, and take pains, 


‘Without an equal competence of brains ; 

s While thofe the has indulg'd in foul and body, 
Are moft averfe to induftry and ftudy, 

And th’ adtiv’ft fancies thare as loofe alloys, 
For want of equal weight to counterpoife. 


* But when thofe great conveniencies meet, 


Of equal judgment, induftry, and wit, 


‘The one but ftrives the other to divert, 


‘While Fate and Cuftom in the feud take part, 
And fcholars by prepoft'rous overdoing, 

And under-judging, all their projeéts rnin ; 
Who, though the underftanding of mankind 


| ‘Within fo ftrait a compafs is confin’d, 





Difdain the limits Nature fets to bound 

‘The wit of man, and vamly rove beyond. 

‘The bravcft foldicrs feorn, until they’re got 
Clofe to the enemy, to make a fhot ; 

Yet great philofophers delight to ftretch 

‘Their talents moft at things beyond thcir reach, 
And proudly think ¢° unriddle ev'ry caufe 


“That Nature ufes, by their own by-laws; 


‘When 'tis not only’ impcrtinent, but rade 

‘Where fhe denies admiflion, to intrude ; 

And all their induftry is but to err, 

Uniefs they have free quarantine from her ; 

‘Whence ’tis the world the lef has underftood, 

By ftriving to know more than ’tis allow'd. 
For Adam, with the lofs of Paradife, 

Bought knowledge at too defperate a price, 

And ¢ver fince that miferable fate 

ALearning did never coft an eafier rate; 

For though the moft divine and fov’reign good 

‘That Nature has upon mankind beftow'd, 

Yet it has prov’d a greater hinderance 

‘To th’ intereft of truth than ignorance, 

And therefore never bore fo high a value 

4 hen ‘twas low, contemptibic, and hallow ; 

Fs academies, {chools, and cpleges, 

Badow'd fog it’s improvemen: and increafe ; 

‘With pomp and thew was introduc’d with maces, 

More than a Roman magiftrate had fafces ; 

Empower'd wih ftatute, privilege and mandate, 

T’ affume an art, and after underftand it ; 

Like bills of ftore for taking a degree, 


With all the iearning to it cuitom-free; 
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And own profeffions which they never took 

So much delight in as to read one book : 

Like princes, had prerogative to give 

Convicted malefactorsa reprieve ; 

And having but a little paltry wit 

More than the world, reduced and govern’d it, 

But fcorn’d as foon as ‘twas but underftcod, 

As better is a fpiteful foe to good 

And now has nothing left for its fupport 

But what the darkeft times provided for ‘ts 
Man has a natural defire to know, : 

But th’ one bait is for int’reft, th’ other thew : 

As feciv’ners take more pains to learn the flight 

Of making knots than all the hands they write ¢ 

So all his ftudy is not to extend 

‘The bounds of knowledge, but fome vainer end ; 

‘'T’ appear and pafs for learned, though his claim 

Will hardiy reach beyond the empty name + 

For moft of thofe that drudge and labour hard, 

Furnith their underftandings by the yard, 

As a French library by the whole is, 

So much an ell for quartos and tor folios 

Yo which they are but indexes themteives, 

And underftand no further than the fhelves; 

But {matter with their titles and editions, 

And place them in their Claffical partitions; 

When all a ftudent knows of what he reads 

Is noz in’s own, but under general heads 

Of common-places, not in his own pow’r, 

But, like a Dutchman’s money, i’ th’ caatore; 

Where ali he can make of it, at the beft, 

Is hardly three per cent, for intereft ; 

And whether he will ever get it out 

Into his own poffeffion is a doubt : 

Affedts all books of paft and modern ages, 

But reads no further than the title-pages, 

Qnly to con the authors’ names by rote, 

Or, at the beft, thofe of the books they quote 

Enough to challenge intimate acquaintance 

With all the learned Moderns and the Ancients, 

As Roman noblerea were wont to grect, 

And compliment the rabble in the ftreet, 

Had nomenclators in their trains, to clair. 

Acquaintance with the meaneft by his name, 

And by fo mean contemptible a bribe 

Trapann'd the fuffrages of ev'ry tribe ; 

So learned men, by authors’ numes unknown, 

Have gain’d no {mall improvement to their own, 

And he’s efteem’d the learned’ft of all others 

That has the large catalogue of anthers, 


UPON THE ABUSE OF HUMAN LEARNING. 


6s 





FRAGMENT S* 


OF AN INTENDED 


SECON 


DPART 


OF THE FOREGOING 


s A T 


Men’s talents grow more bold and confident, 
The further they’re beyond their juft extent ; 
As fmatt’rers prove more arrogant and pert, 
The lefs they truly urtderftand an art; 

And, where they’ve leaft capacity to doubt, 
Are wont t’ appear moft perempt’ry and ftout 5 
While thofe that know the mathematic lines 
Where Nature all the wit of man confines 
And when it kceps within its bounds, and where 
3t aéts beyond the limits of its fphere, 

Enjoy an abfoluter free command 

O’er all they have a right to underftand, 
"Than thofe that falfely venture to encroach 
"Where Nature has deny’d them all approach ; 
And ftill the more they ftrive to underftand, 
Like great eftates, run furtheft behindhand ; 
‘Will undertake the univerfe to fathom, 

From infinite down to a fingle atom 5 
‘Without a geometric inftrument, 

‘To take their own capacity’s extent ; 

Can tell as eafy how the world was made, 

As if they had been brought up to the trade, 
And whether Chance, Neceflity, or Matter, 
Contriv'd the whole eftablifhment of Nature; 
‘When 111 their wits to underftand the world 
Can never tell why a pig’s tail is curl’d, 
- Or give a rational account why fihh, 

‘That always ufe to drink, do never pis, 


Wuar mad fanataftic gambols have been play’d 
By th’ ancient Greek forefathers of the trade, 
‘That were not much inferior to the freaks 

‘Of all our lunatic fanatic fects ? 

The firft and heft philofopher of Athens 

‘Was crak'd,and ran ftark-flaring mad with patiente, 
And had no other way to thew his wit 

Bnut when his wife was in her {colding Gt ; 

‘Was after in the Pagan inquifision, 

And fuffer’d martyrdom for no religion. 


* Thee Fracments were fairly wrote out, and feveral 
times, with fome litte variations, tranferibed by Butier, 
but rever counected, or reduged int any Tegular corny 
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Next him, his {cholat ftriving to expel. 

All poets his poeticcommonw ea, 

Exil’d himfelf, and all his followers, 

Notorious poets, only bating verfe. 

‘The Stagyrite, unable to expound 

The Euripus, leapt into ’t, and was drown’d 4 

So he that put his eyes out, to confider 

And contemplate on nat’ral things the fteadier, 
Did but himfelf for idiot convince, 

‘Though rev’renc’d by the learned ever fince. 
Empedocles, to be efteem’d a god, 

Leapt into Etna, with his fandals fhod, 

‘That b’ing blown out, difcover’d what an afe 
The great philofopher and juggler was, 

‘That to his own new deity facrific’d, 

And was himfelf the victim and the prieft, 

The Cynic coin’d falfe money, and for fear 

OF being hang’d for ’t, turn’d philofopher 5 

Yet with his lantern went, by day, to find 

One honeft man i’ th’ heap of all mankind; 

An idle freak he needed not have done 

If he had known himlelf to be but one, 

With fwarms of maggots of the felf-fame rate, 
The leamed of all ages celebrate . < 
‘Things that are properer for Knightfbridge collegey * 
Than th’ authors and originals of knowledge; ” 
More fottifh than the two fanatics, trying 

‘To mend the word by laughing, or by crying; 
Or he that laugh’d until he choak’d his whiftle, 
To rally on an afs that eat a thiftle; 

‘That th’ antique fage, that was gallant t’ goof 
A fitter miftrefs could not pick and choofe, 
Whole tempers, inclinations, fenfe, and wit, 

Like two indentures, did agree fo fit. 


Tue ancient fceptics conftaatly deny’d ae 

What they maintain’d, and thought they juftify’d 3 - 

For when th’ affirm’d that nothing’s to be known, 

They did but what they faid before difown ; 

sind like Polemics of the Poft, pronounce 

The fame thing to be truce and falfe at once. : 
Thefe follies had fuch influence on the rabble, 

Asto engage them in perpetual fqaabble 5 pia 
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* «Divided Rome and Athens into clans 
Of ignorant mechanic partifans ; 
> "That, to maintain their own hypothefes, 
« Broke one another's blockheads, and the peace ; 
‘Were often fet by officers i’ th’ flocks 
For quarrelling about a paradox ; 
< When pudding-wives were lanch’d in cockquean 
- For falling foul on oyfterwomen’s {chools, (itools, 
No herb-woman fold cabbages or onions, 
But to their goffips of their own opinions, 
\ & Peripatetic cobler fcorn’d to foal 
, A pair of fhoes of any others fchool ; 
: And porters of the judgment of the Stoics, 
To go anerrand of the Cyrenaics; 7 
+ That us'dt? encounter in athletic lifts, 
“With beard to beard, and tecth and nails to fitts, 
Like modern kicks and cuffs among the youth 
, Of academics, to maintain the truth. 
* But in the boldeft feats of arms the Stoic 
AndEpicureans were the moft heroic, 
- That ftcutly ventur'd breaking of their necks, 
'Yo vindicate the int’refts of their fects, 
And ftill behav’d themfe}ves as refolute 
¥n waging cuffs and bruifes as difpute, 
Until with wounds and bruifes which th’ had got, 
“Some hundreds were kill’d dead upon the {pot ; 
* When all their quarrels, rightly underftood, 
‘Were but to prove difputes the fov’reign good, 


Distinctions, that had been at firft defign'’d 
‘To regulate the errors of the mind, 

By b'ing too nicely overftrain’d and vext, 

Have made the coniment harder than the text, 
And do not now, like carving, hit the joint, 

But break the bones in pieces of a point, 

And with impertinent evafions force 

‘The clareft reafon from its native courfe— 
"Phat argue things f” uncertain, ’tis no matter 
Whethet they are, or never were in nature; 
And venture to demonftrate, when they’ve furr’d, 
«find palm’d a fallacy upon a word. 
Por difputants (as fwordfmen ufe to fence ; 
Hwith bluntd foils) engage with blunted fenfe; 
2 And as they're wont,to falfify a blew, 
“Ue nothing clfe to pafs upon the foe, 

Or, if they venture further to attack, 

Like bowlers, ftrive to beat away the jack ; 

And, when they find themfelves too hardly preft on, 
Prevaricate, and change the fate o’ th’ queft'on, 
"Phe nobleft feience of defence and art 

In pra@ice now with all that controvert, 

And th) only mode of prizes from Bear-garden 
Down to the fchools, in giving blows or warding. 


As old knights-errant in their harnefs fought 
As fafe as in a caflle or redoube 
Gave on: another defperate attacks, 
‘To ftorm the counterfcapes upon their backs; 
So difputants advance, and poft their arms, 
‘To florm the works of one another’s terms; 
Fall foul on fome extravagant expreffion, 

ut ne’er avtempt the main defign and reafon— 
¥ 80 fome polemics ule to draw their fwords 
 Againg the language only and the words; 
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As he who fought at barriet's with Salmafis, 
Engag’d with nothing but his flyle and phrafes, 
Wav'd to affert the murder of a prince, 

The author of falfe Latin to convince ; 

But laid the merits of the caufe afide, 

By thofe that underftood them to be try’d; 
And counted breaking Prifcian’s head a thing 
More capital than to behead a king, 

For which he ’as been admir’d by all the learn’d 
Of knaves concern’d, and pedants unconcern’d, 


Jepomenr is but a curions pair of feales, 

‘Thar turns with the hundredth part of true or falfe, 
And ftill the more ’tis us’d is wont t’ abate 

The fubtlety and nicenefs of its weight, 

Until ‘tis fale, and will not rife, nor fall, 

Like thofe that are lefs artificial ; 

And therefore ftudents, in their ways of judging, 
Are fain to fwallow many a fenfelels gudgeon, 
And by their over underftanding lofe 

tts a@tive faculty with too much ufe; 

For rcafon, when too curioully ‘tis fpun, 

Is but the next of all remov'd from none— 

It is Opinion governs al} mankind, 

As wilely as the blind that leads the blind + 
For as.thofe furnames are efteem’d the beft 
That fignify in all things elfe the Ieaft, 

So nren pals faireft in the world’s opinion 
That have the leaft of truth and reafon in "em, 
‘Truth would undo the world, if it poffeft 
‘The meaneft of its right and intereft ; 

ts but a tit'lar princefs, whofe authority 

's always under age, andin minority ; 

Has all things done and carry'd in its name, 
But moft of all where it can lay no claim ; 
As far from gaicty and comp!aifance, 

As greatnefs, infolence, and ignorance ; 
And therefore has furrend’red her dominion 
O’er all mankind to barbarous Opinion, 
Thar in her right ufurps the tyrannies 

<And arbitrary government of lies— 

As fo tricks on the rope but thofe that break, 
Or come moft near to breaking of a neck, 
Are worth the fight, fo nothing goes for wit 
But nonefenfe, cr the next of all ta it: 

For nonfenfe being neither falfe nor true, 

A little wit to any thing may fcrew ; 

And, when it hasa while been us'd, of courfe 
Will ftand as well in virtue, pow’r and force, 
And pafs for fenfe t’ all purpofes as good : 
Asif ithad at firft been underftocd : 

For nonfenfe has tie amplef privileges, 

And more than all ure itrongelt fenfe obliges, 
“Phat furnifhes the fchocls with terms of art, 
The myftcrievof icience to impart 5 

Supplies all feminaries with recruits _ 

Of endlefs controverfies and difpotes ; 

For learned nunfunfe has a deeper found 
‘Than caly fenfe, and goes for more profound, 





Fox all our learned authors now compile 

At charge of nothing but the words and flyle,. 
And the mofi curious critics or the learned 
Believe themécives in nothing elfe concerned; 
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} Like fpuages, are both plants and animals, 


7 for as it ia the garniture and drefs 
*, That all things wear in books and languages, 
(And all men’s qualities are wont t” appear 
According to the habits that they wear) 
*Tis probable to be the trueft teft 
Of all-the ingenuizs 0” th’ reft. 
‘The lives of trees lie only in the barks, 


7 And in their ftyles the wit of greatelt clerks; 


Hence ’twas the ancient Roman politicians 
‘Went to the {chools of forcign rhetoricians, 
‘To learn the art of patrons, in defence 
Of int’reft and their clients’ eloquence ; 
When confuls, cenfors, fenators and prxtors, 
With great di@ators, us’d 1 apply to rhetors, 
‘To hear the greater magiftrate 0” th’ {chool 
Give fentence in his haughty chair-curule, 
And thofe who mighty rations overcame, 
‘Were fain to fay their leffons, and declame, 
Words are but pictures, true or falie defign’d, 
To draw the lines and features of‘the mind ; 
The characters and artificial draughts, 
‘'T’ exprefs the inward images of thoughts; 
Anil artifts fay a pi@ure may be good, 
Although the moral be not underttood 
Whence fome infer they may admire a ftyle, 
Though all the reft be c’er fo mean and vile ; 
Applaud th’ ourfides of words, but never mind 
With what fantaftic tawdry they are fin’d. 
So orators, enchanted with the twang 
Of their own trillos, take delight ¢? harungue 5 
Whofe fcience, like a jugglcr’s box and halis, 
Conveys and counterchanges true and falfe; 
Cajts mifts before an audience’s eyes, 
To pafs the one fur th’ other in difguife ; 
And, like a morrice dancer drefs’d with bells, 
Only to ferve for noife and nothing clic, 
Such as.a carrier makes his cattle wear, 
And hangs for pendents in 4 horfe’s ear 5 
For if the language will but bear the teil, 
No matter what becomes of all the ref; 
The ableft orator, to fave x word, 
‘Would ths-.w all fenfe and veafon overboards 
Fence "tis that nothing elfe hut eloquence - 
Is ty’d to fuch a predigal cxpence ; 
‘That lays out half the wit and fenfe it ufes 
Upon the other half's as vain excules; 
For all defences and apologics 
Are bu: fpecifics t? other frauds and lic; 
And th’ artficial wath of eloquence 
Ts daub'd in vain upon the cleareit Lenfe, 
Ouly to fain the native ingenuity 
Of equal brevity and perlpicuity, 
Whiift all the beft and fob’reft things he dues, 
Are when he coughs, or fpits, or blows his nofe; 
Handles no point fo evident and clear 
(Betides his white gloves) as hiy handkercher, 
Unfotus the niceft fcruple fo diftinet, 
Asif bis talent had been wraps up in 't 
Untisriftily, and now he went about 
Hence forward to izaprove and put it out. 








Tue pedantsarc a mongrel breed, that fojourn 
Aning the ancient writers and the modern; 
And while their Rudics aresbetween the one 


ser And th’ other fperit, have nothing of their own 
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And cqually to both their naturcs falfe : 
For whether tis their want of converfation 
Inclines them to all forts of affectation, 
Their (cdentary life and melancholy, 
‘The everlafting nurfery of folly ; 
Their poring upon black and white too fubtly 
Has turn’d the infides of their brains to motley 5 
Or fquand’ring of their wits and time upon 
‘Yoo many things, has made them fit for none; 
Their conftant overftraining of the mind ~ 
Diftorts the brain, as horfes break their wind, 
Or rude confufions of the things they read. 
Get up, like roxious vapours, in the head, 
Until they have their conftant wanes, and fulls, 
And changes, in the infides of their fkulls 5 
Or venturing beyond the reach of wit 
Has render’d them for all things clfe unfit 
But never bring the world and bioks together, 
And therefore never rightly judge of either; ~ 
Whence multitudes of reverend men and critics 
Have got a kind of intelle@ual rickets, 
And by th’ immodetate excefs of ftudy 
Have founi! the fickly head t* outgrow the body, 

For pedantry is but a corn or wart, 
Bred in the fkin of judgment, fenfe, and art, 
A ftupify’d exerefcence, like a wen, 
d by the pecaat lumours of Jearn’d men, , 
That never grows from natural defects » 
Of downright and untutor’d intellects 
Bu: from the uver-curious and vain 
Diftempers of an artificial brain ~ 

so he that ance ftood for the Jearned’ft man, 
Had read out Jittle Britain and Deck Lane, 
Worn out his reafon, and reduc’d his body 
Anu brain to nething with perpetual tudy 5 
Kept tutors of all forts, and virtuofis, 
‘Yo read all authors :o him with their gloffes, 
Aud made his lacques, when he walk’d, bear folios 
Of di@ionaries, lexicons, and fcholias, 
To be read to him every way the wind, 
Should chance to fic Pefore him or behind; 
Had read out all th’ imaginary duels 
‘That had been fought by confonants and vowels 3, 
Had crackt hi. Skul, to find out proper places 
‘Yo lay up afl memoirs of things in cafes; _ 
Aud pradtis’d all the tricks upon the charts, 
To play with packs of fciencesand arts, 
That ferve’ improve a feeble yamefter’s ftudyy 
‘That ventures ac grammatic beaft or noddy 5 
Had read out all the catalogues of wares, 
That come in dry fats o’er from Francfort fairs. 
Whofe authors ufe t’ articulate their furrfames 
With {craps of Greck more learned than the Ger- 

mans 5 - 
Was wont to fcatter books in ev’ry room, 
Where they might beft be feen by all that come, _ 
And lay a train that nat’rally fhould force 
What he defign’d, as if it fel! of courfe ; 
And all this with a worfe fuccefs than Cardan, 
Who bought both books and learning at a bargain; 
When lighting on a philofophic.{pell, 
Of which be never knew one fyllable, 
Prefto, begone, h’ unriddied all he read, _ 
As if he had to nothing elfe been bred. 
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HYPOCRITICAL NONCONFORMIST. 


A PINDARIC ODE 


% 
"Taene % nothing fo abfurd, or vain, 
Or barharous, or inhumane, 
But if it lay the Jeaft pretence 
‘To piety and godlintefs, 
Or tender-hearted confcience, 
And zeal for gofpel-truths profels, 
Does facred inftantly commence, 
And all that dare but queftion it, are ftrait 
Pronounc’d th’ uncircemeis’d and reprobate 5 
As malefaétors, that efcape and fiy 
Into a fandtuary for defence, 
Mutt not be brought to juftice thence, 
Although their crimes be ne'er fo great and high, 
And he shat dares prefume to do ’t, 
Ys fentenc’d and delivered up 
“Yo Satan, that engag’d him to’t, 
For vent'ring wickedly to put a ftop 
To his immunities aud free affairs, 
Or meddle fancily with theirs 
‘That ate employ’d by him, while he and they 
Proceed in a religiots and a holy way. 


th 
And as the Pagans heretofGre 
Did their own handyworks adore, 
And made their ftone and timber deities, 
‘Fheir temples and their altars, of one piece, 
“Che fame outgoings feem ¢’ infpire 
Our modern felfwill’d Edifier, 
“That out of things as far from fenfe, and more, 
Contrives new light and revelation, 
"The creatures of th’ imagination, 
‘to worluip and fall down before, 
Of which his crack’d dehufions draw 
As monitreus images and rude, 
wis ever Pagan, to believe in, hew’d, 
Or madman in a viflor Law 5 








Yor (pritual gifts ead offerings 

Which Ieav'n, ta prefent bim. brings; 

And fill the further ‘tis from fertfe, 

Relieves it is the more refin'd, 

reverence. 
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But aa all tricks whofe princirles 
Are falfe, prove falfe in all things elfe, 
‘The dull and heavy hypccrite 
Is but in penfion with his confcience, 
‘That pays him for maintaining it 
With zealous rage and impudence, 
And as the one grews obftinate, 
So doves the other rich and fat ; 
Difpofes of his gifts and difpenfations 
Like {piritual foundations, 
Eudow’d to pious ufes, and defign’d 
To entertain the weak, the lame, and blind; 
But full diverts them to as bad, or worle, ” 
Than others are by unjuft governors ; 
For ‘ike our modern publicans 
He fill puts out all dues 
He owes to Heav’n to the dev'l to ufe, 
And makes bis godly intereft great gains 
‘fakes all the Brethren (to recruit 
‘The fpirit in him) contribute, 
And, to repair and edify his {pent 
And broken winded outward man, prefent 
For psinful Loldingforth againgt the Sovernmenty 

- iy. 2 

The fubthe {pider never {pins 
But on dark days his flimy gins; 
Nor does our engineer much éare to plant 
His fpiritual machines, 
Unlels among the weak and ignorant, 
‘Th’ incenfant, credulous, and light, 
‘The vain, the fa@ious, and the flight, 
‘That in their zeal are mo extravagant ; 
Vor trouts are tickled belt in muddy water 5 
And fill the muddier he finds their brains, 
‘The more he’s fought and follow’d after, 
And greater mimitrations gains ; 
Yor talking idly is admir’d, 
And J uonfenie held infpir’d ; 
And {tif the flatter and more dull ‘ 
Wis gifts appear, is hod moze pow’rfals 
For blocks ere berter cleft wi 
han tocts of therp ar 
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And dulleft nopfenfe has been found, 
j By {ome to fe the folid’ft and the moft profound. 


v. 
A great Apoftle once was faid 
‘With too mach learning to be mad 5 
But our great faint becomes diftract, 
Ahd only with too little crackt ; 
Cries moral truths and human learning down, 
And will eadure no reafon but his own 
For tis a drudgery and tafk 
‘Not for a Saint, but Pagan oracle, 
‘Yo anfwer all men tan objcét or aff; 
But to be found impregnable, 
And with a fturdy forehead to hold out, 
In fpite of fhame or reafon refolute, 
Is braver than to argue and confute : 
As he that can draw blood, they fay, 
From witches, takes their magic pow’r away, 
So he that draws blood int’ a Brother’s face, 
Takes all his gifts away, and light, and grace : 
For while he holds that nothing is fo damn’d 
And thamcful as to be afham’d, 
He never can be attack’d, 
But will come off; for Confidence, wel! back’d, 
Among the weak and prepoffeifd, 
Hasoften Truth with all her kingly pow’s opprefs'd. 
vi. 
It is the nature of late zeal, 
"Twill not be fubject, nor rebel, 
: Nor eft at large, nor be reftrain'd, 
But where there ’s fomething to be gain’d; 
And that by b’ing once reveal'd, defies 
‘The law, with all its penalties, 
And is convine’d no pale 
Q’ th’ church can be fo facred as a jail: 
For as the Indians’ prifons are their mines, 
8o he has found are all reftraints 
To thriving and free-confcienc’d Saints ; 
For the fame thing enriches that confines ; 
And like to Lully, when he was in beld, 
He turns his bafer metals into gold; - 
Receives returning and retiring fees 
For holding forth, and holding of his peace, 
, And takes a pefifion to be advocate 
And ftanding counfel ’gainft the church and ftate 
‘For gall’d and tender confciences; 
Commits himfelf to prifon to trepan, 
Draw in, and fpirit all he can; 
For birds in cages have a cali 
To draw the wildeft into nets, 
More prevalent and natural 
Than all our artificial pipes and counterfeits. 
Vil. 
His flipp’ry confcience has more tricks 
‘Than all the juggling empirics, 
And ev’ry one unother contradi&s ; 
All laws of heav’n and carth can break, 
And fwallow oaths, and blood, and rapine ealy, 
And yet is fo infirm and weak, 
*Pwillnot endure the gentleft check, 
Put at the flighteft nictty grows queafy 5. 
Difgains control, and yct can be 
Nowhere, but in a prifon, free 5 
Cen force itfelf, in ipite of Gad, 


~ 
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, Who makes it free as thought at home, 

* A flave and villain to become, 

| To ferve its interefts abroad ; 

And though no Pharifee was e’er fo cunning 

At tithing mint and cummin, 

No dull idolater was e’er fo flat 

In things of deep and folid weight ; 

Pretends to charity and holinefs, 

But is implacable to peace, 

And out of tendernefs grows obftinate. 

And though the zeal of God’s houfe ate a prince 

And prophet up (he fays) long fince, 

His crofs-grain’d peremptory zeal 

Would eat upGed’s houfe, and devour it at a meal, 
viii, 

He does not pray, bat profecute, 

As if he went te Jaw, his fuite ; 

Summons his Maker to appear 

And anfwer what he hall prefer ; 

Returns him back his gift of pray’r, 

Not to petition, but declare ; 

Exhibits crofs complaints 

Againft him for the breach of Covenants, ‘ 

And all the chartess of the Saints ; 

Pleads guilty to the aétion, and yet ftands 

Upon high terms and bold demands ; 

Excepts againft him and his laws, 

And will be judge himfelf in his own caufe ; 

And grows more faucy and fevere 

Than th’ Heath’n emp’ror was to Jupiter, 

‘That us'd to wrangle with him and difpute, 

And fometimes would fpeak foftly in his car, 

And fometimes loud, and rant, and tear, 

Andthreaten, if he did not grant his fuit, 


































7x. 
But when his painful gifts h’ employs 
In holding forth, the virtue lics 
Not in the letter of the fenfe, 
But in che fpirieual vehemence, 
‘The pow’r and difpenfation of the voice, 
The zealous pangs and agonies, 
And heav’aly turnings rf the eyes; 
‘The groans with which he pioufly deftroys, 
And drowns the nonfenfe in the noife ; 
And grows fo loud, asif he meant to force 
And take in heav’n by violence; 
To fright the Saints into falvatien, 
Or fcare the dev’l from temptation 5 
Until he falls fo low and hoarie, 
No kind of carnal fenfe 
Can be made out of what he means: 
But as the ancient Pagans were precife 
To ufe no fhortetail’d beaft in facrifice, 
He ftill conforms to them, and has a care 
T’ allow the largeit meafure to his paltry ware.” 
x 
‘The ancient churches, anu the beft, 
By their own martyrs’ bleod increaft 5 
But he has found out a new way, 
“Fo do it with the blood of thofe 
‘That dare his church’s growth oppefe, 
Or her impericus canons difobey, 
And ftrives to catry on the Work, 
Like a tres primitive refcageing ‘Turk, 


= 
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With holy rage, and edifying war, 

More fafe and pow'rful ways by fat, 

For the Turk’s patriarch, Mahomet, 

Was the firft great Reformer,.and the chief 

Of th’ ancient Chriftian belief, 

That mix’d it with new light, and cheat, 

‘With revelations, dreams. and vifions, 

And apoftolic fuperftitions, 

‘To be held forth and carry’d on by war; 

And his fucceffor was a Prefbyter, 

With greater right than Haly or Abubeker. 
xn 

For as a Turk that is to a fome crime 

aAgaintt his Prophet's holy law 

Js wont to bid his foul withdraw, 

And leave his body for a time ; 

So when fome horrid ation ’s to be done, 

Our Turkith profelyte puts on 

Another fpirit, and lays by his own; 

And when his overheated brain 

‘Turns giddy, like his brother Muffulman, 

He ’s judg'd infpir’d, and alll his frenzies held 

'To be prophetic, and reveal'd. 

‘The one believes all madmen to be faints, 

‘Which th’ other cries him down tor and abhors, 

And yet in madnefs all devotion plants, 

And where he differs moft concurs; 

Both equally exad& and juft 

Yh perjury ond breach of truft ; 
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So like in all things, that one Brother 

Ts but a counterpart of th’ other; 

And both unanimoufly damn 

And hate (like two that play one game) 

Each other for it, while they ftrive to do the fames: 
xi. * 

Both equaliy defign to raife 

‘Their churches by the felf-fame ways; a 

With war and ruin to affert 

Their dodtrine, aid with fword and fire convert ¢ 

To preach the gofpel with a drum, san 

And for convincing overcame : j 

And though in worhhipping of Godall blood | 

‘Was by his own laws difallow’d, 

Both hold no holy rites to be fo gooil, 

Aud both to propagate the breed 

Of their own Saints one way proceed; 

For luft end rapes in war repair as faft 

As fury ard deftruction waite : 

Roth equally allow all crimes 

As lawful means to prepugate a fe& ; 

For laws in war can be of no cffeed, 

And liceufe doe. more good in gofpel times. 

Hence "tis that holy wars have ever been 

The horrid’ft feencs of blood and fin ; 

For when Religion docs recede 

from her own nature, nothing but a breed 

Of prodigies and hideous moniters can facceed. 
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i= A PINDARIC ODE. 


Ba 


Ts well that equal Heav’n has plac’d . 
Thofe joys above that to reward 

The juft and virtuous are prepar’d, 

Beyoud their reach, until their pains are patt; 
Elfe men would rather venture to poffels 7 
By force, than earn their happinels; 

‘And only take the dev'l's advice, 

As Adam did, how fooncft to be wife, 
‘Though at th’ expence of Paradife : 

For, as fome fay, to fight is but a bafe 
Mechanic handywork, and far below 

A gen’rous fpirit t’ undergo ; 

So ’tis to take the pains to know, 

Which fome, with only confidence and face, 
More cafily and ably do; 

For daring nonfenfe feldom fails to hit, 

Aike fcatter’d thot, and pafs with fome for wit. 


Who would not rather make himfelf a judgey 

And boldly ufurp the chair, : 

Than with dell indaftry and care 

Endure to ftudy, think. and drudge, 

For that which he much fooner may advance 

With obftinate and pertinacious ignorance ? 
1. 

For all men challenge, though in fpité 

Of Nature and their flars, a right 

To cenfure, judge and know, 

Though fhe can only order whe 

Shat: be, and whe fhali ne’gr be wife: 

Then why fhould thofe whom the denies 

Her fayour and gaod graces too, 

Not itive to take opinion by furprife, 

And ravifh what it were in vain té woo? 


1 For he thar defp’rately affumes 
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ithe cenfure of all wits and arts, 
2 Phoogh without judgment, kill and parte, 
nly to ftartle and amufe, 
_ And mafk his ignorance (as Indians ufe 
‘With gaudy-colour’d plumes 
"Their homely nether parts t' adorn) 
Can never fail to captive fome 
"Shat will {ubmit to his oraculous doom, 
And rev'rence what they ought to {corn, 
Admire his fturdy confidence 
For folid judgment and decp fenfe ; 
And credit purchas’d without pains or wit, 
> Like ftolen pleafures, ought to be moft fweet. 
itn 
"Two felf-admirers, that combine 
: Againft the world, may pafs a fine 
‘Upon all judgment, fenfe, and wit, 
And fettle it as they think fit 
. On one another like the choice 
& Of Perfian princes, by one horfe’s voice : 
{ Bor thofe fine pageante which fome raife, 
* Of falfe and difproportion’d praife, 
'T’ enable whom they pleafe ¢* appear, 
And pafs for what they never were, 
Jn private only b’ing but nam’d, 
"Their modefty muft be afham’d, 
And not endure to hear, 
_ And yet may be divulg’d and fam’d, 
?dand own’d in public every where ? 
© Sq vain fome authors arc to boaft 
"Their want of ingenuity, and club 
Their affidavit wits, to dub 
. «Each other buta Knight 0” the Poft, 
As (alfe as fuborn’d perjurers, 


"That vouchawayall right hey haveto their ownears. 


. av. 
But when all other courfes fail, 
"There is one eafy artifice 
That feldom has been known to mifs, 
‘To ery all mankind down, and rail : 
., For he whom all men do contemn, 
‘May be aliow’d to rail again at them, 
And in his own defence i 
‘To outface reafon, wit and fenfe, 
And all that makes againft himfelf condemn 
To (nar at all things right or wrong, 
Like a mad dog, that has a worm in his tongue; 
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6s 
Reduce all knowledge back of good and evil, 
‘T’ its firft original the devil ; 
And, like a fierce inquifitor of wit, 
‘To fpare no flefh that ever {poke or writs 
Though to perform his tafk as dull 
As if he had a loadftone in his fkull, 
‘And could produce a greater ftock 
‘Of maggots than a paftoral poet’s flock. 
v. 


"The feebleft vermine can deftroy 

As fure as ftouteft beatts of prey, 

‘And only with their eyes and breath 

Infe@ and poifon men to death; 

But that more impvtent buffoon 

"That makes it both his bus’nefs and his {port 

To rail 2: all, is but a drone 

‘That {pends his {ting on what he cannot hurt t 
Enjoys a kind of Jetchery in fpite, [lighe, 
Like o’ergrown finners that in whipping take de, 
Invades the reputation of all thofe 

"That have, or have it not to lofe; 

And if he chance to make a difference, 

’Tis always in the wrongeft fenfe : 

As rooking gamefters never lay 

Upon thofe hands that ule fair play, 

But venture all their bets 

Upor the flurs and cunning tricks of ablcft cheats. 


vi. 
Nor does he vex himfelf much lefs 
Than all the world befide, 
Falls fick of other men’s excefs, 
Is humbled only at their pride, 
And wretched at their hapyinefs ; 
Revenges on himiclf the wrong 
Which his vain malice and Joofe tongue 
‘To thofe chat feel it not have done, 
And whips and fpurs himfelf becaufe he is outgonc; 
Makes idle chara¢ters and tales, 
As counterfeit, unlike, and falfe, 
As witches’ pictures are of wax and clay 
To thofe whom they would in effigy flay. 
And as the devil, that hafno shape of his own, 
Affeéts to put the ugilicit on, 
‘And leaves a ftink behind him when he's gone; 
So he that’s worfe than nothing rives ¢ appear- 
LP’ th’ likenefs of a wolf or bear, 
To fright the weak, but when men dare 
Encounter with him, ftinks, and vanishes to aite 





bss 


TO THE MEMORY OF DU-VAL. 








TO THE UAPPY MEMORY OF THE 


MOST RENOWNED DU-VAL. 


A PINDARIC ODE, 


"Tis ene, to compliment the dead 

Is as impertinent and vain, 

As twas of old to call them back again, 

Or, like the Tartars, give them wives, 

‘With f{ettlements for after-lives : 

For all that can be done or faid, 

‘Though e’er fo noble, great and good, 

By them is neither heard nor underftood. 
All our fine flights and tricks of art, 

Firft to create, and then adore defert, 

And thofe romances which we frame, 

To raife ourfelves, not them, a name, 

In vain are ftuft with ranting flattcries, 

And {uch as, if they knew, they would defpife. 
For as thofe times the Golden Age we call, 

In which there was no gold in ufe at all, 

So we plant glory and renown 

‘Where it was ne'er deferv’d nor known, 

But to worfe purpofe, many times, 

To flourith o’er nefarious crimes, 

And cheat the world, that never feems to mind 
How good or bad men die, buc what they leave 

behind. 
11 

And yet the brave Du-Val, whofe name 

Can never be worn out by Fame, 

"That liv'd and dy’d to leave behind 

A great crample to mankind, 

‘That fell a public facrifice, 

From ruin to preferve thofe few 

Who, though born falfe, may be made true, 
And teach the world to be more juft and wife, 
Ought not, like vulgar afhes, reft 
/Unmention’d in his filent cheft, 

Not for his own, but public intereft. 

He, like a pious man, fome years before 

‘Th’ arrival of his fatal hour, 

‘Made ev'ry day he had to live 

To his laft minute a preparative ; 

‘Taught the wild Arabs on the road 

‘To a& in a more gentee mode ; 

Take prizes more obligingly than thole 

‘Who never had been bred flous ; 

And how to hang in a more graceful fafhion 
Than ¢’cr was knowa before to the dull Englith 

nation, 
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In France, the ftaple of new modes, 

Where garbs and miens are current good, 

‘That ferves the rudcr northern nations 

With metltods of addrefs and treat, 

Prefcribes new garnitures and fathions, 

And how to drink, and how to eat 

No out-of-fafhion wine or meat 

To underftand cravats and plumes, 

And the moft modifl from the old perfumes + 

To know the age and pedigrees . 

Of points of Flanders or Venice ; 

Caft their nativities, and, to a day, 

Foretell how long they ’ll hold, aud when decay ; 

To affect the pureit negligences 

In gefturcs, gaits, and miens, 

And fpeak by repartce-rotines 

Out of the moft authentic of romances, 

And to demonitrate, with fubftantial reafon, 

What ribands, all the year, are in or out of feafor. 
lv. 

In this great academy of mankind 

He had his birth and education, 

Where all men are fo ingenioufly inclin'd, 

They underftand by imitation, 

Improve untaught, before they are aware, 

As if they fuck’d their breeding from the air, 

That naturally does difpenfe 

To all a deep and folid confidence ; 

A virtue of that precious ufe, 

That he whom bounteous Heav’n erduee 

But with a moderate hare of it, 

Can want no worth, abilities, or wit, 

In ail the deep Hermetic arts ; 

(¥or fo of late the learned call 

All tricks, if ftrange and myftical.) 

He had improv’d his nat’ral parts, 

And with his magic red could found 

Where hidden treafure might be found : 

He, like alord 0” th’ manor, feiz’d upoa 

Whatever bappen'd in his way 

As lawful weft and ftray, 

And after, by the cuftom, kept it as his own. 
ve 

From thefe firft rudiments he grew 

To nobler feats, and try’d his force _ 
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* ,Wpon whole troops of foot and horfe, 


‘Whom he as bravely did fubdue ; 

Beclar'd all caravans that go 

Upon the king’s highway the foe ; 

Made many defperate attacks 

Upon itinerant brigades 

Of all profeifions, ranks, and trades, 

Qp carriers’ loads, and pedlars’ packs; 

Made ’em lay down their arms, and yield, 
And, to the imalleft piece, reftore 

All that by cheating they had gain'd before, 
And after plunder'd all the baggage of the field. 
In every bold affair of war 

He had the chicf command, and led them on; 


’ For no man is judg’d fit to have the care 


Of others’ lives, until he ’ag made it known 

How much he does defpife and feorn his own. 
vi, 

‘Whole provinces, *twixt fun and fun, 

Have by his conqn’ring fword been won ; 

And mighty fums of money laid, 

For ranfom, upen every man, 

And hoftages deliver’d till ‘twas paid, 

‘Th? excife and chimney-publican, 

‘The Jew forettaller and enhancer, 

‘Yo him for all their crimes did anfwer. 

He vanquith'd the molt fierce, and fell, 

Of all his foes, the Conftable ; 

And oft had heat his quarters up, 

And routed him and all his troop, 

He took the dreadful Jawyer’s fees, 

‘That in his own allow’d highway 

Does feats of arms as great as his, 

And when they’ encounter in it wins the day ; 

&afe in his garrifon, the Court, 

‘Where meaner criminals are fentenc’d for't, 

‘To this ftern foe he oft gave quarter, 

But as the Scotchman did a Tartar, 

‘That he, in time to come, 


Might, in return, from him receive his fatal doom. 


vil. 
He would have Qarv'd this mighty Town, 
And brought its haughty fpirit down, 
Have cut it off from all relief, 
Aad like a wife and valiant chief, 
Made many a fieree affault 
Upon all ammunition carts, 
And thofe that bring up cheefe, or malt, 
Or bacon, from remoter parts; 
No convoy c’er fo ftrong with food 
Durft venture on the delp’rate road : 
He made th’ undaunted waggoner obey, 
And the fierce higgler contribution pay ; 
‘The favage butcher and ftout drover 
Durit not to him their feeble troops difcover ; 
And if he had but kept the field, 
In time had made the city yield; 
For great to towns, like to crocodiles, ate found 
T’ th’ belly aptef to receive a mortal wound. 
vill, 
But when the fatal hour airiv'd 
4n which his flars began to frown, 
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And had in clofe cabals contriv’d 

To pull him from his height of glory down, 

An¢ he, by num’rous foes oppreft, 

Was in th’ enchanted dungeon catt, 

Secur'd with mighty guards, 

Left be by force or ftratagem 

Might prove too cunning for their chains and them, 

And break through ail their Jocks, and bolts, and 
wards, 

Had both his legs by charms committed 

To one another’s charge, 

That neither might be fet at large, e 

And all their fury and revenge outwitted, 

As jewels of high vclue are 

Kept under locks with greater care 

‘Than thofe of meaner rates, 

So he was in ftone walls,and chains, and iron grates, 

Ix. 

Thither came ladies from all parts 

To offer up clofe prifoners their hearts, 

Which he receiv’d as tribute due, 

And tuade them yield up love and honour too, 

But in more brave heroic ways 

Than e’er were practis'd yet in plays; 

For thefe two {piteful foes, who never meet 

But full of hot contefts and piques 

About pundilios and mere tricks, 

Did all their quarrels to his doom fubmit, 

And, far more generous and free, 

In contemplation only of him did agree, 

Both fully fatisfy’d; ‘the one 

With thofe frefh laurels he had won, 

And ai! the brave renowned feats 

He had perform'd iu arms ; 

‘The other with his perfon and his charms 

For juft as larks are catch’d in nets, 

By gezing on a piece of glafs, 

So while the Indies view'd his brighter cyes, 

And fmoother polifh'd face, 

‘Their gentle hearts, alas! were taken by furprifé,, 





x. 
Never did bold knight, to relieve 
Diftreffed dames, {uch dreadful feats achieve 
As feeble damfels, for his fake, 
Wou'd have been proud to undertake; 
And, bravely, ambitious to redeem 
‘The world’s lofs and their own, 
Strove whe fhould have the honour to lay down 
And change a life with him; 
But finding all their hopes in vain 
To move his fix'd determin’d fate, 
Their Jife itfelf began to hate, 
As if it were an infamy 
‘Lo live when he was doom’d to die ; 
Made loud appeals and moazs, 
‘To lefs hard-hearted grates and ftones; 
Came, fwell’d with fighs and drown'd in tears, 
To yield themfelves his fellow-fufferers, 
And follow'd him, like prifoners of war, 


Chain’d to the lofty wheels of hjs iumphant cara 


A BALLAD UPON THE PARLIAMENT. 








A BALLAD 


UPON 


THE PARLIAMENT 


WHICH DELIBERATED 


ABOUT MAKING OLIVER KING*, 


Ave clofe as a goofe 
Sat the Parltament-houfe 

To hatch the royal gull: 
After much fiddle-faddle, 
‘The egg prov'd addle, 

And Oliver came forth Nol. 


‘Yet old Queen Madge, 
Though oie do not fadge, 
‘Will ferve to be queen of a May-pole: 
‘Two princes of Wales, 
For Whitfun-alee, 
And her Grace Maid-Marion Clay-pale. 


Ina robe of cow-hide 
Sat yelty Pride, 
With his dagger and his fling ; 
He was the pertinent’ peer 
Of all that were there, 
T’ advife with fucha king. 


% ‘This Ballad refers to the Parliament, asit was called, 
which deliberated about making Oliver king, and petitlon- 
ulm toacctpt tlie title ; which he,out of fear of fome 


A great philofopher 
Had a goofe for his lover, 
‘That follow’d him day and night : 
H it be a true ftory, 
Or but an allegory, 
It may be both ways right. 


Strickland and his fon, 
Both caft into one, 
Were meant for a fingle baron; 
But when they came to fit, 
There was not wit 
Enough in them both to ferve for ones 


Wherefore *twas thought good 
Yo add Honeywood; 
But when they came to trial, 
Each one prov’d a fool, 
Yet three knaves in the whole, 
And that made up a Pair-royal. 


Tepnblican zealots in his patty, revuled to accept, and con- 
bie himlcif with the power, under the name of Pao- 
teder, 


A BALLAD IN TWO PARTS tsa, 
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A BALLAD 
IN TWO PARTS, . 
Conjedured to be on 
OLIVER CROMWELL 
' PART LL 
i 
Daaw near, good people all, draw near, He has no fcull, *tis well known, 
Aod hearken to my ditty ; To thoufauds of beholders; 
A ftranger thing Nothing but a fkin 
Than this { fing Does keep his brains in 
\ Came never to this city. From runing about his fhoulders, 
Lys 
Myra you but feen this monfter, On both fides of his noddle 
+ You wou'd not give a farthing Are ftraps o’ th’ very fame leather 5 
For the loins in the grate, Ears are imply’d, 
Nor the mountain-cat, But they’re mere hide, 
Nor the bears in Paris-garden, Or morfels of tripe, choofe you whether. 
‘You wou'd defy the pageants Between thefe two extendeth 
Are borne before the mayor ; A flit from ear to ear, - 
The ftrangeft fhape That ev'ry hour 
You e’er did gape Gapesto devour 
Upon at Bart’lomy fair! The fowce that grows fo near, 
His face is round and decent, Bencath a tuft of briftes, 
As is your difh or platter, .. As rough as a frize-jerkin 5 
On which there grows If it had been a beard, 
A thing like a nofe, *Twou'd have ferv’d a herd 
But, indecd, it is no fuch matter, Of goats, that are of his near kin, 
On both fides of th’ aforefaid Within a fet of grinders : 
Are eyes. but they’re not matches, Mott tharp and keen, corroding 
On which there are Your iron and brafs 
To be feen two fair As eafy as 
And large well-grown muftaches, That you wou’d doa pudding. 
Now this with admiration But the ftrangeft thing of all is, 
Does ali behelders ftrike, Upon his rump there groweth 
That a beard thou’d grow A great long tail 
at Upon a thing’s brow, ‘That ufeth to trail 
sd Did ye ever dev the ke? Upon the ground as he gosth. 
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A BALLAD 


IN TWO PARTS. 


Conjefured to- be on 


OLIVER CROMWELL 


PART I. 


‘Tris montter was begotten 
Upon one of the witches, 
B’ an imp that came to her, 
Like a man, to woo her, 
With black doublet and breeches. 


When he was whelp’d, for certain, 
Jn divers feveral countries 
‘The hogs and fwine 
Did grunt and whine, 
And the ravens croak’d upon trets, 


‘The winds did blow, the thunder 
And lightning loud did rumble; 
‘The dogs did howl, 
‘The hollow tree in th” owl— 
*Tis a good horfe that ne'er ftumbl'd, 


As foon as he was brought forth, 
At the midwife’s throat he flew, 
And threw che pap 
Down in her lap; 
‘They fay ‘tis very true. 


And up the walls he clamber’d, 
With nails more fharp and keen ; 
The prints whereof, 
I’ th’ hoards and roof, 
Are yet for to be feen. 


And out o’ th’ top 0’ th’ chimney 
He vanifh’d, feen of none; 
For they did wink, 
Yet by the ftink 
Knew which way he was gone. 


The country round about there 
Became like to a wildez- 


nefs; for the fight 
Of him did fright 
Away, men, women, and children, 


Long did he there continue, 

And all thofe parts much harmed, 
"Tul a wife woman, which 
Some call a white witch, 

Hini into a hogfty charmed, 


There, when fhe had him shot falt, 
With brimftone and with nitre, 
She fing’d the claws 
Of his left paws, 
With tip of his tail, and his right ear. 


And with her charms and ointments 
She made him tame asa fpanie} ; 
For fhe us'd to ride 
On his back aftride, 
Nor did he do her any id, 


But to the admiration 
OF all both far and near, 
He hath been fhewn 
In ev'ry town, 
And eke in ev'ry fhire. 


And now, at length, he’s brought 
Unto fair London city, 
Where in Fleet-ftreet 
All thefe may fee't 
That will not believe my ditty, 


God fave the King and Parliament, 
And cke the Prince’s Highnefs, 
And quickly fend 
‘The wars an end, 
As here my fong has— Finis, 
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Aut men’s intrigues and projedts tend, 
By fev'ral courfes, to one end; 

‘To compafa, by the prop’reft fhews, 
Whitever their defigns propofe ; 

And that which owns the fair ft pretext 
1s often found the indiredt'tt. 

Henee ’tis that hypocrites ftill paint 
Much fairer than the real faint, 

And knaves appcar more juft and true 
‘Than honeft men, that make lefs ew? 
‘The dullett idiots in difguife 

Appear more knowing than the wife : 
Miterate dunces, undifcern’d, 

Pafs on the rabble for the learn’d; 
And cowards, that can damn and rant, 
Pafs nsufter for the valiant ; 

For he chat has but impudence 

‘To all things has 4 juft pretence, 

And, put among his wants but fhame, 
To ail the world may Jay his claim. 


How various and innumerable 

Arc thofe who live upon the rabble ? 

*Tis they maintain the church and fate, 

Employ the prieft and magiftrate ; 

Beac all the charge of government, 

And pay the public fines and rent 5 

Defray all taxes and excifes 

And impofitions of all prices ; 

Bear all th’ expence of peace and war, 

And pay the pulpit and the bar ; 

Maintain all churches and religions, 

And give their paftors exhibitions; 

And thofe who have the greatelt flocks 

Are primitive and orthodox ; 

Support all {chifmatics and fects, 

And pay ’cm for tormenting texts; 

Take all their doctrines off ther hands, 

And pay ’em in good rents and lands 5 

Difcharge alf coftiy offices, 

he dodtor’s and the lawyer’s fees, 

“she hangman’s wages, and the {cores 

QF catterpillar bawds and whores ; 

ifcharge all damages and cofts, 

<nights and Squires af the Pott ; 
atefmen, cutpurtes, and padders, 


And pay forall their copes and ladders; 


ia 


All pettifoggers, and all forts 

Of markcts, churches, and of courts; 

All fums of money paid or fpent, 4 
With ail the charges incident, 

Laid out, or thrown away, of giv’h 

‘Yo purchafe this world, hell, or heav’n.* 


Sxovtp once the world refolve t’ abolifft 
AU that’s ridiculous and foolith, 

{t wou’d have nothing left to do, 

‘T” apply in jeft or earnett to, 

No bus’nefs of importance, play, 

Or ftate, to pafs sts time away. 


Tue world would be more juft, if truth and lies, 
and right and wrong did bear an equal price ; 
But fiuce impoftors are fo highly rais’d, 

Aud faith and juftice cqually debas'd, 

Few men have tempers for fuch paltry gains 

T’ undo themifeives with drudgery and paine, 


Tue fottifh world without diftin@ion looks 

Or, all that paffes on th’ account of hooks; 

And when there are two fcholars that within 

‘T= fpecies only hardly are akin, 

‘The world will pafs for men of equal knowledge, 
lf equally they’ve loitcr’d in 2 college, 


Cartes are like a kind of flies that breed 

In wild fig-trees. and, when they’re grown up, feed 
Upon the raw fruit of the nobler kind, 

Aud by their nibbling on the outward rind, 

Open the pores, and make way for the fun 

‘To ripen it fooner than:he would have done, 


As all Fanatics preach, fo all men write 

Out of ‘the itrength of gifts and inward light, 
In fpite uf art; as horfes thorough pac’d 

Were never taught, and therefore go more faft. 


Iw all miftakes the ftri@ and regular 
«re found to be the defp’rat’ft ways to err, 
Te 
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And worft to be avoided, as a wound 

BB faid to be the harder cur’d that’s round ; 
For error and miftake the lefs they’ appear, 
In th’ end are found to be the dangeroulers 
As ne man minds thofe clocks that ufe to go 
Apparently too over-faft or flew. 


‘Tre trucf charaéters of ignorance 

Are vanity, and pride, and arrogance ; 

As blind mes ufe to bear their nofes higher 
‘Than thofe that have their eyes and fight entire. 


‘Tne metaphylic’s but a puppet motion 

‘That goes wich fcrews, the notion of a nation ; 
The copy of a copy, and lame draught 
‘Unnaturally taken from a thought : 

‘That counterfcits alt pantomimic tricks, 

And turns the yes like an old crucifix; 

‘That counterchanges whatfo’e: it calls 

B another name, and mukes it truce or falfe ; 
Turns truth to falfchood, falfehood into truth, 
By virtue of the Babylonian’s touth. 


"Ts not the art of fchools to underftand, 

But make things hard, inftead of b'ing explain’d ; 
And therefore thofe are commonly the Jearu’deft 
‘That only ttudy between jeft and carneft : 

¥or when the end of learuing’s to purfue 

And trace the fubtle fteps of falfe and true, 

‘They ne'er confider how thcy’re to apply, 

But only liften to the noife and cry, 

And are fo much delighted with the chace, 

‘Lhey nevér' mind the tuking of their preys. 


Mone profelytes and converts ufe t’ accrue 

‘To talfe perfuafions than the right and eruc ; 
‘or error and miftake are infinite, 

But truch has but oge way to be i’ eh’ right 5 

As numbers may t’ infinitf be grown, > 

But never to be redic'd to lefs than one. 


Atx wit and fancy, like a diamond, 
‘The more exact and curious ‘tis ground, 
1s fore’d far every carat to abate 

As much in value as it wantsin weight, 


‘Par creat St. Lewis, king of France, 
Fighting agsinft Mahometaus, 

In Egypt, in the holy war, 

‘Was routed and made prifoner ; 

‘The Sultan then, into whale hands 
He and his ermy fell, demands 

A thoufand weight of gold, to free 
And fet thena all at liberty. 

The king pays down one half o' th’ nail, 
Ard fer the other offers hail, 

‘The pyx, and iw’: the cucharift, 

‘The body of our Saviour Chrift, 

The Turk confider’d, and allow’d 
‘Khe King’s fccurity dor good 5 
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Such credit had the Chriftian zezf,,. 

tn thofe days, with an infidel, 

‘Phat will not pafs for ewopence now, 
Among themfelves, tis grown fo lows 


‘Tuose that go up hill ufe to bow 
‘Their bodies forward, and ftcop low, 

‘To poife themfelves, and fometimes creep, 
When the way is difficult and fteep 

So thofe at ceurr, that do addrefs 

By low ignoble offices, 

Can foup a: any thing that’s hafe, 

‘Lo wriggle into traft and grace, 

are like to rife to greatnefs Sooner 

‘Fhan thofe that ge by worth and honour. 








Att. a&s of grace, and pardon, and oblivion, 
Are meant of fervices that are forgiv’n, 

And not of crimes delinquents have committed, 
nd rather becn rewarded than acquitted. 








Lions are kings of beafts, and yet their pow’r 
Is not to rule and govern, but devour : 

Such favage kings all tyrants are, and they 

No better than mere beafts that du obey. 


Notarno’s more dull and negligent 
‘Than an old lazy government, 
‘Yhat knows no intereft of ftate, 
But iuch as ferves a prefent ftrair, 

nd to patch up, or thift, will clofe, 
Or break alike, with friends or foes; 
‘That runs behind band, and bas tpent 
Its credit to the laft extent ; 
And the fir time "tis at a lofs, 
Has not one true friend nor one crofs 


Tae Devil was the firft 0’ th’ name 
From whom the race of rebels came, 
Who was the firft bold undertaker 

Of ovaring arms againft his Maker, 
And though mifcarrying in th’ event, 
Was never yet known to repent, 
‘Though tumbled from the top of blifs 
Down to the battomlels abyfs + 

A property which, from their prince, 
The tamily owns ever fince, 

And thereiure ne'er repent the evil 
“Shey do or fuller, like the devil, 


‘Tre work of rebels never arm 

To do theis king or country harm, 

But draw their {words to do then: goody 
As doctors cure by letting blood. 


No feared confcience is fo felt 

As that which has been burnt with zeal; 

For Chriftian charity’s as well + 
A great impediment te zeal, 

‘As zeal a peftilent dilvafe 

To Chriftian charity an peace. 


> 
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"As thiftles wear the fofteft down ; 


To hide their prickles till they’re grown, 
And then declare themfelves, and tear 
‘Whatever ventures to come neat ; 

So a finooth knave does greater feats 
‘Than one that idly raifs and threats, 
And all the mifchief that he meant 
Doea, like a rattlefnake, prevent. 


Man is fupreme lord and mater 
Of his own ruin and difafer + 
Controls his fate, but nothing lefs 
In ordering his own happinefs 
For all his care and providence 
Is too, too feeble a defence 

To render it fecure and certain 
Againft the injuries of Fortune ; 
And oft’, in {pite of all his wit, 
Is loft with one unlucky hit, 
And ruin'd with a circumftance, © 
And mere pundtilio, of chance, 


Dame Fortune, fome men’s tutelar, 
‘Takes charge of them without their care, 
Doed all their drudgery and work, 

Like Fairies, for them in the dark ; 
Conducts them blindfold, and advances 
The naturals by blinder chances ; 

‘While others by defert or wit 

Cou’d never make the matter hit, 

But ftil! the better they deferve, 

Are but the akleft thought to ftarve. 


Great wits have only beenipreferr’d, 

In princes’ trains to be inters’d, 

and, when they coft them nothing, plac'd 
Among their followers not the tally 

But while they liv'’d were far enough 
From all admittances kept off. 


As gold, that’s proof againft th’ effay, 
Upon the touchftone wears away, 
And having ftood the greater teft, 

Ys overmafter’d by the leaft ; 

So {ome men having ftood the hate 
And fpiteful cruelty of Fate, 
"Franfported with a falfe carefs 

Of unacquainted happinefs, 

Loft to humanity and fenfe, 

Have jall’n as low as infelcnce, 


Anxocence is a defence 

For nothing elfe but patience ; 

*Pwill not bear cut the blows of Fate, 
Nor fence againft the tricks of flate ; 
Not from th’ oppreffifn of the laws 
Protea the plain'tt and jufteft caufe ; 
Nor keep unfpotted a good name 


Againk ths obloquies of Fame 5 


’ 


Feeble as patience, and as feon, 

By being blown up, undone, 

As beafts are hunted for their furs, 
Men for their virtues fare the worfe. 


Wnho doth not know with what fierce rage 
Opinions, true or fulfe, engage? 

And, ‘caufe they govern all mankind, 
Like the blind’s leading of the blind, 

‘All claim an equal intereft, 

And free dominion o’er the reft, 

And as one thicld that fell from heavy 
Was counterfeited by eleven, 

‘The better to fecure the fate 

and latting empire of a ftate, 

The falfe are num’rous, and the true, 
‘That only have the right, but few. 

Hence fools, that underftand ‘ent leaft, 
Are fiill the fierceft in conteft 5 

Unfight, unfeen, efpoufe a fide 

At random, like a prince’s bride, 

Yo damn their fouls, and {wear and lie for, 
And at a venture live and die for, 


OrinieN governs all mankind, 
Like the blind’s leading of the blinds 
For he that has no eyes in’s head 
Mutt be by a dog giad to be led 5 
And no beafts have fo litele in “em 
As thar inhuman brute, Opinion + 
*Tis an infections peftilence, 

rhe tokeus upon wit and fenfe, 
‘That with a venomous contagion 
Invades the fick imagination 5 

And when it feizes any part, 

It ftrikes the poifor to the hearte 
This men of one another catch 

By conta@, as the humours match 5 
And nothing's fo perverfe in natug 
As a profound opiniator. 








AUTHORITY intoxicates, 

‘And makes mere fors of magiftrates 5 
“Lhe fumes of it invade the brain, 

And make men giddy, proud, and vain ; 
By this the fool commands the wite, 
The noble with the bafe complies, 

The fot affumes the rule of wit, 

And cowards make the bafe fubmit, 


A copiy man, that has ferv’d out his time 
In holinefs, may fet up any crime; 

As fcholars, when they’ve taken their degree. 
May fet up any faculty they pleafe. 


War fhou'd not piety be made, 
As well as equity, a trade, 

And men get money by devotion, 
As well as making of a motion ? 


bbe 


W altow’d to pray upon conditions, 
As well as {uitors iv petitions ? 
And in a congregation pray, 

No lefs than Chancery, fur pay? 


A reacner’s doGrine, and his proof, 
Is all his province, and cnough; 

But is no more concern’d in ufe, 
SThan thoencakers to wear all thoes 


Tue fob’reft faints are more ftiff-necked 
‘Yhan th’ hotteft-headed of the wicked. 


Hypocrisy will ferve as well 

To propagate a church as zeal ; 

As perfecution and promotion 

Do equally xdvance devotion : 

So round white ftones will ferve, they fay, 
As well as eggs, to make hens lay. 


"Fly greateft faints and finners have been made 
Of profelytes of otfe another's trade, 


Your wife and cautions confeiences 

Are free to take what couric they pleafe; 
Have plenary induljrence to cifpofe, 

At pleafure of the ftrieeft vows, 

And chailenge Heav'n, they made "em to, 
Vo vouch and witnefs what they do ; 
«And when they prove averfe and loath, 
Yer for convenience take an outh 5, 

Not only can difpenfe, bat make it 

A greater fin to keep than take it; 

Can hind and Joofe all forts of fin, 

And only keeps the keys within 5 

Has no fuperior to eontroul, 

But what itfelf fetso’er the foul ; 

And when it is enjoin'd t “bey, 

Is but confin'd, and keeps the key 5 

Can walk invifible, and where, 

And when, and how, it will appear 5 

Cen turn itfeif into difguifes 

Of all forts, for all forts of vices 5 
ufubftantiate, metamorphofe, 

m whole herds of beaits, like Orpheus ; 
Mahe woods, and tenements, and lands, 
Obey and follow its commands, 

And fettle on a new frechold, 

As Marcly-hill remov'd of old; 

Make mountain. move with greater force 
‘Than faith, to new proprietors 5 

And perjures, to fecure th’ enjoyments 
OF peblic charges and employmer.ts 
For true and faithful, good and juit ; 

Are but preparatives to truft ; 

‘The yilt and ornament of things, 

And uot their movements, wheels, and fprings, 








> Aut love, at firft, like gen’rous wine, 
Ecrments aad frets until ’tis fine; 


a 
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But when ’tis fettled on the Tee; 
And from th’ impurer matter free, 
Becomes the richer ftill the older, 
And proves the plealanter the colder. 


Tue motions of the earth or fun, 

(Vhe Lord knows which) that turn or ron, 
Are both pertorm’d by fits and ftares, 

And fo are thofe of lovers’ hearts, 

Which, though they keep no even pace, 
Move true and conftant to one places 


Love is too great a happinefs 

For wretched mortals to pofie{s; 
For cou’d it hold inviolate 

Againg thef: cruclties of Fate 
Which all felicities below 

By rigid laws are fubje@ to, 

It wou'd become a blifs too high 
For perifhing mortality, 

Tranflate to earth the joys above 5 
For nothing goes to heav’n but love. 


Aut wild but gen’rovs creatures live of courfe, 
As if they had agreed for better or worfe 

‘The lion’s conftant to his only mifs, 

And never leaves his faithful Jionefs ; 

And fhe as chafte and true to him agen, 

As virtuous ladies ufc ta be te men, 

‘The decile and ingenuons elephant 

‘L” his own and oniy female is gallant ; 

And fhe as true and conftant to bis bed, 

That firft enjoy’d her fing le maidenhead ; 

But paltry rams, and bull-, and guats, and boarg, 
Afé never fatisfy’d with new amours; 

As all poltroons with us delight to range, 

And, though but for the worlt of ail, to change, 


Tue fouls of women are fo fmall, 

That fome believe they've none at alls 
Or, if they have, like cripples, Mill 

They've but one faculty, the will; 

‘The other tsvo are quite laid by, 

To make up one great tyranny 5 

And though their paflions have moft pow’r, 
They are, like Turks, but flaves the more 
Te tl’ abs’lute will, that with a breath 
Has fov'reign pow’r of life ana death, 
And, as its little ine’retts move, 

Can turn ’em all to hate or love; 

For nothing, ina moment, turn 

Yo frantic iove, difdain, and fe 
And mak: that leve degencrate 

"b’ as great extremity of hate; 

And hate again, and fecrn, and piques, 
To Bames, and raptures, and foverricks, 








ay 





Att forts cf vot’ries, that profefs 

‘To bind themselves apprentices 

To Heav'n, abjuce, with folemn vows, 
Not Cut and Loug-tail, but a fpoufe, 
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As the’ worft of all impediments 
‘To hinder their devout intents, 


Most virgins marry juft as nuns 

‘The fame thing the fame way renounce 5 
Before they’ve wit to underftand 

The hold attempt they take in hand; 
Or having ftaid and loft their tidcs, 
Are out of feafon grown for brides. 


‘Tue credit of the marriage bed 

Has been fo loofely hufbanded, 

Men only deal for ready moncy, 

And women fep’rate alimony ; 

And Jadies-errant, for debauching, 
Have better terms, and equal caution ; 
And for their journeywork and pains 
The chairwomen clear greatcr gaing. 


As wine that with its own weight runs is beft, 
And counted much morc noble than the preft ; 
So is that poetry whofe gen'rous ftrains 

Flow without fervile ftudy, art, or pains, 


Some call it fury, fome a mufe, 
That, as poffefling devils ulc, 
Haunts and forfakes a man by fits, 
And when he’s in, he’s out of ’s wits. 


ALL writers, though of diff’rent fancies, 
Do make all people in ramances, 
4 That arc diftrefs’d and difcontent 5 
Make fongs, and fing t’ an inftrument, 
And poets by their fuff'rings grow; 
Ass if there were no more to do, 
‘To nike a poct excellent, 
But only wart and difcontent. 





. 
Tr is not poetry that makes men poor; 

¥or few do write that were not fo before ; 

And thofe that have writ beft, had they been rich, 





Had ne'er been ¢lapp’d with a poetic itch ; 
Had lov’d their eafe too well to take the pains 
‘To undergo that drudgery of brains ; 

But being for all other trades unfit, 

Only t°avoid being idle, fer up wit. 

Mn Cut aBe Pia bee a oo 
Tuy that do write in authors’ praifes, 
And freely give their friends their voices, 
Are not confin’d to what is true; 

That’s not to give, but py a due: 

For praife, that’s due, does give no more 
‘To worth than what itehad before ; 

But to commend, without defert, 
Requires a maftery of art, 

‘That {ets a glols on what's amifs, 


Aud whites#vhat dhou’d be, not what is. 





Iw foreign univerfities, 
When a king’s born, or weds, or dies, 
straight other ftudies are laid by, 

And allapply to poetry 5 

Some write in -'ebrew, fome in Greck, 
‘And fome, more wife, in Arabic, 

‘'T’ avoid the critic, and th’ expence 

Of difficulter wit and fenfe : 

And feem more learnedith than thofe 
That at a greater charge compofe. 

The doctors lead, the ftudents follow : 
Some call him Mars, and fame Apolo, 
Some Jupiter, and give him th’ odds, 
On even terms, of all the gods 5 

Then Cafar he’s nicknam’d, as duly as 
He that in Rome was chriften'd Julius, 
‘And was addrefs’d too by a crow, 

As pertinently Jong ago; 

And with more heroes’ names is ftyl’d, 
Than faints are clubb’d t? an Auitrian child ¢ 
And as wit goes by colleges, 

As well as ftanding and degrees, 

He Still writes better than the reft, 
Thar’s of the houfe that’s counted beft. 


Far greater numbers have been loft by hopes, 
Than all the magazines of daggers, ropes, 
And other ammunitions of defpair 

Were ever able to difpatch by fear. 


Tuere’s nothing our felicities endears 

Like that which falls among our doubts and fears. 
And ip the miferableft of diftrefs 

Improves attempts as defp'rate with fuccefs 5 
Succefs, that owns and juftifies all quarrels, 

And vindicates deferts.of hemp with laurel¢; 

Or, but mifcarrying in the bold attempt, 

Turns wreaths of laurel back again to hemp, 


° 
‘Tue people have as much a neg’tive voice 
To hinder making war without their choice, 
As kings of making laws in parliament, 

No money is as good as No affent. 


Wuen princes idly icad about, 
‘Thofe of their party follow {uit, 
Till others trump upon their play, 
And turn the cards another way. 


-Wuat makes all fubjedte difeantent 


Againft a prince’s government, 
And princes take as great offence 
At fubjes’ difbedience, 

That neither th’ other can abide, 
But too much rcafon on each fide? 


Avrwonity isa difeafe and cure, 
Which men cau neither want nor well endure. © 
Tt ij 
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Dane Jultice puts her fword into the fcales, 
With which fhe 's faid to weigh out true and falle, 
‘With no defign but, like the antique Gaul, 

‘To get more money from the capital. 


Aut that which law and equity mifcalls 

By th’ empty idle names of True and Falfe, 

1s nothing elfe but maggots blgwn between 
Falfe witnefles and falfer jurymen. 

No court allows thofe partial interlopers 

Of law and cquity, two fingle paupers, 

'T’ encounter hand to hand at bars, and trounce 
Each other gratis in a {uit at once : 

For one at one time, and upon free ‘cof, is 
Enough to play the knave and fool with juftice; 
And when the one fide bringeth cultom in, . 
And th’ other lays out half th’ reckomng, 

The devil himfelf will rather choofe to play 

At paltry fmall game than fit out, they fay; 
But when at all there ’s nothing to be got, 

"The old wife, Law, and Juttice, will not trot. 


Te law,that makes more knaves than e’er it hung, 
Little confiders right, or wrong , 

But, like authori: y’, is foon fati-fy’d 

‘When ts to judge on its own fide, 


Tur law can take a purfe in open court, 
‘Whilft it condemns a lefs delinquent for ’t. 


Wuo can deferve for breaking of the laws 
A greater penance than an honeft caute? 


Axx thofe that do but rob and fleal enough, 
Are punifhment and court of juttice pout, 
And need not fear nor be concern’d a flraw, 
An all the idle bugbears of the law, 

But confidently rob the gall-ws too, 

Ao well as other fufferers of their due. 


Oxp laws have not been fuffer’d to be pointed, 
To leave the fente at large the more di jointed, 
And furnifh lawyers with the greater cafe, 

To turn and wind them any way they pleafe. 
‘The ftatute law’s their {cripture, and reports 
‘The ancient rev’rend fathers of their courts, 
Records their general councils, and decifions 
Of judges on the bench their fole traditions, 
For which, like Catholics, they ve greater awe, 
As th’ arbitrary and unwritten law, 

And ftrive perpetually to make the ftandard 
Of right between the tenant and the laudlord ; 
And when two cafes at a trial meer, 

‘That, like indentures, jump exactly ft, 

, And all the points, Jike Cnegver-taities, fait, 
‘The Court dire@s the obftinat’ ik difpute 5 
‘There 's no decorum us’d of time, nor place, 
Nor quality, nor perfon, in the calc. 
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ban of quick and ative wit 
For drudgery is more unfit, 
Compar’d to thofe of duller parts, 
Than running nags to draw in carts. 


‘Too much or too little wit 

Do only render th’ owners fit 
Fer nothing, but to be undone 
Much eafier than if they ’d nonce. 


As thofe that are ftark blind can trace 
‘The neareft ways from place to place, 
And find the right way eafier out, 

Than thofe that hoodwink’d try'd to do’ts 
So tricks of ftate are monay’d belt 

By thole :)at are fulpedled leaft, 

And greatelt fucf brought about 

By engines moft unlike to do’t. 


At the politics of the great 

Are like the cunning of a cheat, 

‘That lets his falfe dice freely run, 

And trutis them to themfelves alone, 
But never lets a true one flir 

Without fome fing’ring trick or fur ; 
And, when the gamefters doubt his ray, 
Conveys his fall dice fafe away, 

And leaves the true ones in the lurch, 

‘I’ endure the torture of the fearch, 








Wuar elfe does hiftory ufe to tell us, 

But tales cf dubjects b’ing rebellious 5 

‘The vain perfidiowlnets of lords, 

And fatal breach of princes’ words ; 

ihe fottifh pride and infolence 

Of ftatefinen, and ther want of fenfe ; 

‘Lheir trcach’ry, that undoes, of cufiom, 

Their ownfelves firft, uext thofe who tru ‘ont 


Because 4 feeble limb’s careft, 

And more indulg’d thas all the reft, 

So trail and tender conf icnces 

Are humour'd to do what they pleafe 5 
When that which goes for weak and feeble 
$s found the moft incorrigible, 

Yo outdo a'l the fiends in hell 

With rapine, murder, blood, and zeal, 


As at th’ approach of winter alt 

‘The Jcaves of great trees ufe to fall, 

And leave them naked to engage 

With Rorms and tempefis when they rage, 
While humbier plants are found to wear 
‘Yheir frcth green liv'ries all the year; 

So when the glorious feafon’s gone 

With great men, and hurd tines come ony 
‘The gicat’ft calamitics oj prefs 

The greatef fill, and spare the lefs, 


MISCELLANEOUS THOUGHTS. : 3 
As when a greedy raven fees Aw afs will with his long ears fray 
A theep entangled by the fleece, The flies, that tickle him, away; 
With halty crueity he flies Eut man delights to have eare 


‘To attack him, and Pick out his eyes; 
So do thofe vultures ufe, that keep 
Peor pris'ners falt like filly theep, 
Ad greedily to prey on all 

“Phat in their rav’nous clutches fa'l : : 
Por thorns and brambice, that came in 
Yo wait apon the curfe for fin, 
And were no part o' th’ firft creation, 
Bur, for revenge, a new plantation, 
Are yet the fitt’t materials 
T’ enclcfe the earth with living walls ; 
5o jailors, that are moft accurft, 
Are found moft fit in being worft. 


Biown maggzuts in by flatterers, 


Axx wit does but divert men from the road 
In which thmgs vulgarly are underttood, 
And force MiQlake and Ignorance to own 
A better fenfe chan commonly is known, 


In little erades mare cheats and lying 
Are us'd in felling than in buying ; 
Bat in the great unjuiter dealing 

Is us'd in buying than in felling, 












TRERE neets no other charm, nor conjurer, 

To raife infernal Spirits up but fear, 

‘That makes men pull their horns in Jike a {nail, 
That ’s both a pris’ner to itfelf and jail; 

Draws more fantaftic thapes than in the grains 
Of knotted wood in fome men’s crazy brains, 
When all the cocks they think they fee. and bulls, 
Are only in the infides of their tkulls, 


Att fmatt’rers are more brife and pert 

Thun thofe that underftand an art; a 
As little fparkles thine more bright 

‘Than glowing coals that give them lighe, 


Law does not put the leaft reftraint 

Upon our freedom, but maintain ’t ; 

Or if it does, ’tis fur our good, 

To give us freer latitude; 

For wholefome laws Prederve us free, 


Tue Roman Mufti, with his triple crown, vho 
By ftinting of our liberty. 


Does both the earth, and hell, and heaw’n own. 
Befide th’ imaginary territory, 

He lays a title to in Purgatory ; 

Declares himfelf an abfolute free prince 

In his dominions, ouly over fins; 

But as for heaven, fince it lies fo far 

Above him, is but only titular, 

And, like his Croferkeys badge upon a tavern, 
Has nothing there to tempt, cammand, or govern: 
Yet when he comes to take account, and fhare 
The profits of his progituted ware, 

He finds his gains increafe, by fin and women, 
Above his richeft titular dominion, 


Tue world has long endeavour’d to redueg 
Thofe things to practice that are of no ule, 
And ftrives to pradife things of fpeculation, 
And bring the practical to contemplation, 
And by that error renders both in vain, 

By forcing Nature’s courfe againft the grain, 


Iw all the world there is Ro vice 

Lefs prone t? excefy thar? avarice a 

Te neither cares for food nor clothing : 
Natuze's content with little, that with nothing. 


A justere is buta fp'ritual fair, 

1” expofe to fale all forts of impious ware 

In which his Holinefs buys nothing in, 

To flock his magazines, but deadly fir, 

Aad deals in extraordinary crimes, 

‘That are not vendible at other times; 

Far dealing both for Judas and th’ high-prief, 
He makes a plentifuller trade of Chritt. 


in Rome no temple was fo low 
As that of Honour, built to thew 
How humble hunour ought to be, 
‘Phough there "twas all authority, 


Ir is a harder thing for men to rate 

Their own parts at an equal eftimate, 

‘Than cat up fra@ions, in th? account of heay’g, * 
Of time and motion, and adjuit them even 5 

For modeft perfons never had a true 

Particular of all that is their due. 


Tuar fp'ritual Pattern of the church, the ark, 
In which the ancient world did once embark, 
Had ne’er a helm in’t to dire its way, 
Although bound through an univerfal fea; 
‘When ail the modera church of Rome’s concern 


4s nothing elfe but in the helm and fern, Some people’s fortunes, like 2 weft or fray, 


Are only gain’d by lofing of their way. 
In the church of Rome to go to thrift, 


fe buy“ put the foul on a clean Rif. As he that makes his mark is underflood 


+ To writs bis game, and ’tis in lags ac 
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So he that cannot write one word of fenfe, 
Believes he has as legal a pretence 

To feribble what he does not underftand, 
AAs idiots have a title to their land. 


Were Tully now alive, he *d he to feek 

In all our Latin terms of art and Greek ; 
Would never underftand one word of fenfe 
‘The moft irrefragable ichoolman meas : 
As if the {chools defign’d their terms of art 
Not to artvance a fcience, hut divert ; 

As Hocus Pocus conjures to amule 

The rabble from oblerving what he does. 


As ’tis a greater myftery in the art 

Of painting to furefhorten any part 

Than draw it cut, fo ’tis in hovks the chief 
Of all perfeégions to be plain and brief. 


‘Tne man that for his profic’s hought t’ obey, 
Is only hir'd on liking to beeray, 

And, when he's bid a liberalier price, 

Will not be dluggifh in the work, nor nice, 


Orrnra Tors naturally differ 

From other men; as wooden legs are ftiffer 
‘Than thofe of phant joints, to yield and bow, 
Which way foe’er they are defign’d to go. 


Navigation, that withflood 

‘The mortal fury of the Flood, 

And prov’d the only means to fave 

Ali carthly creytures from the wave, 

Has, for it, taught the fea and wind 

‘Yo lay a tribute on mankind, 

‘That, by degrees, has {wallow'd more 

‘Than all it drown’d at once before, © 
° 





"Tne prince of Syracufe, whofe deftin’d fate 
Tt was to keep a ichool and rule a ftare, 
Found that his {ceptre never was fo aw'd, 
As when it was tranlated ‘to a rod; 

“And that his fubjedts never were fo obedient, 
As when he was inaugurated pedant : 

For to inftruct is greater than to rule, 

4nd no commands fo imperious as a {chool. 


As he whofe deftiny does prove 
Tb dangle in the air above, 

Does loti: his fife for want of air, 
That only fell to be his thare ; 

So he whom fate at once defign’d 
‘To plenty and a wretched mind, 
Te but condemo’d ’ a rich diftrets, 
‘And flarves with nigardly ‘excels, 


Tue univerfal med'cine is a trick, 

That Nature never meant to cure the fick, 

Unlefs by death, the fingular reccipt, 

To root out all difeafes by the great : 

For univerfals deal in no one part 

; Of Nature, nor Particulars of Art; As 
And therefore that French quack that fet up phyficy 
Call'd his receipt a Gencral fpecific. 

For though in mortal peifons every one 

Is mortal univerfally alone, 

; Yet nature never made an arttidote 

‘Ts cure “em all as cafy as they ’re got 5 

} Much lefs, among fo many variations 

Of diff’rent maladies and complications, 

Make all the contrarities in Nature 

Submit themfelves t’ an equal moderator. 


A convert’s but a fly, that turns about 
Alter bis head’s pull’d off to find it out. 


Ax. mankind is but a rabble 

As filly and unreafonadle 

Asthofe that, crowding in the ftreet, 
To fec a thew or moniter meet, 

Of whem no one is in the right 

Yer all fall out about the fight, 

And when they chance t’ agree, the choi 
| Still a *he moft and worft ef vices ; 
Aud al: the reafons that prevait 

Are mealur’d, not by weight, but tale, 





As in all great and crowded fairs 
Moniters and puppetplays «re wares 
Which in the lefs will sot go off, 
Becaule they have not moncy enough 5 
So men an princes’ courts will pais,” 
‘That will not in another place. 








Loarcrans ufc to clap a propofition, 

As juices do criminals, in prifon, 

And in as Iearn’d authentic nonfenfe writ 

The names of all their moods ana figares fit : 

| Fura logician ’s one that kas been broke 
To rid ard pace his reafon by the book, 
And by their rules, and precepts, and examples, 
To put his wits into a kind of trammels. ; 





Tuos® get the leaft that take the greatch pains, 
But moft of ali i’ th’ drudgery of brains ; 

A nat’ra! fien of weaknefs, as an ant 

1s more }uboricus than an elephant; 

And children are more bufy at their play 

than thole that witely'ft pafs their ume away, 





Att the inventions that the werld contains, 
Were not by reafon firft found out, nor brains; 
But pots for theirs who had the luck to light 
Upon them by miftake or overfights A 
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PPON AVARICE. 


As.mifers their own laws enjoin And though he can produce more fpankera 
‘To weat vo pockets in the mine, Than all the ufurers and bankers, 

For fear they fhou'd the ore purloin : Yet after more and more he hankers ; 

So he that toils and labours hard And after all his pains are done, 

‘I'o yain, and what he gets has fpar’d, Has nothing he can call his own, Fy 

13 from the ufe of all debarr’d, Buc amere livelihood alone. 





DESCRIPTION 


OF HOLLAND. 


A country that draws fifty foot of water, That dwell in thips, like fwarms of rate, and prey 
in which men live as in the hold of Nature, Upon the goods ail nations’ flects convey ; 

And when the fea does in upon them break, And whentheir merchants are blownuyand crackt, 
Ard drowns a province, does but {pring a leak} | Whele towns are caft away in ftorms, and wreckt, 
Tha always ply the pump, and never think | That feed, like Cannibals, on other fithes, 

They can be fafe, but at the rate they tink ; | And ferve their coufin-germans up in dithes; 
That live as if they had been run aground, { Aland that rides at anchor, and is moor'd, 


And, when they dic, are caft away and drown'd ; | In which they do not live, but go aboard. 








TO HIS MISTRESS. 
Do not unjuttly blame In its own afhes it defign'd 
My guiltlefs breatt, For ever to have Jain; 
For vent'ring to difclofe a famg Bat that my fighs, like blafts of wind, 


-h had fo jong fuppreft, Made ig break out again, 


6e TO HIS MISTRESS, 











= 2 — 

TO THE SAME. 

‘ Do not mine affection flight, . Your breafts have fnow without, and fnow within 
*Caufe my locks with age are white t While flames of fire in your bright eyes are feen, 








: EPIGRAM 


ON A CLUB OF SOTS. 


Tur jolty members of a toping club, | And in a clofe confederacy link, 
: Like pipeftaves, are but hoop’d into a tub, For nothing cife but only to hold drink; 
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Bear me, oh! bear me to fequefter’d feenes, 

‘The bow’ry mazes, and furrounding greens ; 

‘To Thames’s banks, which fragrant breezes fill, 

Or where ye Mufes fpurt on Cooper’s Hill. 

(On Cooper's Hill eternal wreaths fhall grow 

While lafts the mountain, or while Thames hall flow, )—= 
Here his firft lays majeftic DENHAM fung; 

There the laft numbers fow'd from Cowley’s tongue.— 
Who now fhall charm the fhadas where Cowley ftrang 
His living harp, and lofy DENHAM fung? 
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EDINBURGH: 
PRINTED EY MUNDELL AND SON, PARLIAMENT STAIRS, 


Anno 1793, 
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Or the hiftory of Sir John Denham very little is known. He was born at Dublin in 1615, and was 
the only fon of Sir John Denham of Little Horfley in Effex, fome time Chief Baron of the Exchee 
quer in Ireland, and one of the Lords Juftices of that kingdom, by Eleanor, daughter of Sir Garret 
Moore, Baron of Mellefont, In 1617, upon his father’s being made one of the Barons of the Ex« . 
chequer in England, our Author was brought from the place of his nativity, and received his grams 
matical education in London. , 

In 1631, being then fixteen years of age, young Denham was cntered a Gentleman Commoner in 
Trinity College, Oxford 

He refided three years in the univerfity; and, after going through his academical exercifes, waa 
admitted to the degree of Bachelor of Arts. He had afterwards chambers in Lincoln’s Inn, and 
for fome time profecuted the Common Law with fufficicnt appearance of application, yet from pro= 
penfity to gaming, was frequently plundered by gambiers. However, being feverely chid by his 
father, who threatened to difinherit him if he did not reform, he profeffed, and perhaps believed, 
himfelf reclaimed; and, to teRtify the fincerity of his Tepentance, wrote and publifhed an Effay upon 
Gaming, which he prefented to his father, to convince him of his dereftation of it. Notwithftanding 
this, his father dying in 1638, he was fo imprudent as to fquandcr away feveral thoufands in gratify- 
ing a paffion which he feemingly fo much deretted, 

He feems to have divided his fludies between jaw and poetry ; for in 3636 he tranflated the fecond, 
book of the AEncids 

In 1641 he publithed the Sophy, which was aed at 9 private houfe in Blackfriars with reat ap- 
plaufe. This feems to have given him his fir claim to public attention, . 

He €yas foun after pricked for High Sheriff of the county of Surrey, having an eftate at Egham ig 
that county, and appointed Governor of Farnham Caftle; but his kill in military affairs not being 
extenfive, he refined that charge, and went to King Charles I, then at Oxford, where, in 1643, he 
publifhed Cooper’s Hill. 

‘Nhis poem had fuch reputation as to excite the common artifice by which envy degrades excel. | 
Tence; a report was fpread that the performance was not his own, but that he had bought it of a 
vicar for forty pounds, The fame attempt was made to rob Addifon of his Cato, and Pope of his Ef- 
fay on Criticifin, 

Tn 1647 the diftreffes of the Royal family required him ¢: -gage in more dangerous employments, 
He was intrufted by the-Queen with a me flage to the King. who was then in the Lands of the army 5 
and, by whatever means, fo far toftenice: «Le ferecity af Bagh Poters, thot, by hes interceffion, adn: i= 
miffion was procured, OF the King’s coudeiceution he bas gives an accognt- in the Dedication to 
be worl, 
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After this he was employed in carrying on the King’s correfpondence ; and, as he fays, difcharged 
this office with great fafety to the Royalifts; and being afterwards difcovered by the adverfe party’s 
knowledge of Mr. Cowley’s hand, he happily efeaped. 

In April 1648, he conveyed James Duke of York (then under the tuition of Algernon Earl of 
Northumberland) from London into France, and delivered him to the Queen and Prince of Wales. 
This year he publithed his tranflation of Cato Major. 

He now refided'in France, as one of the followers of the exiled King; and, to divert the melan- * 
choly of their condition, was fometimes enjoined by his mafter to write occafional verfes. 

about this time Mr. Denham was joined with William, afterwards Lord Crofts, in an embafly from 
Charles UL. to the King of Poland. Whilft in Poland he and Lord Crofts procured a contribution of 
ten thou‘and pounds from the Scots who traded in that kingdom. 

Mr. Denham returned into England about the year 1652, and what eflate the civil war and the 
gamefters had left bim being fold by order of the Parliament, he was kindly entertained by the Earl 
of Pembroke at Wilton, with whom he continued near twelve months. 

At the Reftoration, he obtained the reward of his loyalty, being made Surveyor of the King’s Build- 
ings; and, at the covenation of Charles 11. was dignified with the order of the Bath. 

After the Reftoration he wrote the Poem upon Prudence and Juftice, and other pieces. Being a 
man vf picty, he confecrated his poetical powers to religion, and made a metrical verfion of the 
Pialms of David. In this attempt he failed ; but in facred poetry few have fucceeded. 

From the indulgence of his royal mafter, joined to public efteem, there was reafon to hope our Au- 
thor might now ‘be happy; bet human felicity is thore and uncertain : upon fome difcontent arifing from 
afecond marriage, Sir John Denham became difordered in his underftanding ; but, recovering from that 
diforder, he continued in great efteem for his poetical abilities, not only at court, but with ail perfons 
of tafte ard erudition; for he afterwards wrote his excellent poem upon the death of Cowley. 
Butler lampooned him for his lunacy; but it is not known whether the malignant lines were then 
made public, nor what provocation incited Butler to do that which no provocation can excufe. 

Sir John Denham died at his office near Whitehall in March 1668, and was interred in Weftmins 
fter-Abbey, near the tomb of Chaucer, Spenfer, and Cowley. 








JO THE KING. 




















Aprren the delivery of your Royal father’s perfon 
into the hands of the army, I unuertukisg to the 
Qucen-mo:her that I would find fome means to 
get accefs to him, fhe was pleafed to fend me; and 
by the help of Hugh Peters f got my admittance, 
aud coming well inftructed from the Queen, (his 
Majefty having been kept jong in the dark) he 
was pleafed to dilcuurfe very freey with me of 
the whole ftate of hisanairs. But, Sir, I will not 
launch into an hiftery inttead of an epiftle. One 
morning waiting ou him at Caufham, fmiling up- 


on me, he faid he could tell me fome news of my~ ; 
felf, which was, that he had fcen fome verfes of 


mine the evening before, (being thofe to Sir Ry 
Fanthaw) and atking me whcn I made them, I 
® told him two or three ycars fince. He was pleafed 
to fay, chat haviag never feen them hefore, he 
was afriud I had written them fince my return ine 
to England; and though he liked them well, he 
would advife me to write no more; alleging chat 
when men arc young, and have little elit to do, 
they might vent the overilowings of their fancy 
that way; but when they were thought fit for 


mort ferious empluyments, if they fall perfitttd | 


in that courfe, it weuld look as if they minded not 
the way td any better. 

Whereupon I ftood correéted as long as T had 
the honour to wait upon him; and at his deyar- 
tere from Hampton-Court he was pleafed to com- 
mand me to {tay privately at London, to fend to 
him and receive from him all his letters fron: and 
to all his correfpondents at home and abroad ; and 
1 was fornithed with nine feviral 2 phers in order 
to it; which I trait | performed with great fafety to 
the perfons with whom we correfponded : but a- 
buut aine months after, being ditcovered by their 
knowiedge ot Mr. Cowley’s hand, | ha; pily efeayed 
both for myle.f and thole that held currelpondcnce 
with me. “That time wa te hut and bufy for 
fuch idse {pecuiations: buc acer £ had the good 
fortenc to wait uper yors iviyelty in Holland and 
France, you were pleated fmetinies to give me ar= 
Suments to divert aod put off the evil hours of our 





T banifment, which now and then fell not fhort off 
| your Majefty’s expectation 
i After, when your Majetty, departing from St. 
' Germams to Jerfey, was pleafed freely (without 
my afking) to confer upon me that place wherein 
| 1 have now the honour to ferve you, I then gave 
{ over poetical lines, and made it my bufinels to 
| draw fuch others as might be more ferviceable to 
your Majefty, aad [ hope more laiting. Since \hat 
time ? never difobeyed my cid mafter’s commands 
; till this furumer at the Wells, my retirement there 
pting me to divert thofe melancholy thoughts 
which the new apparitions of forcign invafion and 
| Comeftic difcontent gave us : but thefe clouds being 
| now happily biown over, and our fun clearly shining 
; out again, 1 have recovered the relapfe, it being 
fufpected that it would have proved the epidemical 
difeafe of age, which is apt to fall hack into the 
! follies of youth : yet Soerates, Ariftotle, and Cato, 
j did the fame; and Scaliger faith, that fragment of 
| Arifotle was beyond any thing that Pindar or Ho= 
j mer ever wrote. ft will not call shis a Dedication, 
i for thofe cy iitles are commonly greater abfurditiea 
than any that come after: for what author can 
reafonabiy believe, that fixing the great namic of 
fome cminent patron in the forehead sf his book 
can charm away cenfure, und that the firft leaf 
Should be a curtain to draw over und hide all the 
deformities that fland behind it? asther have f 
any necd of {uch fhitts, tor mofk of che parts of this 
| body have already had your Majelly’s view; and 
ha ing paft the tet of fo clear ana fharp-fighicd a 
judgment, which hes as good a title to give law in 
matters of this nature as in any other, they who 
fhali prefume to diffext from your Majetty willdo 
mere wrong tu ther own judgniene than their 
Judgizest can do to me. and for the{ jatter parts 
whch have net yet received your Mujelty s faa 
vourable afp.st, if th y who have feen them do 
not flatter me, (for | dare not rruft my own judg= 
ment) they will make it appear that it is net with 
‘fh mich of mankind, who sever forlake 
darling vices till their vices forfake thems 
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and that this divorce was not frigiditatis caufa, but . of being nimis pica; and therefare T fhall teke iy 


an act of choice, and not of neceflity. Therefore, 
Sir, I fhall only cail it an Humble Petition that 


your Majefty will pleafe to pardon this new amour | 


to my old miftrefs, and my difobedience to his com- 
mands to whofe memory I look up with great re- 
verence and devotion: and making a ferious re- 
ficGion upon that, wife adwice, it carrics much 
greater weight with it now than when it was gi- 
ven; for when age and experience has fo ripened 
man’s ducretion as te make it fit for ufe, either in 
private or public affairs, nothing blafts and corrupts 
the fruit of it fo much as the empty airy reputativa 


leave of the Mutes, as two of my predeceffors did, j 
faying, 
«© Spleadidus longum valedico nugls. 
* thc verfus et caetera ludicra pus.” 
Your Majefty’s moft faithful 
and loyal fubject, and moi ‘ 
dutiful and devoted fervant, 


40, DENHAM. 
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Sone there are poets which did never dream 
VUpo  Paruaffus, nor did tafte the ftream 
OF Helicon; we therefore may fuppofe 
‘Shote made not pocts, but the poets thofe, 
And as courts make not kings, but kings the court, 
So where the Mules and their train refort, 
Parnaffus ftands; if { can be to thee 
A poeg, thou Parnaflus art to me. 
Nor wonder if (advantag’d in my flight, 
By taking wing from thy aufpicious height) 

= ‘Through untrac’d ways and airy paths I fly, 
More beundlefs in my fancy than my cye; 
My cye, which fwift as thought contracis the {pace 
‘That lies between, and firfl faiutes the place 
Crown'd with that freved pile, fo vaft, fo high, 
‘That whether ‘tis a part of earth or tky 
Uacertain feems, and may be thought a proud 
Alpiring mountain, or defcending cloud ; 
Paul’, the late theme of fuch a Mufe *, whofe 

flight 
Has bravely reach'd and foar’d above thy height ; 
Now fhalt thou ftand, though fword, or time or 
fire, 
Or zeal, more fierce than they, thy fall con[pire, 
Secure, whilt thee the belt of pacts fings, 
Proferv’d fcom ruin by the best of kings. 
‘Under his proud furvey the City lies, 
And like a mift beneath a hill doth rife, 
“Whofe ftateand wealth, the bu?nefs and the crowd, 
Seems at this diftance but a darker cloud, 
And is, to him who rightly things cfteems, 
No other in cffe@ than what it feems ; 
‘Where, with like haite, though feveral ways, they 
run, 

Some to undo, and fome to be undone; 
White luxury and wealth, like war and peace, 
Are each the other’s ruin and inereafe; 





Oh! happinefs of (weet retir’d content 
To be at once fecure and innocent. 
Windfor the next (where Mars with Venus dwells, 
Beauty with flrength) above the valley {wells 
Into my eye, and doth itfelf prefent 
With fuch an eafy and unforc'd afcent, 
That no flupend’ous precipice denies 
Accefs, no horror turns away our eyes 5 
But fuch a rife as doth at once invite 
A pleafure and a rev'rence from the fight : 
‘Thy mighty mafer’s emblem, in whofe face 
Sat mceknels, heighten’d with majettic grace ; 
Such feems thy gentle height, made only proud 
‘Yo be the bafis of that pompous load, 
Than which a nobler weight no mountain bear; 
But Atlas only, which fupports the fpheres. 
When Nature’s hand this ground did thus advance, 
Twas guided by a wiles*pow’'r than Chance ; 
Mark’d out for fuch an ule, as if t’were meant 
T’ invite the builder, and his choice prevent, 
Nor can we call it choice, when what we choofe 
Folly or blindnefs only could refufe. 
Acrown of fuch majeftic towers doth grace 
‘The god's great mother, when her heav’nly race 
Do homage to her; yet fhe cannot boaft, 
Aniong that nunv'rous and celeftial hoft, 
Mire heroes than can Windinr; nor doth Fane's 
Immortal book recard more noble names. 
Not to leck back fo far, to whom this ifle 
Owes the firtt glory of fo brave a'pile, 
Whether to Czfar, Albana&, or Brute, 
‘The Britifh Arthur, or the Danifh C'nute; 
iC Though this of old na lefs conteft did move 
1 ‘han when for Homer's birth feven cities ftrove) 
(J.ike him in birth, thou fhouldit be like in fame, 
Ais thine his fate, if mine had bca his flame) 
But wholne’er it was, Naturc defign'd 
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But thee, great Edward ! and thy greater fon *, 
(The Jilics which his father wore he won} 
And thy Bellona ¢, whe the confort came 
Not only to thy bed but to thy fame, 
She to thy triumph led one captive king $, 
And brought that fonwhich did the fecond § bring; 
Then didfi thou found tha: Order (whether love 
Or vidtory thy royal thoughts did move :) 
Each was a noble caufc, and nothing lefs 
‘Than the defign has becn the ereat fuccefs, ” 
Which foreign kings and cmperors efteem 
‘The fecond honour ro their diadem. 
Had thy great Delriny but given thee {kill 
To know, as well as pow'r to act her will, 
"Phat fiom thofe kings, who then thy captiveswere, 
In after-times fhuvld fpring a royal pair 
Who fhoult pofless all that thy mighty pow’s, 
Or thy aefires mor n:ighty, did devour ; 
‘To whom their better tece referves whate’er 
"The vidor hopes for or the vanquilh d fear : 
"That blond which thou and thy great grandfirefhed, 
And all that fince thefe fitter nations bled, 
Had been un!pilt, and happy Edward known 
* That all the blocd he f{piic bad been his own. 
When he that patron chofe in whom are join’d 
Soldier and martyr, aud his arms coniin’d 
‘Within the azure circle, he did feem 
But to forctel and prophely of him 
Who to his rewms that azure round hath join’d, 
‘Which Nature for their bouad at fir defign’d; 
"That bound which to the world’s extremeft ends, 
Endlefs itfelt, its liquid arms extends. 
Nor doth he need thofe emblems which we paint, 
But is himfelf the foldier and the faint. 
Here fhould my wonder dwell, and here my praife; 
But my fix’d thoughts my wand’ring eye betrays, 
Viewing a neighb’:ing hill. whofe top of late 
A chapel crown’d, ull in the common fate 
‘Th’ adjoining abbey fell. (May no fuch ftorm 
‘Fall on our times, where ruin mutt reform !) 
‘Tell me, my Mufe! what monttrous dire ofince, 
‘What crime, could any Chriftian king incenfe 
‘To fuch a rage? Was ’t luxury or lui? 
‘Was he fo temperate, fo chafte, fo juft ? [more; 
‘Were thefe their crimes? they were his own much 
But wealth is crime enough to him tl.xt’s poor, 
Who having fpent the treafures of his crown, 
Condemns their luxury to feed his own; 
And yet this a&, to varnith o'er the fhame 
Of facrilege, mult bear devotion’s name, 
No crime fo bold but weuld be underftuod 
A real, or at leaft a feemine good, 
‘Who fears rot co do ill, yet feats the name, 
And, free from confciency, is 4 flave to fame. 
. Thus he the church at once protects and Spoils; 
But princes’ {words are fharper than their ftyles + 
And thus to th’ ages pa(t he makes amends, 
Their charity defltoys. theie fuith detends. 
‘Then did Religion in a fazy cell, 
In empty airy contemplations dwell, 
Aad like the bloc unmuved lay; but ours, 
Asmuch too adiive, like the fork devours. 
Ys thore no temp'rate repion can he known 
Betwixt cheis Frigid end oue Vorid zone ? 
* Fdward TE ard the Black Prince, 
F Queen Philippa, 
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| Could we not wake from that lethargic dream, 
But to be refilefs in 2 worfe extreme? 
And for that lethargy was there no cure 
But to be caft into a calenture ? 
Can knowledge have no hound, but moft advance 
So far, to make us with for ignorance, 
And rather in the dark to grope our way 
"Than led by a falfe guide to err by day? 
Who fees theic difmal heaps but would demand 
What barbarous invader fack’d the land ? 
But when he hears no Goth, ne ‘lurk, did bring 
‘This deflation, but a Chriftian king; 
When nothing but the name of zeal appears 
"EP wixt our beft actions and the worft of theirs; 
What docs he think our facrilege would fpare, 
When fuch th’ cifeéts of our devotions arc? 
Parting from thence ’twixt anger, fhame, and fear, 
Thoie for what's paft,and this for what’s too near, 
My cyc defending from the Hill, furveys 
Ww ‘Thames among the wanton vallies ftrays. 
Thames! the moft lov’d of all the Ocean’s fons, 
By his old fire, to his embraces runs, 
Hatting to pay his tribute to the fea, 
Like nrbrtal life to meet cternity ; 
‘Though with thofe itreams he no refemblance hold, 
Whole foam is amber, and their gravel gold s 
His genuine and lefs guilty wealth t’ explore, 
Search not his bottom, but furvey his fhore, 
O’er which he kindly fpreads his fpacious wing, 
And hatches plenty for th’ enfuing {pring ; 
Nor then deitroys it with too fond a flay, 
Like mothers which their infants overlay ; 
Nor with a fudden and impezuous wave, 
Like profute kings, refumes the wealth he gave, 
No unexpected inundations fpoil 
The mower’s hopes, nor mock the ploughman’s 
But godlike his unweary'd bounty flows; [toils 
Firft loves to do, then leves the good he does. 
Nor are his bleflings to his banks confin’d, 
But free and common as the fea or wind ; 
When he, to boaft or to difperfe his ftores, 
Full of the tributes of his grateful fhores, 
Vifits the world, and in his flying tow'rs 
Br'ngs home to us, and makes both Indies ours; 
Finds wealth where ’tis, beftows it where it wants, 
Cities in deferts, woods in cities, plants. 
So that to us no thing, no place, is ftrange, 
While his fair bofom is the world’s exchange. 
O could I flow like thee! and make thy flrean 
My great example, as it is my theme5 
‘Though deep yet clear, though gentle yet not dull; 
Strong without rage, without o’erflowing full. 
Heav'n her Eridanus no more shall boaft, 
Whofe fame in thine, like leffer current, ’s loft : 
Thy nobler ftreams fhall vifit Jove’s abodes, 
‘To thine among the ftars*, and bathe the gads, 
Here Nature, whether more intent to pleafe 
Us for herlelf with flrange varieties, 
(For things of wonder give no lefs delight 
‘Fe the wife Maker’s than beholder’s fights 
‘though thefe dclights from feveral caufes move, 
For fo our children, thus our friends, we love) 
Wifely the knew the harmony of things, 
As wall ag that of founds, from difcord frripgs. 

* The Foret, 
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Such was the difcord which did firit difperfe 
Form, order, beauty, through the univerfe ; 
While drynefs moifture, coldnefs heat refitts, 
All that we have, and that we are, fubfifts ; 
While the fteep horrid roughnefs of the wood 
Strives with the gentle calmnefs of the flood, 
Such huge extremes when Nature doth unite, 
Wonder from thence refults, from thence delight. 
‘The ftream is fo tranfparent, pure, and clear, 
"Phat had the felf-cnamour’d youth + gaz’d here, 
So fatally deceiv’d he had not been, 
While he the bottom, not his face, had feen. 
But his proud head the airy mountain hides 
Among the clouds; his fhoulders and his fides 
A fhady maatle clothes; his curled brows 
Frown on the gentle ftream, which calmly flows, 
‘While winds and ftorms his lofty forehead beat 5 
“be common fate of all that’s high or great. 
J.ow at his foot a fpacious plain is plac’d, 
Between the mountain and the ftream embrac'd, 
Which fhade and fhelter from the Hill derives, 
While the kind river wealth and beauty gives, 
And in the mixture of all thefe appears 
Varicty, which all the reft endears. 
‘This fcene had fome bold Greck or Britifh bard 
Beheld af old, what ftories had we heard 
Of Fairies, Satyrs, and the Nymphs their dames, 
‘Their feafts, their revels, and their am’rous flamcs? 
*Tis ftill the fanie, although their airy fhape 
All but a quick poetic fight efcape. 
‘There Faunus and Sylvanus keep their courts, 
And thither all the horned hoft reforts 
‘Yo graze the ranker mead ; that noble herd 
On whofe fublime and fhady fronts is rear'd 
Nature's great mafterpiece, to fhew how foon 

. Great things are made, but fooner are undone, 
Here have { feen the King, when great affairs 
Gave lexve to flacken and unbend his cares, 
Attended to the chafe by all the flow’r 
Of youth, whofe hopes a nobler prey devour 5 
Pleafure with praife and danger they would buy, 
And with a foe that would not only fly. 
The ftag now confcious of his fatal growth, 
At once indulgent to his fear and floth, . 
"Lo fome dark covert his retreat had made, 
‘Where nor man’s eye, nor heaven’s fhould invade 
His foft repofe; when th’ unexpected found 
Of dogs and men his wakeful car does wound. 
Rouz'd with the noife, he fearce believes his ear, 
Willing to think th’ iljufions of his fear 
Had given this falfe alarm, but ftraight his view 
Confirms that more than ali he fears is true, 
Betray'd in all his ftrengths, the wood befet, 
All inftruments, all arts of ruin met, 
He calls to mind his ftrength, and then his {pecd, 
His winged heels, and then his armed head; 
With thefe ¢’ avoid, with that his fate to meet; 
But fear prevails, and bids him truft his fect. 
So falt he flies, that his reviewing eye 
Ilas loft the chafers, and his car the cry; 
Lxulting, till he finds their nobier fente 
‘Yheir difproportion’d fpeed doth recompenfe 5 


; + Narcigus. 
I 
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Then curfes his confpiring feet, whofe fcent 
Betrays that fafety which their {wiftnels lent + 
Then tries his friends ; among the bafer herd, 
Where he fo lately was obey'd and fear’d, 

His fafety feeks : the herd, unkindly wife, 

Or chafes him from thence or from him flies. 

Like a declining ftatefman, left forlorn 

To his friends’ pity, and purfuers’ corn, 

With fhame remembers, while himfelf was one * 
OF the fame herd, himfclf the fame had done. 
Thence to the coverts and the confcious groves, 
The feenes of his paft triumphs and his loves, 
Sadly furveying where he rang'd alone, 

Prince of the foil,and all the herd his own, 

And like a bold knight-errant dij proclaim 
Combat to all, and bore away the dame, 

And taught the woods to echo to the fiream 

His dreadful challenge, and his clafhing beam 5 

Yet faintly now declines the fatal ftrife, 

So much his love was dearer than his life. 

Now ev'ry leaf, and ev’ry moving breath 

Prefents a foe, and ev'ry foc a death. 

Weary’d, forfaken, and purfu’d, at laft 

All fafety in defpair of fafety plac’d, 

Courage he thence refumes, refolv'd to bear 

All their sffaults, fince ’tis in vain to fear. 

And now, too late, he wifhes for the fight 

That ftrength he wafted in ignoble flight ; 

But when he fees the cager chace renew'd, 

Himfelf by dogs, the dogs by men purfu'd, 

He ftraight revokes his bold refolve, and more 
Repents his courage than his fear before ; 

Finds that uncertain ways unfafcft are, 

And doubt a greater mifchief than defpair. 

Then to the ftream, when neither friends, nor force, 
Nor fpeed, nor art, avail, he thapes his courfe ; 
Thinks not their rage fo defp’rate to effay 

An clement more mercilefs than they. 

But fearlefs they purfue, nor can the flood 

Quench their dire thirft: alas ! they thirit for blood, 
So t’wards a ship the oar-finn’d gallies ply, 

Which wanting fea to ride, or wind to fly, 

Stands but to fall reven@'d on thofe that dare 
Tempt the laft fury of extreme defpair. 

So fares the ftag ; among th’ enraged hounds 
Repels their force, and wounds returns for wounds: 
And asa hero, whom his bafer foes 

In troops furround, now thefe affails, now thofe, 
‘Though prodigal of life, difdains to die 

By common hands; but if he can defery 

Some nobler foe approach, to him he calls, 

And begs his fate, and then contented fails. 

So when the King a mortal fhaft lets fly 

From his unerring hand, then glad to die, 

Proud of the wound, to it refigns his blood, 

And ftains the cryftal with a purpl 
‘This a more innocent and bappy 
"Phan when of old, but in the te 
Vair Liberty purfu'd t, and ny 
"To lawlefs Power, here turn’d, and ftood at bay 
When in that remedy all hope was plac'd 
Which was, or fhould have been at leaf, the laa, 
U ij 


+ Runny Mead, where the Magna Charta wa! 
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Here was that Charter feal’d wherein the crown { And popular {fway, by forcing kings to give 





All marks of arbitrary power Jays down ; More than was fit for fudjedts to receive, 
"Tyrant and flave, thofe names of hate and fear, Ran tothe fame extremes; and one excefs 
‘The happier flyle of king and fubjeg bear: Made both, by firiving to be greater, tele. 
Happy when both to the fame centre move, When a calm river, rais’d with fndden rains, 
‘When kings give liberty and fubjedts love. Or fnows diffolv’d, o’erflows th’ adjoining plains, 
‘Therefore rot long in force this Charter food; | The hufbendmen with high-rais’d banks fecure- 
‘Wanting that feal, it maft be feal’d in blood. "Pheir greedy hopes, and this he can endure ; 

+ The subjects arm’d, the more their princes gave, | Butif with bays and dams they ftrive to force 
‘Th’ advantage only took the more to ; His channel to a new or narrow courfe, 
"Till kings, by giving, give themselves away, No longer then within his banks he dwells, 


And ev’n that power that fhould deny betray, Firft to a torrent, then a deluge, {wells ; 

« Who gives conftrain’d, but his own fear reviles,; Stronger and fiercer by reftraint, he roars, 

* Not thank’d, but fcorn’d; nor are they gifts,) And ‘knows tio bound, but makes his pow’r his 
but {poi shores. 

"Thus kings, by ing more than they could huld, 

Firft made their fubjects by oppreffion bold ; 

















ON THE EARL OF STRAFFORD’s 


TRIAL AND DEATH. 


Garar Stafford ! worthy of that name, though all { Now private pity flrove with public hate, 


Of thee could be forgotten but thy fall, Reuafon with rage, and eloquence with fate. 

Crufh'd by imaginary treafon’s weight, Now they could him, if he could them, forgive; ~ 
Which too much merit did accumulate, He’s not too guilty, but too wile, to live : 

As chemifts gold from brafs by fire would draw, | Lefs feemthofe facts which Treafon’s nicknamebore 
Pretexts are into reafon forg’d by law. ‘Than fuch a fear'd ability for more, 

His wifdom fuch, at once it did appear They after death their fears of him exprefs, 


“Three kingdoms’ wonder, and threckingdoms’ fear, ; His innocence and their own guilt confefs. 
Whilit fingle he ftood forth, and feem’d, although | Their legiflative frenzy they repent, 


Bach had ag army, as a equal foe. Enadting it fhould make no precedent. 

Such was his force of eloquence, to make "This fate he could have ’fcap’d, but would not lofe 
"The hearers more concern’d chan he that fpake. Honour for life, but rather nobly chofe 

Each feemi'd to act that part he came to fee, Death from their fears than fafety from his own, 
‘And none was more a looker-on than he. ‘That his laft a¢tion all the reft might crown. 


So did he move our paflions, fome were known 
‘Ta with, for the defence, the cryne their own. 


ON LORD CROFT’s JOURNEY, &, oy 








ON MY LORD CROFTS’ 
AND MY JOURNEY INTO PQLAND, 


From whence we brought 10,0091. for bis Majey, by the decinatior, 
of bis Scottifh fubje&s there, 


i 
"Tox, tole, 
Gentle bell! for the foul 
Of the pure ones in Pole, 
Which are damn'd in our ferolls 
Ite 
Who having felt a touch 
OF Cockram’s greedy clutch, 
Which though it was not mush, 
¥ct their ftubbornefs was fuch, 
Ih, 
‘That when we did arrive, 
*Gaintt the ftream we did ftrive ; 
‘They would neither lead nor drive ; 
iv. 





Nor lend 
An car to a friend, 
Nor an anfwer would fend 
‘To our letter fo well penn’d; 
yw 
Nor affift our affairs 
With their monies nor their warce, 
As their anfwer now declares, 
But only with their prayers. 
Vie 
Thus they did perfift, 
id what they lit, 
Tili the diet was difin 
But then our breech they kif, 
Vil, 








For when 
mov'd there and then 
They fhould pey one in ten, 
"Fhe dict faid, Amen. 
vin. 
And becaufe they are loath 
‘Yo difcover the irath, 
They muft give word and oath, 
Though they will forfeit both, 
as 








Thus the conititution | 
Condemns them every one 
from the fgset to the for, 








x. 
Cut John 
(Out friend) Molleffen 
‘Vheught us to have outgone 


Wiha quaint invention, 
xh 
Like the prophets of yore, 
Me complein’d long before 
Of the hicfs in Rore, 
Aye, and thrice as much more ¢ 
XII, 
And with that wicked lic 
A letter they came by 
From our King’s Majefty. 
Xi, 





Bat Fate 
Breught the Ictter too late ; 
Twas of too old a date 
To relieve their danin’d ftate. 
Xive 
‘The letter ’s to be feen, 
With feal of wax fo green, 
At Dantzig where ’t has been 
Turn’d into good Latin, 
xv. 
Ret he that gave the hint 
“Vhis letter for te pritit 
Mutt alfo pay his ftint. 
xvi. 
That trick, 
Had it come in the nick, 
Had touch’d us to the quick ; 
But the meffenger fell fick. 
XViy 
Had it later been wrote, 
And fooner been brought, 
They had got what they fought ; 
But now it ferves for nought, 
xvas. 
On Sandys * they ran aground, 
And our return was crown'd 
With full ten thoufand pow 
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67E ON KILLIGREW AND MURREY. 





ON MR, THO. KILLIGREW'’S 


RETURN FROM VENICE, 


AND MR. WILLIAM MURREY’S 


FROM SCOTLAND. 


re 
Ger refiden 
Fron®Veni ¢ 
And hath left the ftatefman behind lim; 
"Yalks at the fame pitch, 
1s as wile, is as rich; 
And juft where you left him you find him. 
We 
But who fays he was not 
A man of much plot 
May repent that falfe accufation 5 
Having plotted and penn’d 
Six plays, to attend 
‘The farce of his negotiation. 
iin 











Before you were told 

How Satan * the old 

Came here with a beard to his middle; 
‘Though he chang’d face and name, 
Old Will was the fame, 

wAt the noife of a can and a fiddle. 


* Mr W. Murrey. 


IV. 
‘Thefe ftatefmen, you believe, 
Scnd Straight for the fhrieve, 
For he is one too, or would be 5 
But he drinks no wine, 
Which is a fhrewd fign 
‘That all’s not fo well as it fhould be. 


ve 
Thefe three, when they drink, 
How little do they think 
Of banifhment, debts, or dying ? 
Not old with their years, 
Nor cold with their fears, 
But their angry ftars ftill defying. 
vie 
Mirth makes them not mad, 
Nor fobriety fad; 
But of that thcy are feldom in danger = 
At Paris, at Remie, 
At the Hague, they ‘re at home; 
"Phe good fellow is uo where a ftranger. 














ON MR. ABR. COWLEY’S DEATH, 


AND BURIAL AMONGST THE ANCIENT POETS. 






cer, like the morning far, 
covers day from far 5 

Lig light thofe mitts and clouds diffolw’é 
‘Which our dark nation iong involv'd 5 
But he defvending to tJ. thades, 
Darknels again th 
Next (like Aurera 
Whole purple bluth dle day forethews 5 
other three with fis own fires 
ost’s god, tnfpirce 5 












By Shakefpeare’s, Johnfon's, Fletcher's, lincs, 
Our ftage’s luftre Rome’s outfhines. 

‘Vhefe poets near our princes fleep, 

And in ene grave their manfion kos. 

‘They liv’d tu fee fo many days, 

Till time had biafted all their bays: 

But carfed be the fatal hear 

That pluck’d the fairuft, fweetelt, flower 
‘Phat im the ’ garden grew, 









{ And amongft wither’d laureis threw ¢ 
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Time, which made them their fame outlive, 
To Cowley fcarce did ripenels give. 

Old mother Wit, and Nature, gave 
Shakefpeare and Fletcher all they have; 
In Spenfer, and in Jobnfon, Art 

Of flower Nature got the ftart ; 

But both in him fo equal are, 

None knows which bears the happieft fhare. 
‘To him no author was uriknown, 

Yet what he wrote was all his own: 

He melted not the ancient gold, 

Nor, with Ben, Johnfon, did make bold 
To plunder all the Roman ftores 

Of poets and of orators. 

Horace’s wit and Virgil’s late 

He did noe fteal, but emulate; 

And when he would ike them appear, 
Their garb but not their clothes did wear. 
He not from Rome alone, but Greece, 
Like Jalon, brought the Golden Fleece : 
‘To him that language (though to none 
Of th’ others) as his own was known. 

‘Ona fff gale (as Flaccus* fings) 

“Khe Thcban fwan extends his wings, 
When through th’ ethereal clouds he flies; 
To the fame pitch our {wan doth rife. 

Old Pindar’s fights by him are reach'd, 
‘When on that gale his wings are ftretch’d, 
His fancy and his judgment fach, 

Each to the other feem'd too much ; 

His fevere judgment (giving law) 

His modeft fancy kept in awe ; 

As rigid hufbands jealous are , 
‘When they believe their wives too fair. 
His Englifh ftreams fo pure did flow, 

As all that faw and tafted know : 

But for his Latin vein, fo clear, 

trong, full, and high, it doth appear f, 


* His Pindarics, + His lat works, 


That were immortal Virgil here, 

‘Him for his judge he would not fears 

OF that great portraiture fo true 

A copy pencil never drew, 

My Mute her fong had ended here, 

But both their Genii ftraight appear 

Joy and amazement her did ftrike ; 

‘Two twins fhe never faw fo like. 

"Twas taught by wife Pythagoras, 

One foul might through more bodies pafs ; 
Sceing fuch tranfmigration there, 

She thought it not a fable here. 

Such a refemblance of all parts, 

Life, death, age, fortune, nature, arts, 
‘Then lights her torch at theirs, to tell 
and fhew the world this parailel : 

Fix’d and contemplative their looks, 

Still turning over Nature's books ; 

Their works chafte, moral, and divine, 
Where profit and delight combine ; 

They, gilding dirt, in noble verfe 

Ruftic philofophy rehearfe. 

When heroes, gods, or godlike kings, 
They praife, on their exalted wings 

To the celeftial orbs they climb, 

And with th’ harmonious {pheres keep time, 
Nor did their aétions fall behind 

‘Their words, but with like candour fbin’d ; 
Each draw fair characters, yet none 

Of thefe they feign’d excels their own, 
Both by two gen’rous princes lov’d, 

Who knew, and judg’d what they approv'd ; 
¥et having cach the fame defire, 

Both from the bufy throng retire. 

Their bodies, to their minds refign’d, 

Car d not to propagate their kind : 

Yet though both fell before their hour, 
Time or their off-pring hath no pow’r : 
Nor fire aor Fate their bays thal} blat, 
Nor death's dark veil their day o’ercaft. 











ON 


MR. JOHN FLETCHER’s WORKS. 


So fhall we joy,when all whom beafts and worms | But now thy Mufe enrag’d, from her urn, 

Have tarn’d to their own fubftances and forms ; Like ghofts of murder’d bodies, does return 
Whom earth to earth, or fire hath chang'd to fire, | T° accufe the murderers, to right the flage, 

We fhall behold more than at firft cntire; And undeceive the long-abufed age, . 
As tiow we do to fecal} thine thy own Which cafts thy praife om them to whom thy wit 
In this my Mafe’s refurrection, {sounds | Gives not mare gold than they give drofs to it; 
Whofe ye 'd parts from thy own race more | Whe not content, like felons, to purloin, 

Hath (4fer'd than A@con from his hounds; | ‘Add treafon to it, and debafe the coin. 











Which firft their brains and then their belly fed But whither an f firay’d? T need not raife : - 
And from their oxcrements new pocts bred. ‘Prophies te thee fiom other men’s difpraife? 
Un iijj 


bis 


Nor is thy fame on Icfler ruins built, 
Nor need thy jufter title the foul guilt 
Of eaftern kings, who, to fecure their reign, 


ON MR. FLETCHER’s WORKS: 


a 


Yet what from Johnfori’s oil and fweat did fow, 
Or what more eafy Nature did beftow 
On Shakefpeare’s gentler Mufe, in thee full grown, 





Mutt have their br: thers, fons, and kindred, flain. | ‘Their graces both appear, yet fo that none 


‘Then was Wit’s cmpire at the fatal height, 
When labouri:g and finking with its weight, 
From thence a thonfand leffer poets fprung, 
Like petty princes from the fall cf Rome; 


When Johnfon, Shakefpearc, and shyfelf, did fit, 


And fway’d m the triumvirate of wit— 


Can fay, here Nature ends and Art begins, 

But snix’d like th’ elements, and bora like twins, 
So interwove, fo like, fo much the fame, . 
None this mere Nature, that mere Art can name, 
*'Twas this the ancients meant : nature and skill 

} Are thé two tops of their Parnaffes’ hill, 


I 











NATURA NATURATA. 


1 
Waat gives us that fantaftic fit, 
That all our judgment and our wit 
‘To vulgar cuflom we fubmit ? 
aay 
Treafon, theft, murder, and all the reft 
fehat foul legion we fo detett, 
Are in their proper names expreft. 
Int. 
Why is it then thought fin or shame 
Thofe neceflary parts to name 
From whence we went, and whe:ce we came? 
qv. 
Nature, whate’er fhe wants, requires 5 
‘With love inflaming our defires, 
Finds engines fit to qugnch thofe fires: - 


ve 
Death the abhors: yet when men die 
We're prefent ; but no ftander-by 
Looks on when we that lofs fupply. 
vie 
Forbidden wares fell twice as dear, 
Ev’n fack prohibited laft year 
Amott abominable rate did bear. 
Vile 
’Tis plain our cycs and cars are nice, 
Only toraife, by that device, 
Of thofe commodities the price. 
Viit. 
Thus rcafon's fhadows us betray, 
By tropes and figures led aftray, 
| From Nature, both her guide and way. 

















FRIENDSHIP AND SINGLE LIFE; 


AGAINST 


LOVE AND MARRIAGE. 


% 
Love! in what poifon ie thy dart 
Dipp’d when it makes a bleeding heart ? 
Nonc know but they who feel the fmart. 
a, 
it is not thou but we are blind, 
~And our corporeal eycs (we find) 
Dazzle the optics of our mind, 


! Ui 
| Love to our éitadel reforts $ 
| Through chofe deceitful fallypovts 
; Our fentinels betray our forts. 

Ww. 2 
} What fubtle witcheraft man conftraiay’ 
| To change his pleafure into pains, 
j Aud all his freedom info chains 7 


er 


FRIENDSHIP AND SINGLE LIFE. G8 


v. 
Muay not a prifon, or a grave, 
Like wedlock, honour’s title have ? 
"Fkat word makes ftec-born man a flave. 
vi. 
How happy he that loves not lives ! 
lim neither hope nor fear deceives 
To Fortune whe no holtage gives. 
vu. 
How unconcern’d in things to come! 
If here uncafy, finds ar Rome, 
At Paris, or Madrid, his home. 
von. 
Secure from low and private ends, 
His life, his zeal, his wealth. at 
His prince, his country, aud his fricnds. 
1X, 
Danger and honour are hisjuy 5 
But a fond wife er wanton boy 
May all thofe gen’rous thoughts deftroy. 





x. 
Then he lays by the public care, 
Thinks of providing for an heir; 
Learns how to get, and how to {pare. 
xr. 
Nor fire, nor foc, nor fate, nor night, 
‘The Trojan hero did affright, 
Who bravely twice renew'd the fight 5 


xu. 
Though ftill his foes in number grew, 
‘Vhicker their darts and arrows flew, 
Yet loft alone no fear he knew. 
beara 
But Death in all her forms appears 
From cv'ry thing he fees and hears 
Tor who he leads and whom he bears *. 
mv. 
Love, making all things elfe his foes, 
Like a fieree torrent overflows 
‘Whatever deth his courfe oppofe, 
Xv, 
This was the caufe, the poets fung, 
‘Thy mother from the fea was fprungs 
Rut they were mad to make thee young. 
xv 
Her father, not her fon, art thou : 
Vrom our defircs our a@tions grow 5 
And from the caufe th’ cffcct mutt flow, 
Xvit. 
Love is as old as place or time ; 
*'Lwas he the fatal tree did climb, 
Grauefire ef father Adam's crime. 
XVILI, 
may"ft thou keep this world in awe 5 
gion, wifdem, honour, saw, 
The tyrant in his triumph draw. 
XIX, 
“Tis he commands the pawers ahove ; 
Phacbus iefigns his darts, and Jove 
Bis thuncer, to the god of Love. 


& Use sathey and fol 
begand fons” 











xx. 
To him doth his feign’d mother yield ; 
Nor Mars (her champion) his flaming thicld 
Guards him, when Cupid takes the field, 
Xxt 
He clips Hope’s wings, whole airy blifg 
Much higher than fruition is, 
But lefs than nothing, if it mifs. 
XXf1. 
When matches love alone projets, 
The cauie tranfeending the chicas, 
‘That wildfire’s quench’d in cold negledas: 
XML 
Whilft thofe corsundtions prove the beft 
Where Love's of blindnefa difpoffer 
By perfpectives of interett, 
xx 
Though Sol’mon with a thoufand wives 
To get a wife fucceffor ftrives, 
But one (and hea fool) furvives. 
XXvV. 
Old Rome of children took no care ; 
They with their friends their beds did thare, 
Secure t'adopt a hopeful heir, 
XXXVI, 
Love drowfy days and itormy nights x 
Makes, und ks friendthip, whofe delights 
Feed, but not glut, cur appetites, 
XXVIL 
Well-chofen friendthip, the moft noble. 
OF virtues, all our joys makes double, 
And into halves divides our trouble. 
XXVIL. 
Put when th’ unlucky knot we tie, 
Cire, av'rice, fear, and jealouly, 
Make fricw uthip languith till ie die. 
XXIX. 
The wolf, the lion, and the bear, 
Ween they their prey in picces tear, 
To quarsel with them(clves forbear : 
EXX, 
Yet tim’rous deer and harmlefs theep, 
When love into their veins doth cIcepy 
‘That law of Natare ceafe to keep, 
AXKIL 
Who then can blame the am’rous bay, 
Who, the fair Helen to enjoy, 
‘Yo quench his own fet fire on Troy ? 
. XXX, 
Such is the world’s prepott’rous fate, 
nongtt all creatures mortal hate 
Love (though immortal) doth create. 
XXXINL 
t Love may beafis excute, for they 
just actions uct by reafon iway, 
But their brute appetites ovey. 
KXXIvV. 
But man’s that favige beait, whole mind, 
og Fealon ty icli-low. declin’d, . 
Delights to precy upon ais kind, 
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A SPEECH AGAINST PEACE 
AT THE 
CLOSE COMMITTEE. 
To the tune of * I went from England.” 
Bor witl you now to peace incline; Becaufe the rebels us’d his name? 
And languifh in the main defign, ‘Though we ourfelves can do the fame, 
And leave us in the lurch? _ While both alike were for him. 
1 would not monarchy deftroy, 
But as the only way t’ cujoy Then the fame fire we kindled here 
‘The guin of the church. With what was given to quench it there, 
And wifcly loft that nation : 
Is not the Bifhops’ bill deny’d, ‘Yo doas crafty beggars ufe, 
And we fill threaten'd to be try’d? To maim themfelves, thereby t’ abufe 
‘You fee the King embraces ‘The fimple man’s compaflion. 
‘Thofe counfels he approv'd before ; 
Nor doth he promiie, which is more, Have { fo often pat between 
‘That we fhall have their placcs. Windfor and Weftminfter unfcen, 
And did myfelf divide, 
. Did I for this bring in the Scot ? To keep his Excellence in awe, 
(For 'tis no fecret now) the plot And give the Parliament the law? 
‘Was Saye’s and mine together. For they knew none befide. 
Did 1 for this return again, 
i And fpend a winter there in vain, Did I for this take pains to teach 
Once more t’ invite them hither ? Our zealous ignarants to preach, 
And did their lungs infpire ; 
"Though more ovr money than our caufe Gave them their texts, fhew’d them their parts, 
"Their brotherly affiftance draws, And taught them ail their little arts 
My labour was not loft. Te ding abroad the fire? 
At my return I brought you thence 
Neceffity, their ftrong pretence, Sometimes to beg, fometimes to threaten, 
And thefe thall quit the coft. And fay the Cavaliers are beaten, 
To flroke the people’s cars 5 
Did I for this my country bring ‘Then ftraight when vidory grows cheap, 
‘Tohelp their knight againft their king, And will no more advance the heap, 
And raife the firft {edition ? ‘Yo raife the price of fears. 
‘Though { the bus’nefs did decline, 
Yet { contriv’d the whole defign, And now the books, and now the bells, 
And fent them their petition. And now our aét, the preacher tells, 
; ‘Yo edify the people; 
So many nights fpent in the City All our divinity is news, 
In that invifible Committce, And we have made of equal ufe 
‘The wheel that governs all: The pulpit and the fteeple, 
From thence the change in church and fate, 
And al the mifchief, bears the date And fhall we kindle all this flame 
From Haberdaihers’ Hall. Only to put it out again? < 
And muft we now give o’er, Sag 
Did we force Ireland to defpair, And only end where we begun? * 


« Upon the King to caft the war, In vain this mifchief we have done, 
eTo make the world abhor him, If we can de no more, 


i A SPEECH AGAINST PEACE 


1f men in peace can have their right, 
Where's the neceflity to fight, 

‘That breaks both law and oath? 
They'll fay they fight not for the caufe, 
Nor to défend the king and laws, 

But us againft them both. 


Either the caufe at firft was ill, 

Or being good, it is fo fill; 

And thence they will infer, 

‘That either now or at the firft 

‘They were decciv’d; or, which is worft, 
‘That we ourlelves niay err. 


But plague and famine will come in, 
For they and we are ncar of kin, 
And cannot go afunder : 


But while the wicked ftarve, indeed 
The faints have ready at their need 
God’s providence and plunder. 


Princes we are if we prevail, 

And gallant viilains if we fail. 
When to our fame ’tis told, 

It will not be our leaft of praife, 
Since a new ftate we could not raifé 
To have deftroy’d the old. 


Then let us ftay, and fight and vote, 
‘Till London is not worth a groat ; 
Oh! "tis a patieet beaft ! 

When we have gall’d and tir’d the mule, 
And can no longer have the rule, 
We'll have the spoil at leaf, 











TO THE 


FIVE MEMBERS OF THE HON. HOUSE OF COMMONS. 


THE RUMBLE PETITION OF TME POETS. 


: . 
Aree fo many concurring petitions 

From all ages and fexes, and all conditions, 

‘We come in the rear to prefent our follies 

‘To Pym, Stroude, Haflerig, Hampden, and Holles, 
‘Though fet form of prayer be an abomination, 
Set forms of petitions find great approbation ; 
‘Therefore as others from th’ bottom of their fouls, 
So we from the depth and bottom of our bowels, 
According unto the blefs'd form you havetaught us, 
‘We thank you firft for the ills you have brought us : 
For the good we receive we thank him that gave it, 
And you for the confidence only to crave it. 
Next, in courfe, we complain of the great violation 
Of privilege; (like the reft of our nation) 

But "tis none of yours of which we have fpoken, 
Which never had being until they were broken ; 
But ours is a privilege ancient and native, 

Hangs not an ordinance or pow’r legiflative. 
And, firft, "tis to fpeak whatever we pleafe, 
‘Without fear of a prifon or purfuivants’ fees. 
Next, that we only may lie by authority ; 

But in that alfo you have got the priority. 

Next, an old cuftom, our fathers did name it 
Poetical Licence, and always did ctaim it. 

By this we have pow’r to change age into youth, 
Turn nonfenfy,to fenfe, and falfehood to truth; 

In brief, te “ake good whatfoever is faulty; 

‘This ar*‘fome poet, or the devil, hag taught ye + 


And this our property you have invaded, 

And a privilege of both Houfes have made it. 

But that truft above all in poets repofed, 

‘Pat kings by them only are made and depofed : 
This though you cannot do, yet you are willing; 
Bnt when we undertake depofing or kiliing, 
They’re tyrants and monfters; andyet then thepoct 
Takes full vengeance on the willains that do it. 
And when we refume a {ceptre or crown, 

We are modeft, and feek not to make it our own. 
But is’t not prefumption to write verfesto yous 
Who imake better poems by far of the two? 

For all thofe pretty knacks you compofe, 

Alas! what are they but poems in profe ? 

And between thofe and ours there’s no difference, 
But that yours want the rhyme, the wit, and the 
But for lying (the moft noble part of a poet) [fenfe. 
You have it abundantly, and yourfelves know it; 
And though you are modefk and feem to abhor it, 
It has done you good fervice, and thank Hell for it. 
Although the old maxim remains ftill in force, 
That a fanctify'd caufe muft haveafanctify’dcourfe, 
If poverty be a part of our trade, 

So far the whole kingdom poets you have made ; 
Nay, even fo far as undoing will do it, 

You have made King Charles himfelf a poet + 

But provoke not his Mute, for all the world knows 
Already you have had tco much of his profc. 
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A WESTERN WONDER. 


Do Jou not know, not a fortnight ago, 

How they bragg'd of a Wedtcrn Wonder ? 
When a hufdred and ten flew five thoufand men 
With the help of lightning and thunder? 


‘There Hopcton was {lain again and again, 

Or elfe my author did lie; [living, 
‘With a new Thankfgiving for the dead who are 
"Yo God and his fervant Chidleigh. 


But now on which fide was this miracle try’d? 

T hope we at laft are even 5 [graves 
For Sir Rajph and his knaves are rifen from their 
To cudgel the clowns of Devon. 


und there Stamford came, for his honour was lame 
Of the gout three months together ; 





But it prov'd, when they feught, but arunning gout, 
For his heels were lighter than ever. 


Yor new he cutruns his arms and his guns, 
And leaves all his money behind him. 

But they follow after: unlefs he takes water, 
Ac Plymouth again they wiil find him. 


What Reading hath coft, and Stemford hath loft, 
Goes deep in the Sequeftrations ; 

Thefe woundswift notheal with your new greatical, 
Nor Jepfon’s declarations. 


Now Petcrs and Cafe, in your pray'r and graee, 
Remember the new Thankfgiving ; , 
Haac and his wife, now dig for your life, 

Or fhortly you'll dig for your living. 








A SECOND WESTERN WONDER. 


You beard of that Wonder, of the lightning and 
Which made the lie fo much the louder: (thunder, 
‘Now lift ta another, that miracle’s brother, 
Which was done with a firkin of powder. 


© what a damp it firuck through the camp! 
But as for honcit Sir Ralph, 

It blew him to the Vies without beard or cycs, 
But at leaft three heads and a half. 


‘When out came the book which the sew{monger 
From the preaching kady’s letter, [took 
‘Where, in the firlt place, flood the conqucror’s face, 
‘Which made it fhew much the better. 


But now, without lying, you may paint him flying, 
At Briftol they fay you may find him ; 
3 


Great William the Con. fo faft he did rur, 
"That he left half his name behind bim. 


And now came the poft, fave all that was los 
But, alas! we are paft deceiving 

By a trick fo ftale, or clfe fuch a tale 

Might amount to a new ‘Thankfgiving. 


This made Mr, Cafe with a pitiful face 

In the pulpit to fall a-weeping {eyery 
Thongh his mouth utter'd lies, truth feli {rom his 
Which kept the Lord Mayor from fleeping. 





Now fhut up fhops, and fpend your laft drops 

For the Jaws, not,your caufe, you that loathe ’emy 
Left Effex fhould ftart, and play the fecoud part 
Of the Worfhipful Sir John Hotham. 
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A DIALOGUE 
BETWEEN SIR JOHN POOLEY AND MR. THOMAS KILLIGREW. 


POOL, 
To thee, dear Tom! myfelf addreffing, 
Moft queremonioutly confefling 
‘That 1 of late have been comprefling. 


Deftitute of my wonted gravity, 
1 perpetrated arts of pravity 
In a contagious concavity. 


Making efforts with all my puiffance, 
For fome vencreal rejouiflance, 
I got (as one may fay) a nuifance. 


Kit. Come leave this fooling, Coufin Pooley, 
And in plain Englifh tell us truly 
Why under th’ eyes you look fo bluely ? 


”'Tis net your hard words will avail yous 
_-Your Latin and your Greck will fuil you, 
‘Till you fpeak plainly what doth ai! you, 


When young, you led a life monaftic, 
And wore a veft ecclefiaftic ; 
Now in your age you grow fantaftic. 


Poox, Without more preface or formality, 
A female of malignant quality ‘ 
Set fire on label of mortality ; 


"The Feces of which ulceration 
Brought o'er the helm a diftillation 
‘Through th’ inftrument of propagation, 


Kit, Then, Coufin, (as I guefs the matter) 
You have been an old fornicator, 
And now are fhot ’twixt wind and water. 


Your ftyle has fuch an ill complexion, 
What from your breath I fear infection, 
‘That ev'a your mouth aceds an injection, 





You that were once fo economic, 
Quitting the thrifty flyle laconic, 
‘Turn prodigal in macaronic. 


Yet be of comfort, I fhall {end-a 
Perfon of knowledge, who can mend-a 
Difatter in your nether end-a— 


Whether it pullen be or fhanker, 
Cordee, and crooked like an anchor ; 
Your cure too cofts you but a fpanker. 


Or though your pifs be fharp as razor, 
Do but confer with Dr. Frazer, 
He'll make your running nag a pacer. 


Nor fhall you need your filver-quick, Sirs 
Take Monga Murray’s black elixer, 
And in a week it cures your ———-, Sir, 


But you that are a man of learning, 
So read in Virgil, fo difcerning, 
Mcthinks t’wards fifty should take warning. 


Once in a pit * you did mifcary ; 
That danger might haye made one wary : 
This pit is deeper than the quarry, 


Peor. Give-me no fuch difconfclation, 
Having now cur'd my inflammation, 
To ulcerate my reputation. 


Though it may gain the ladies’ favour, 
Yet it may raife an evil favour 
Upon all grave and ftaid behav’our. 


And I will rub my mater pia, 

To find a rhyme to gonorrhea, 

And put it in my Jitania, : 
* Uunting near Paris, he and bis hagfe fell into a quarry, 
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THE 


PROGRESS OF LEARNING. 


PREFACE, 


My carly mifirefs, now my ancient Mufe, 


‘That ftrong Circean liquor ceafe t’ infule, 


Wherewith thou didft intoxicate my youth ; 


Now ftoop, with difinchanted wings, to truth. 
As the dove’s flight did guide AZneas, now 
May thine conduct me to the golden bough ; 
Tell (like a tall old oak) how Learning dhoots 
To heav’n her branches, and to hell her roots. 


Wuen God from earth form’d Adam in the eaft, 
He his own image on the clay impreft. 

As fubjects then the whole creation came, 

And from their naturcs Adam them did name; 
Not from experience, (for the world was new) 
He only from their caufe their natures knew. 
Had memory been loft with innocence, 

‘We had not known the fentence nor th’ offence, 
*Fwas his chicf punifhment to keep in ftore 

The fad jendembratce what he was before ; 

And though th’ offending part felt mortal pain, 
‘Th’ immortal patt its knowledge did retain, 
After the flood arts to Chalgea fell; 

‘The father of the faithful there did dwell, 

‘Who both their parent and inftruétor was : 

From thence did learning into Egypt pafs. 

‘Mofes in all th’ Egyptian arts was fkill’d, 

‘When heav’nly pow’r that chofen veffel fill’d ; 
And we to his high infpiration owe 

"Phat what was done before the flood we know. 
From Fgypt arts their progrefs made to Greece, 
‘Wrapp'd in the Pubie of the Gc 
Mufaus firtt, then O:pheus, civilize 
Mankind, and gave the world their deities + 
‘Yo many gods they taught devotion, 

Which were the diftinét facultics of one : 
‘Th’ Eternal Caufe in their immortal lines 
‘Wastaught, and poets were the firft divines. 
God Mofes firft, then David, did infpire, 
"To compofe anthems for his heav’nly quire t 
‘To th’ one the ftyle of Friend he did impart, 
On th’ other ftamp the likencfs of his heart : 
And Mofes, in the old uriginal, 

Ey'n God the poct of the world dout call, 








Next thofe old Greeks Pythagoras did rife, 
Then Socrates, whom th’ oracle call’d Wift. 
The divine Plato moral virtue thews, 
‘Then his difciple Ariftotle rofe, 
Who Nature's fecrets to the world did teach, 
Yct that great foul our novelifts impeach : 
Too much manuring fill’d that field wich weedy ~~ 
While fects, like locutts, did deftroy the feeds, 
The tree of knowledge, blafted by difputes, 
Produces faplefs leaves inftead of fruits. 
Proud Greece all nations elfe barbarians held, 
Boafting her learning all the world excell’d, 
Flying from thence *, to traly it came, 
And to the realm of Naples gave the name, 
Till Soth their nation and their arts did come 
A welcome trophy to triumphant Rome. 
‘Then wherefoe’er Kier conqu’ring Eagles fled, 
Arts, learning, and civility, were {pread; 
And as in this our microcofm the heart 
Heat, fpirit, motion, gives to ev'ry part, 
So Rome's victorious influence did difperfe 
All her own virtues ty rough the univerfe, 
Here fome digreffion } muft make, t’ accufe 
Thee, my forgetful and ungrateful Mufe ! 
Couldit thou from Greece to Latium take thy flight, 
And not to thy great anceftor do right ? 
T can no more believe old Homer blind, 
Than thofe who fay the fun hath never shin’d : 
‘The age wherein he liv’d was dark, but he 
Could not want fight who taught the world to fee, 
‘They who Minerva from Jove’s head derive, 
Might make old Homer’s tkall the Mufes’ hive, 
NX 
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And fro.>- his brain that Helicon diftil 

‘Whofe racy liquor did his offspring fill. 

Nor old Anacreon, Heftod, ‘Theocrite, 

-Mutt we forget, nor Pindar’s lofty flight. 

Old Homer's fou}, at lait from Greece retir’d, 

Jn Italy the Mantuan Swain infpir'd. 

When great Auguftus made war’s tempefts ceafe, 


His halcyon days brought forth the arts of peace, H 


He {till in bis triumphant chariot fhines, 
By Horace drawn and Virgil’s mighty lines. 
"twas certainly myfterious that the name 
Of prophets and of poets is the fame *, 
‘What the Tragedian + wrote, the late fuccefs 
Declares was infpiration and not guefs : 
As dark a truth that author did unfold 
As oracles our prophets e’er foretold : 
* At laf the ocean fhall unlock the bound § 
“ Of things, and a new world by Typhis found; 
« Then ages far remote fhall underftand 
© The {fl2 of ‘Thule is not the fartheft land,” 
Sure God, by thefe difcov'ries, did defign 
Thachis clear light thro’ all the world fhould thine; 
But the obftrudtion from that difcord fprings 
‘The princeof darknefs made’twixt Chriltian kings: 
That peaceful age with happincfs to crown, 
From heav’n the Prince of Peacehimfelf camedown; 
‘Then the true Sou of knowledge firft appear'd, 
And the old dark myfterious clouds were clesr'd; 
The heavy caufe of th’ old accurfed flood 
Sunk in the facred deluge of his blood. 
His ,affion man from his firft fall redeem’d $ 
Once more to Paradife reftor’d we feem'd; 
Satan himfelf was bound, till th’ iron chain 
Our pride did break, and let him loofe again. 
Still the old fting remain’d, and man began 
—Lo-tempt the ferpent ‘as he tempted man. 
‘Then hell fends forth her furies, Av’rice, Pride, 
Fraud, Difcord, Force, Hypocrify their guide : 
‘Though the foundation on a rock were laid, 
‘The church was undermin’d, and then betray’d. 
Though the Apoftles thefe events foretold, 
Yet ev'n the shepherd did deyour the fold : 
‘The fither to convert the world began 
‘The pride convincing of vain-glorious man; , 
But foon his followers grew a fovercign lord, 
And Peter's keys exchang’d for Peter's fword, 
-Which {till maintains for his adopted fon 
Vaft patrimonics, though himfelf had none; 
Wrefting the text to the old giant’s fenfe, 
‘That heav'n once more niuft fuffer violence. 
‘Then fubtle doctors feriptures made their prize; 
Cafuilts, like cocks, truck out each others? eyes? 
Then dark diftinGtions reafon's light difguis’d, 
And into atoms truth anatomiz’d : 
Then Mah’met’s Crefcent, by our feuds increaft, 
Blafted the learn’d remainders of the Eaft, 
‘That project, when from Greece to Rome it came, 
Made Mother Ignorance Devotion’s dame ; 
Then he whom Luciler’s own pride did fwell, 
His faithful emiffary, rofe from tell 
To poffefs Peter's chair, that Hildebrand 
‘Whofe foot on mitres, fhen on crowns, did fland ; 
And before that Cxulted idol all 
“(Whom we call gods on earth) did proftrate fall. 
# Vates™ 


# Seneca, The praphety. 


‘Then darknefs Europe's face did overfpread, 
From lazy cells, where fuperftition bred, 

Which, link’d with blind obedience, fo increas’d, 
That the whole world fome ages they opprefs'd; 
Till thro’ thofe clouds the Sun of knowledge brake, 
And Europe from her lethargy did wake ; 

Then firft our monarchs were acknowledg’d here, 
‘That they their churches’ nurfing fathers were, 
When Lucifer no longer could advance 

His works on the falfe ground of ignorance, 
New arts he tries, and new defigns.he lays, 
Then his well-ftudied mafterpicce he plays; 
Loyola, Luther, Calvin, he infpircs, 

And kindles with jnferna} flames their fires; 
Sends their forerunner (confcious of th’ event) 
Printing. his moft pernicious inftrament ! 

Wild controverfy then, which long had flept, 
Into the prefs from ruin’d cloifters leapt. 

No tonger by implicit faith we err, 

Whilft ev’ry man’s his own interpreter; 

No more conduéted now by Aaren’s rod, 


j Lay-elders from their ends create their god, 
: But fev'n wife men the ancient world did know, 
| We fcarce know few’n who think thenifelves not fos 


When man Icarn’d undefii’d religion, 

We were commanded to be all as one ; 

Fiery difputcs that union have calcin’d; 

Almoft as many minds as men we find ; 

And when that flame finds combuttible earth, 
Thence futuus fires and meteors take their birth ¢ 
Legions of feéts and infe@s come in throngs ; 
To name them all would tire a hundred tongues, 
Such were the Centaurs, of Ixion’s race, 
Who a bright cloud for Juno did embrace ; 

And fuch the monfters of Chimzra’s kind, 

Lions before, and dragons were behind. 

Then from the clafhes between popes and kings 
Debate, like {parks from flints’ collifion, fj rings, 
As Jove’s loud thunderbolts were forg'd by heat, 
The fie our Cyclops on their anvils beat : 

All the rich mines of Learning ranfack'd are 

To furnifh ammunition for this war ; 
Uncharitable zeal our #afon whets, 

And double edges on our paflions fets, 

"Tis the moft certain fign the world’s accurft, 
That the beft things corrupted are the worft. 
“Lwas the corrupted light of knowledge hurl'd 
Sin, death, and ignorance, o’er the world, 

‘That fun like this (from which our fight we have) 
Gaz'd on too long, refumes the light he gave; 
And when thick mifts of doubts obfcure his beams, 
Our guide is error and our vifions dreams, 

"T'was no falfe herallry when Madnefs drew 

Her pedigree from thofe who too much knew. 
Who in deep mines for hidden knowledge toils, 
Like guns o'ercharg’d, breaks, miffes, or recoils. 
When fubtle wits have fpun their thread too fine, 
"Tis weak and fragile, like Arachne’s line. 

True picty, without ceffation toft 

By theories, the pradtic part is loft 5 

And like a ball bandy’d ‘twist pride and wit, 
Rather than yield, both fides the prize will quit; 
‘Vhen whilft his foe each gladiator foils, 

‘The Atheift looking on eujoys the fpoils, 
‘Through feas of knowledge we aur caurfe advance, 
Difcovering i!) new worlds of ignorance ; 
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And thefe difcov'rics make us all confefs 
That fublunary fience is but guefs 
Matters of faét to man are only known, 
And what fecms more is mere gpinion : 
"The ftauders-by fee clearly this event ; 
All parties fay they’re fure, yet all diffent. 
‘With their new light our buld infpectors prefs, 
Like Cham, to fbew their fathers’ nakednefs, 
By whofe example aftcr-ages may 
Difcover we more naked are than they. 
All human wifdom to divine is folly : 
This truth the wifeft man made melancholy. 
Hope, or belief, or gucfs, gives fome relief, 
Bat to he fure we are decciv'd brings grief. 
Who thinks his wife is virtuous, though not fo, 
As pleas’d and patient till the truth he know. 

° 








THE PROGRESS OF LEARNING. 


} Our God, when heav’n and earth he did <seate, 
Form’d man, who should of both participate. 

| Tf our lives’ motions theirs muft imitate, 

| Our knowledge, like our blood, muft circulate. 

: When like a bridegroom from the eaft the fin 

{ Sets forth, he thicher whence he came doth run. 

| Into earth’s {pongy veins the ocean finks, 
‘Thofe rivers to replenith which he drinks : 
So Learning, which from reafon’s fountain fprings, 
Back to the fource fome fecret channel brings, 
*Yis happy when our ftreams of knowledge flow 
‘To fill their banks, but not to overthrow. © 

“Utmetit Autumnus frages quas parturit xftas, 

Sic orum Natura, dedit Deus his quogue finem.”” 








ELEGY 


: ON THE DEATH OF 


HENRY LORD HASTINGS, 1650. 


Reaner, preferve thy peace + thofe bufy eyes 

Will weep at thcir own fad difcoverics, 

‘When ev'ry line they add improves thy lofs, 

‘Till, having view’d the whale, they fum a crofs, 

Such as derides thy paflions’ beft relief, 

And fcorns the fuccours of thy eafy grief : 

Yet left thy ignorance betray *hy name 

Of man and pious, read and mourn ; the fhame 

Of an exemption from juft f€nfe doth thew 

Irrational, beyond execfs of woe, 

Since reafon, then, can privilege a tear, 

Manhood, uncenfur’d, pay that tribute here 

Upon this noble urn. Here, here remains 

Dutt far more precious than in India’s veins 

‘Within thefe cold embraces, ravifh'd, lies 

‘That which completes the age’s tyrannies; 

‘Who weak to fuch another ill appear, 

For what deitroys our hope fecures our fear. 

What fin, unexpiated in this land 

‘Of groans, hath guided fo fevere a hand? 

The late great vilim * that yaur altars knew, 

Ye angry gods! might have cxcus'd this new 

Mblation, and have fyar’d one Jofty light 

Of virtue, to inform our fteps aright; 

By whofe example good, condumred, we 

Might have run on to kinder deftiny. 

But as the leader of the herd fell fit 

A facrifice, to quench the raging: thirft 

Of inflam’d vengeance for pat crimes; fo none 
But this white fated youngling cpuld atene, 


#® King Charles the Firk, 


By his untimely fate, that impious fmoke 
That fullied earth, and did Heav'n’s pity chok@— 
Let it fuffice for us that we have Joft 
In him more than the widow'd world can boaft 
In any lump of her remaining clay, 
Fair as the gray-ey’d Morn he was; the day, 
Youthful, and climbing upwards fill, imparts 
No hafte like that of his increafing parts. 
Like the meridian beam, his virtne's light 
Waa feen as full of comfort, and as bright. 
Had his noon been as fix’d, as clear—but he, 
That only wanted immortality 
‘To make him perfect, now fubmits to night, 
In the black bofom of whofe fable fpite 
He leaves a cloud of fleth behind, and flies, 
Refin'd, all ray and glory, to the fkies. 

Great Saint! thine there in an eternal fphere, 
And tell thofe powers to whom thow now draw’ft 

near, 

‘That by our trembling fenfe, in Haftings dead, 
‘Their anger and our ugty faults are read, 
The fhert lines of whofe life did to our eyes 
Their Jove and majefty epitomize : - 
‘Tell them, whofe ftern decrees impofe our laws, 
The feafted grave may clofe her hollow jaws. 
Though Sin {earch Nature, to provide her here 
A fecond entertainment half fo dear, 
She'll never mect a plenty like this hearfe,. 
Till Time prefent her with the univerlg, 








EPISTLE S. 








TO SIR,JOHN MENNIS, 


Being invited from Calais to Bologne to eat a pig. 


5 
Aut ona weeping Monday, 
‘With a fat Bulgarian floven, 
Little Admiral Joho 
To Bologne is gone, 
‘Whom I think they call Old Loven. 


—_ 


" 
Hadtt thou not thy fill of carting t, 
- Will. Aubrey, Count of Oxon, 
‘When nofe lay in breech, 
And breech made a fpeech, 
So often cry’d A pox on? 
at, 
A knight by land and water 
Efteem’d at fuch a high rate, a 
‘When ’tis told in Kent 
In a cart that he went, 
They'll fay now, Hang him, pirate. 
v 


1 
‘Thou might'ft have ta’en example 
From what thou read’ft in ftory, 
Being as worthy to fit 
On an ambling tit 
As thy predeceffor Dory, 
v 
But, ob! the roof of linen, 
Intended for a thelter ; 
But the rain made an afs 
Of tilt and canvafs, 
And the fnow, which you know te a melter, 


} We three riding in a cart from Dunkirk to Catais with 
@ fat Dutch wonlans whe broke wind ali along. 
« 





vie 
But with thee to inveigle 
That tender ftripling Aftcot, 
Who was foak’d to the tkia 
Through drugget fo thin, 
Having neither coat nor waiftcoat, 
vit. 
He being proudly mounted, 
Clad in cloak of Plymouth, 
Defy’d cart fo bafe, 
For thief without grace, 
‘That goes to make a wry mouth. 
von 
Nor did he like the omen, 
For fear it might be his doom 
‘One day for to fing, 
With gullet in ftring, 
A hyma of Robert Wifdom, 
1x. 
But what was all this bus’nefs ? 
For fure it was important 3 
For who rides i’ th’ wet, 
When affairs are not great, 
The neighbours make but a Sport on’te 


x. 
To a goodly fat fow’s baby, 

© John! thou hadft a malice s 
The old driver of {wine. 

"That day fure was thine, 

Or thou hadft not quitted Calais, 
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EPISTLE ® 





TO SIR RICHARD FANSHAW, 


UPON HIS TRANSLATION 


or 


PASTOR FIDO. 


Sven is our pride, our folly, or cur fate, 
"That few but fuch as cannot write tranilate t 
But what in rhem is want of art or voice, 

In thee is either modefty or choice. 

While this great piece, reflor'd by thee, doth ftand 
Free from: the blemith of an artlefs hand, 
Secure of fame, thou juftly doft efteem 

Lefs honour to create than to redeem. 

Nor ought a genius lefs than his that writ 
Attempt tranflation ; for tranfplanted wit 

All the defedts of air and foil doth fhare, 

And colder brains tike colder climates are + 

In vain they toil, fince nothing can beget 

A vital fpirit but a vital heat. 

"That fervile path thou nobly doft decline 

Of tracing word by word and line by line, 
Vhofe arc the tabour'd births of flavith brains, 
Not the effect of poetry, but pains; 

Cheap vulgar arts, whofe narrownefs affords 


No flight for thoughts, but poorly flicks at , 


words, 
A new and nobler way thou dof purfue 
“Lo make tranflations and tranilators too. 


! They but preferve the athes, thou the flame, 

| Lrue to his fenfe, but truer to his fame 

| Ferding his curreet, where thou find’it it low 

Sete’ft in thine own to make it rife and flow, 

| Wifely refs. ing whatfoever grace 

j Ir loft by change of times, or tongues, or places 

Nor fettcr’d to his numbers ond his times, 

Betray’ft his mufic to unhappy rhymes. 

Nor are the nerves of his compa@ed ftrength 

Stretch’d and diffolv'd into unfinew’d length : 

Yet, after all (Jeit we fhould think it thine), 

‘Thy {pirit to his circle doft confine. 

New names, new dreffings, and the modern caf, 

Some fcenes, fome perfons alter’d, and outfac'd 

“The world, it were thy work; for we have know) 

Some thank’d and prais'’d for what was lefs thei 
own, 

‘That mafter’s hand which, to the life, can trace 





! The airs, the lines, and features of the facep——a 


May with a free and bolder ftroke exprefs 

A vary'd pofture or a flatt’ring drefs 

He could bave made thofe like who made the refi 
But that he knew his own defign was beft. 











TO THE HON. EDWARD HOWARD, - 


ON THE BRITISH PRINCES. 


War mighty gale hath rais'd a flight fo ftrong? | Though mighty raptures we in Homer find, 


So high'above all vulgar cyes? fo long? 
One fingle rapture feurce itfelf confities 
Within the limits of four thoufand lines z 
And yet | hope to fee this noble heat 
Continue till it makes the piece complete, 
"Yhat to the latter age i¢ may defcend, 
And to the end of time its beams extend. 
‘When poely joins profit with delight, 
Her images fhould be moft exquifite, 

Since man to that perfedtion cannot rife, 
Of always virtuous, fortunate, and wife ; 
‘Therefore the patterns man fhould imitate 





Yet, like hitnfelf, his charaéters were blind + 
Virgil’s fablimed eyes not only gaz’d, 

But his fublimed thoughts to heaven were rais'd. 
Who reads the honours which he paid the gods 
Would think he had beheld their blefs’d abodes ; 
And that his hero might accomplith’d be, 

From divine blo. ?.he draws his pedigree. 

From that great judye your judgment takes its lav 
And by the bet original dees draw: 

Bonduca’s honour, with thofe beroes time 

Had in oblivion wrapt his faucy crime : 

To them and to your nation you are 
Egcaariet tad” apg rips a 
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NEWS FROM COLCHESTER : 


Or, a proper New Ballad of certain carnal paffages betwixt a Quaker and a Colt, at 
Horfley, near Colchefter, in Effex. 


To the tune of “ Tom of Bedlam,” 


‘Au in the land of Efex, 

Near Colchefter the zealous, 

On the fide of a bank 

‘Was play'd fuch a prank 

As would make a flone-horfe jealous, 


Mm. 
Help Woodcock, Fox, and Naylor, 
For Brother Green’s a ftallion : 
‘Now, alas! what hope 
Of converting the Pope, 
‘When a Quaker turns Italian ? 
qt. 
Fven to our whole profeffion 
A feandal twill be counted, 
w= When ’tis talk’d with difdain 
Amongit the profane 
How Brother Green was mounted. 
qv. 
And in the good time of Chriftmas, 
Which though our faints have damn’d all, 
Yet when did they hear 
‘That a damn’d Cavalier 
Ever play’d fuch a Chriftmas gambol ? 


Vv 
Had thy flefh, O Green ! been pamper’d 
‘With any cates unhallow’d, 
Hadft thou fweeten’d thy gams 
‘With pottage of plums cx 
Or profane minc’d pye h<dit fwallow’d 5 
. vr 
Roll’d up in Wanton fwine’s fleth 
"The fieud might have crept into thee ; 
* 1 ebalnels of gut 
Might’ 2 caus'd thee to rut, 
And the devil have fo rid through thes. 


vit. 
But alas! he had been feafted 
With a fpiritual collation 
By our frugal Mayor, 
Who can dine on a prayer, 
And fup on an exhortation, 
vu. 
*Twas mere impulfe of fpirit, 
Though he us'd the weapon carnal : 
“ Filly Foal,” quoth he, 
“ My bride thou fhalt be ; 
* And how this is lawful learn all 
~ 1k, 
« For of no refpc& of perfons 
“ Be due ’mongét fons cf Adam, 
@ In a large extent 
“ ‘Thereby may be meant F 
“ That a mare’s as good as a madam.” 
x. 
‘Then without more ceremony, 
Not bonnet vaii’d, nor kifs’d het, 
But took her by force, 
For better for worfe, 
And us'd her like a fifter. 
XIy 
Now when in fuch 2 faddle 
A faint will needs be riding 
Though we dare not fay 
"Tis a falling away, 
May there not be fome backiliding 7 
xu. 
« No, furely,” quoth James Naylor; 
«Twas but an infurrection 
« Of the carnal part, 
* For a Quaker in heart 
* Can never lofe perfection. 
ee Kxry 
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aut 
¢* For (as our mafters * teach us) 
* The intent being well direted, 
* Though the devil trepan 
The Adamical man, 
* The faint ftands uninfected.” 
xiv. 
But, alas! a Pagan jury 
Ne’er judges what’s intended ; 
‘Then fay what we can 
Brother Green’s outward man 
¥ fear wiil be fufpended, 


* The jefuits. ti 





% 
Morrneys! the humb!e yod that dwells 
In cottages and fmoky «cils, 
Hates gilded roofs and beds of down, 
And though he fears no prince’s frowa 
Flies from the circle of a crown : 

ls 
= Come, | fay, thou pow'rful god, 
“And thy leaden charming rod, 











SONGS. 


xv. 

And. our adopted fifter 

Will find no better quarter: 

But when him we inroll 

For a faint, Filly Foal 

Shall pafs herfelf for a martyr. 
XV 

Rome, that fpiritual Sodom, 

No longer is thy debtor, 

O Colchefter ! now 

Who’s Sodom but thou, 

Even according to the letter? 


vi 





nee 


A SONG, 


Dipp’d in the Lethean lake, 

O'er his wakeful temples shake, 

Left he fhould fleep, and never wake. 
nt 

Nature, (alas !) why art thou fo 

Oblig'd to thy greateit foe ? 

Sicep that is thy beft repaft, 

Yet of death it bears a tafte, 

And both are the fame thing at laft. 


3: 
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TPANSLATIONS, &e. 





PREFACE 


TO THE 


DESTRUCTION OF TROY, tc. 


Trere are fo few tranflations which deferve 
praife, that I {carce ever faw any which deferved 
pardon; thofe who travel in that kind being for 
the moft part fo unhappy as to rob others without 
enriching themfelves, pulling down the fame of 
good authors without raifing their own : neither 
hath any author been more hardly dealt withal 
than this our mafter; and the rcafon is evident, 
for, what is moft excellent is molt inimitable ; 
and if even the worft authors are yet made worfe 
by their tranflators, how impoflible is it not to do 
great injury to the bet? And therefore 1 have 
not the vanity to think my copy cqual to the o- 
riginal, nor (confequently) myfelf altogether 
guilticfs of what I accufe others; but if 1 can do 
Virgil lefs injury than others have done, it will 
pe in fome degree to do him right; and, indeed, 
the hope of doing him more right isthe only feope 
of this effay, by opening a new way of tranflating 
this cuthor to thofe whom youth, leifure, and bet- 
ter forzune, make fitter for {uch undertakings. 

I conceive it is a vu ertor, in tranilating 
poets, to affed being, ypres; let that care 
be with them eal in matters of fact, or mat- 
ters of faith but whofoever aims at it in poctry, 
as hg attempts what is not required, fo he fhall 

7 ~form what he attempts ; for it is not his 
» 



















bufinefs alone to tranflate language into language. 

but poefy into poefy; and pocly is of fo fubtile 

fpirit, that in the pouring out of one language intc 

another, it will all evaporate; and if a new fpirit 
be not added im thetransfufion, there will remain 
nothing but a caput mortuum, there being certain 
graces and happineffes peculiar to every language, 
which give life and energy to the words; and who- 
foever offers at verbal tranflation, fhall have the 
misfortune of that young traveller who loft his 
own hzuguage abroad, and brought home no other 
inftead of it: forthe grace of the Latin will be loft 
by being twrned into Englifh words, and the grace 
of the Englifh by being turned into the Latin 
phrafe. And as fpeech is the apparel of our 
thoughts, fo are there certain garbs and modes of 
fpeaking, which vary with the times, the fafhion of 
our clothes being not more fubje@ to alteration 
than that of our fpeech : and this | think Tacitus 
meant by that which he calls fermonem temporis 
iffius auribus accommodatum ; the delight of change 
being as due to the curiofity of the ear as of the 
eye; and therefore, if Virgil muft needs {peak 
Englifh, it were fic he fhould fpeak not only as a 
man of this nation, but as a man of this agc; aod. 
if this difguife [have put upon him (1 wifh I could 
give ita better name) fit not naturally and eafly 

X xiij 
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‘on fo grave a perfon, yet it may become him bet- 
ter than that fool’s coat wherein the French and 
Italians have of Jate prefented him; at leaft, [ hope 
it will not make him appear deformed, by making 
any part cnormouily bigger or lefs than the life ; 
(i having made it my principal care to tollow him, 
as he made it his to follow nature, in all his pro~ 
portions) neither have 1 any where offered tuch 
violence to hia fenfe, as to make it feem mine, and 


hot his. Where my expreilions are not fo fell as 


PREFACE, 


(but I rather fufpest myfelf) ; but where mine are 
fuller than his, they are but the impreflions which 
the often reading of him hath Ici upon my 
thoughts; fo that if they are not his own concep: 
tions, they are at leaft the relults of them; and it 
(being confcieus of making him {peak worfe than 
he did almoft in every line) Lerr in endeavouring - 
fometimes to make him ipeak better, { hepe ic 

will be judged an error on the right hand, and 

fuch an one as may deferve pardo., if not imitas 





his, cicher our language or my art was defective | tion, 











TUE DESTRUCTION OF TROY, 


AN ESSAY ON THE be 


SECOND BOOK OF VIRGIL's ALNEIS. 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1636. 








THE ARGUMENT. 


Tue fir book fpeaks of Ancas’s voyage by fea, and how, 
Carthage, he was reccived by Queen Dido, who, after the 


being eaft by tempeft upon the coaft of 
feaft, defires him to make the relation 


uf the deflrudtion of Froy 5 w hich is the Argument of this book. 


Warce all with filence and attention wait, 
‘Thus {peaks /Eucas from the bed of fkate + 
Muadiun, when you command us to review 

Our fate, you make our old wou Js bleed anew, 
uk all thofe forrows to my feufe reitore 
Wercof none faw fo much, none fnller'd more, 
Not the moft cruel of our cong’ring foes 

So unconcerr’dly can relate cur woes 

As not to lend a tear; then how canl 

Reprefs the horror uf my thoughts, which fly 
“The fad remembrance ? Now th’ expiring night 
And the declining ftars to reft invite 5 

Yet, fince ‘tis your command, what you fo well 
“Are wleas’d to hear, f cannot grieve to tell, 

By Fate repell’d, and with sepulfes tir'd, 

The reeks, fo many lives and years expir'd, 
Afabric like a moving mountain frame, 
Pretending vows for their return : this Fante 
Divulges; then withia the beaft’s vat womb 

"Phe choice and flower of all their troops entumb. 
In view the ifle of Tenedos, once high 

In fame and wealth, while ‘roy remain’d, doth lic ; 
(Now but an unfecure and pwcn bay) 

‘hither, by Realth, the 
We gave th and to Mycens fail’d, 

And ‘Troy reviv'd, her mourting face unvail'd ; 
All through th’ unguarded gates with joy refut 
wee’ “tke flighted camp, the vacant por: 























‘ecks their ficet convey. 


Here lay Ulyffes, there Achilles ; here 

‘Vhe battles jom'd; the Grecian fleet rode there; 
But the valt pile th’ amazed vulgar views, 

"Vill they their reafon in their wonder lofe. 

And fint Thymactus moves (urg’d by the power 
Of sate or frand) to place it in the tower 5 

Eut Capys and the graver fort thought fit 

The Greeks’ fufpedted prefent to commit 

"Vo feas or flames, at leaft to fearchs and bore 

The fides, and what that {pace contains t’ explore. 
“Lhe uncertain mubhitede with both engag'd 
Divided ftands, till frm the tower, enrag’d. 
Lavcvon ran, whom ull the crowd attends, 
Crying, What defj’rate frenzy’s this, (oh, friends!) 
‘To thik them gone? Judge rather their retreat 
Buta defign; their gift’s but a degeit = 

For our dcilruétion “twas contriv’d no doubt, 

Or from within by fraud, or from without 

By force. Yet know ye not Ulyffes’ thifts ? 

‘Their {words lets danger carry than their gifts." 
(This fais) againft the horfe’s fide his fpear 

| He throws, which trembles with inclofed fear, 

+ Whilit from the hollows of his womb procced 

” Groans not his own; and had not Fare decreed 
Our ruin, we had fill’d with Grecian blood 

Vhe piace; then ‘I'roy and Priam’s throne had ftoad, 
Mean-while a fetter'd pris’ner to the kjng 

With joytul shouts the Dardan shepherds bring, | 
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‘Who to betray us did himfelf betray, 

At once the taker, and at once the prey; 
Firmly prepar'd, of one event fecur'd, 

Or of his death or his defign affur'd 

‘The Trojan youth about the captive flock, 

To wonder, or to pi y, or to mock, 

Now hear the Grec.an fraud, and from tbis one 
Conjecture all the reft. 

Difarm’d, diforder’d, cafting round his eyes 

Ot, all the troops that guarded him, he cries, 


« What land, what fea, for me what fate attends? | 


Caught by my foes, condemned by my friends, 
Inceted Troy 2 wretched captive feeks 

To facrifice ; a fugitive the Greeks.” 

To pi'y this complaint our former rage 
Converts; we now inquire hi> parentage ; 

‘What of their counfels or affairs he knew ? 

Then fearlefs he replies, * Great King! to you 
All truth J hall relate: nor firft can 1 

Mylelf to be of Grecian birth deny ; 

And though my outward ftate misfortune hath 
Deprefs'd thus low, it cannot reach my faith. 
You may by chance have heard the famous name 
Of Palamede, who from old Belus came, 
‘Whom, but for voting peace, the Grecks purfue, 
Accus'd unjuitly, then unjuftly flew, 

Yet mourn’d his death. My father was his friend 
And me to his commands did recommend, 
While laws and councils did his throne fupport ; 
1 but a youth, yet fome efteem and port 

‘We then did bear, till by Ulyfes’ craft 

(Things known I fpcak) he was of life bereft : 
Since in dark forrow | my days did {pend, 

Till now, difdaining his unworthy end, 

Veould not filence my complaints, but vow'd 
Revenge, if ever fate or chance allow'd 

My wifh'd return to Greece : from hence his hate, 
From thence my crimes, and all my ilis, bear date : 
Old guilt frefh nialice gives, the people’s ears 

He fills with rumours, and their hearts with fears, 
Aud then the prophet to his party drew. 

But why do I thele thanklefs truths purfue, 

Or why defer your rage? or> me for all 

‘The Greeks let your revenging fury fail. 

Ulyffes this, tht Atrida: this defire i 











At any rate,” We ftraight are fet on fire 

(Unpradiie’d in fuch myfterics) to inquire 

‘The manner and the caufe, which thus he told, 

‘With geflures humble, as his tale was bold, 

# Oft’ have the Grecks (the fiege detefting) tir'd 

With tedieus war, a (tol'n retreat defir'd, 

And would to ffeav'n they ’ad gone; but fill dif- 

By feas or fkiesy unwillingly they flay’d. {may’d 

Chiefly when this Gupencous pile was rais'd 

Strange noites fill'd the air; we, all amaz’d, 

Difpatch Eurypylus ¢’ inquire our fates, 

Who thus the fentence oi the gods relates ; 

“A virgin’s flav ghter did the form appeafe, 

“ When firft t'wards Troy the Grecians took the 
 feas; 

“ Their fafe rctreat another Grecian’s blood 

* Muft purchafe.’’ All at this confounded ftvod 5 

Each. thinks himfeif the man, the fear on all 

Of what the mifchiet but on one can fall: 





THE DESTRUCTION OF TROY. 


Then Caichas (by Ulyffes firft inipir'd) ' 
Was urg'd to name whom th’ angry gods requir’d 
Yet was I warn’d (for many were as well 

Infpir’s as He), and did my fate foretell. et 
‘Te days the prophet in {ufpenfe remain'd, } 
Would no man’s fate pronounce ; at laf conftrain’d 
By Kchacus, he folemnly defiga’d 

Me for the facrifice : the people joi'd 

In glad confent, and all their com,aon fear 
Determine in my fate. The dag Grew near, 

The facred rites prepar’d. my t. eples croward 

With hely wreaths ; then I con": { found 

‘The means to my cfeape: mv sonds | brake, 

Fled from my guards, and}. a muddy lake 
Amongft the fedges all t! ¢ nigh: lay hid, 

Till they their fails had aoift, (if fo they did.) 

And now, alas! no he e remains for me 

My home, my father and my fons, te fee, 

Whom they, enrag’d will kil for my offence, 

And punith, for my guilt, their innocence, 

Thole gods who know the truths I now relate, 
‘That faith which yet remains inviolate 

By mortal men, by thefe t beg; redrefs 

My caufclefs wrongs, and pity fuch diftrefs.”” 

And now truc pity in exchange he finds 

For his falfe tears, his tongue his hands unbinds. 
Then fyake the king, “ Be ours, whoe’er thou art 
Forge: the Grecks, But firft the truth impart, 

Why did they raife, or to what ule inténd, 

‘This pile ? to a warlike or religious end 2” 

ful in fraud (his native art) his hands 

vard heav’n he raid, deliver’d now from bands. 

“ Ye pure ethereal flames! ye pow’ss ador’d. 

By mortal men! ye altars, and the ford 

U 'feap'd ! ye fuered fillets that i 
My deflin'd head! grant | may fland abhi 
From all their Jaws and rites renounce al} name 
OF faith or love, their fecret thougkts proclaim, 
Only, O Troy! preferve thy faith to ne, 

If what I fhali relate pretervech thee. 

From Pallas’ favour all our hopes, and all 
Counfels and adions, took original, 

Till Diomed ({or fach attempts made fit 

By &re conjanion with Ulyfies’ wit) 

Affuils the facred tower ; the guards they flay, 
Defile with bloody hands, and thence convey 
‘The fatal image : ftraight with our fuccefs 

Ovr hopes feli back; whilft prodigies exprefe 
Her jul difdain ; her flaming eyes did throw 
Fiathcs of lightning; from each part did flow 

A briny fweat; thrice brandithivg her fpear, 
Her ftatue from the ground itfelf did rear : 
‘Then that we fhould our facrilege reftore, 

And reconvey their gods from Arges’ thore, 
Calchas perfaades till then we arge in vain 

‘Lhe fate of Vroy. To meafore back the main 
They all confent, but to return again 

When reinforc’d with aids of gods and men, 
Thus Calchas; then infiead of that, this pile 
To Pallas was ccligm, to reconcile 

Tl offended pow’r, aia ca, 4ate our guilt ; 

‘Lo this vait leicht and monttcc. Mature built, 
Left, through your gates receiv’d, it might renet 
Your vews to ler, and her deferce to yous 




















THE DESTRJICTION OF TROY. 


Bat if this facred gift you difeltecm, 
Then cruel plagues (which Heav'n divert on 
them !; 
Shall fall on Priam’s flate : but if the horfe 
‘Your wails afcend, affifled by your force, 
A league ‘gaint Greece ali Afia fhall contra, 
Odr fons then ‘uff ring what their tires would a@.”” 
Thus by his!fraud and our own faith o’ercome, 
A feigned tear uxfir ys us, againft whom 
Tydides nor Achiles could prevail, 
Nor ten years’ cori, nor a thoufand fail. 
"This feconded by acmoft fad portent, 
Which credit to thetfrl impofture lent, 
Laocoon, Neptune's pveft, upon the day 
Devoted to that god, a cell did flay ; 
‘When two prodigious ferpints were defery’d, 
Whole circling ftrokes the 1¢*’s fmooth face divide: 
Above the deep they raife tlpir fealy crefts, 
And ftem the flood with the ercéted breatts ; 
‘Their winding tails advance and ftecr their courfe, 
And gainit the fhore the breaking billows force. 
Now landing, from their brandith'd tongues there 
4. direful bifs, and from their cyes a flame, [came 
Amaz’d we fly ; direatly in a line 
Laoccon they purfue, and firft entwine 
(Each preying upon one) his tender fons ; 
Then him, who armed to their refcue runs, 
They fciz’d, and with entangting folds embrac’d, 
His neck twice compalting and twice his wait : 
“Ihcir pois’nous knots he ftrives to break and tear, 
While flime and blood his facred wreaths befmear 5 
‘Then loudly roars, as when th’ enraged bull 
From the altar flies, and from his wounded fkull 
Shakes the huge axe. The cong’ring ferpents fly 
‘To cruel Pallas’ altar, and there lie 
Undti her feet, within her thield’s extent. 
We, in our fears, conclude this fate was fent 
Juftly on him who ftruck the facred oak 
With his accurfed lance. Then to invoke 
The godd: fs, and let in the fatal horfe, 
We all confent. 
A {yacious breach we make, and Troy’s proud wall, 
Built by the gods, by our own hands doth fall. 
Thus all their help to their own ruin give, 
Some draw with gords, and fome the monfler drive 
With rolls and levers: thus oue works it clinibs, 
Big with our fate; the youth with fongs and 
rhymes, 
Some dance, fome haul the rope ; at laf let down, 
Ze enters with a thund'ring noife the town. 
Oh, Troy! the feat of gods, in war renown a! 
‘Three times it itruck,as oft’ the clathing found 
Of arms was hearg; yet blinded by the power 
Of Fate, we place :t in the facred tower, 
Caffandra then foretells th’ event, but fhe 
Finds no belief (fuch was the gods’ decree.) 
The aitars with freth flowers we crown, and wafle 
Yn feafts that day, which was clas!) our lait, 
Now by the revolution of the tics 
Night's fable thadows fro an rife, 
‘Which heav'n and : the Greck irauds in- 
Khe city in fecur!epole dit Jv’d, [velv'd, 
-When from the admiral'shigh poop appears 
Aligh by which the Argive [ynadron fers 
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* Their filent courfe to Hium’s well-known fhore, 

When Sinon (fav’d by the gods’ partial power) 

Opens the horfe, and thriugh the unlock’d doors 

To the free air the armed freight reftores, 

Ulyfies, Sthencleus, Tifanaer flide 

Down by w repe, Muchaon was their guide 5 

Atrides, Pyrrhus, ‘Thoas, Athama-, 

“and Epeis, who the fraud’s cont 

The gutesthey feize ; the guards, wi 

Oppreis d, furprife, cn their ferces jain. 

"Twas then, when the firll (weets of fleep repair 

Our bodies {peut with toil, cur minds with care, 

(‘Phe gods beft gift) when, bath'd in tears anc 

Blond, 

Before my face lamenting HeGor ftood, 

Hiis atpeét fuch when, foil’d with bloody duft, 

Dragg'd by the cords which through his feet were 

thraft 

By his infuiting foe: O how transform’d! 

How much unlike that Heétor who return’d 

Clad in Achilles’ fpoils ! when he among 

A thoufand fhips (like Jove) his lightning flung ! 

His horrid beard and knocted trefles flood 

Stuff with his gore, and all his wounds ran blood, 

Extrane’d I lay, then (weeping) faid, The joy, 

Yhe hope and tray of thy declming Troy ! 

What region held thee? whence, fo much defir'd, 

Art thou reftor’d to us, confum’d and tir’d 

With toils and deaths? But what fad caufe con. 
founds 

Thy once fair looks or why appearthofe wounds ? 

Regardlefs of my words, he no reply 

Returns, but with a dreadful groan doth ery, 

« Fly from the flame, O goddefs-born ! our walls 

“ The Greeks poflefs, and l'rey confounded falls: 

“ From all her glories; if it might have ftood 

“ By any pow’r, by this mght hand it fhould. 

“ What man could du by me fr Troy was done, 

“ ‘Yake here her relics and her gods, to run 

“ With them thy fate; with them new walls 
expect, 

“ Which, tofs’d on feas, thou fhalt at lait ere@ :"* 

‘Then brings old Vefta from her facred quire, 

Her holy wreaths, and her eternal fire, 

Mean-while the walls with doubtful cries refound 

From far; (for fhady coverts did furround 

My father’s houle) approaching ftill more near, 

The clafh of arms and voice of men we hear. 

Rous’d from my bed, I ipeedily afcend 

The houfes’ tops, and lift’ning there attend, 

As flames roll'a by the winds confpiring force 

O’er full-car’d corn, cr torrents’ Faging courfe 

Bears down th’ oppofing oaks, the fields deftroys, 

Aud mocks the ploughman’s toil, ch unlook’d-fer 
noife, 

Trom neighb’ring hills th’ amazed thepherd hears i 

Such my furprife, and fuch their rage appears. 

Firtt fell thy houfe, Ucategon ! then chine 

Deiphobus. Sigwan feas did thine 

Bright with Troy's flames; the trumpets’ dread« 
ful found 

The louder groans of dying men confound. 

Give me wy arms, I cry ’d, refolv'd to throw: 

Myke ong any that oppog’d the foe: 
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"That of ali deaths to die in arms was beft. 

‘The firil | met was Pantheus, Phocbus’ prieft, 

Who, ‘feaping with bis gods and relics, fled, 

And t'wards the thore his little grandchild led. 

Partheus, what hope remains ? what force, what 
place 

Made good? but, fighing, he replies, Alas! 

“Trojans we were, and mighty Hlium was 5 

But the laft period, and the fatal hour 

Of ‘Froy is come; our glory and our power 

Incerfed Jove transfers to Grecian hands: 

"The foe within the burning town commands, 

And (like a fmother’d fire) an unfeen force 

Breaks from the bowels of the facel horfe 5 

Infulting dinon Ainys about the flame, 

‘And thoufands more than ver from Argos came 

Pollefs the gates, the paffes, and the flreets, 

And thefe the fwerd o'ertakes, thofe it meets. 

The guard nor fights nor flies; their late fo near, 

At once fofpends their courage and their fear,” 

"Phus by che gods, and by Atuides’ words 

Iafpir'd, 1 niake my way through fire, through 
fwords, 

Where noifvs, tamits, outcrics, and alarms, 

Vheard.  Firft Iphitus, renown’d for arms, 

We meet, who knew us; (for the moon did fhine) 

"Then Ripheus, Hypanis, aud Dymis join 

"Their force, and young Chorecbus, Mygdon’s fon, 

Who by the love of fair Caffandra won, 

Acriv’d but lately in Ler father’s aid 5 

Unhappy, whom the threats could not difuade 

Of his prophetic fpoufe 5 

Whom when I faw, yet daring to maintain 

"The fight, Laid, Brave fpirits! (but in vain) 

Are you refolv'd to follow aue who dares 

‘Tempt ail extremes? ‘Phe ftate of our affairs 

You tee + the gods have left us, by whofe aid 

Our empire food ; nor can the flame be Muy"d: 

"Vhen let us fall amidit our foes; This one 

Relief the vanquith’d have, to hope for none. 

‘Vheu reinfore’d, asin a ftormy night 

Wolves, urged by their ragiag appetite, 

Forage for prey, which their neglected young 

With grevdy jaws expect, cv'n Lo among 

Foes, fare, and (words, ¢” alfured death we pals 5 

Darknefs our guide, Defpair our leader w 

Who can relate that ewning’s woes and Spoils, 

Or can his tears propertion to our tuils? 

"Phe city, which fo long had flourith’d, falls ; 

Doea.h terumplis o'er the houles, temples, walls. 

Nor only on the ‘Trejans fell ghis doom ; 

‘Their hearts at laf the vangififi'd re-affume, 

And now the victors fall: om afl fides fears, 

Groans, and pele Death, in all her thapes appears. 

Androyeus firit with his whole troop was cat 

Upon us, wich civitity mifplae'd 

‘Thus greeting us; ° Yuu lofe, by your delay 


Rage, anger, and defpair, at once fuggcit, i 




















Your fhare both of the honour and the prey 5 
« Others the {pois of burning Trey convey 
Back tothefcdhips which you but now furlake.” 
‘We making no return, his fad miftake 

‘Yoo jate he fds ; as when an unfcen fnake 





A traveller's unwary foot hath preft, 

Who trembling ftarts, when the fnake’s azure creft, 

Swoln with his rifing anger, he efpies, 

$o from our view furpris'd Androgeus flies : 

But here an eafy victory we meet; >. 

Fear binds their hands, and ignoranec their feet. 

Wilf fortune our fice enterprife dd aid, 

Enccureg’d with fuccefs, Chore-bu id, 

“0 fricnds! we now hy better F tesare led, 

“ And the fair path they lead us wt us tread. 

“ Firlt change your arms, ari their diflinctions 
beur; ; 

“ The fame in foes deceit an? virtue are.” 

‘Then of his arms Androge: » he divefts, 

His fw-rd, his iield, he wakes, and plumed crefts; 

Then Ripheus, Dymas and the reft, all glad 

Of the occaficy fre a fpoils are clad, 

Thus mix’d 1 Gi cks, as if their fortune ftill 

Follow’d their {wor s, we fight, purfue, and kill, 

Some re-afcend the worfe, and he whofe fides 

Jet forth the valiant, now the coward hides. 

Some to their fafer guard, their thips, retire; 

But vain’s that hope "guinkt which the gods con- 
fpire. 

Behold the royal virgin, the divine 

Caffandra, from Minerva’s fatal fhrine 

Dragg’d by the hair, cafting t'wards heav’n, in 
vain, 

Her eyes; for cords her tender hands did ftrain : 

Choreebus at the Spectacle enrag’d, 

sin ansidft the foes: we thus engag’d 

To Second him, among the thickeft ran ¢ 

Here firit our ruin from our triends began, 

Who from cmple’s battlements a fhower 

Of darts and arrows en our beads did pour + 

‘They us for Grecks, and now the Greeks whe 
knew 

Caffandra’s refcue) us for Trojans flew. 

‘Then from all parts Ulyifes, Ajax then, 

And then th’ Atride, cally all their men 5 

‘As winds that meet from fev'ral coatis conteft, 

‘Yheir prifons being broke, the fouth and weft, 

And Eurus on his winged courfers borne, 

‘tripmphing in their fpced, the wouds are torn, 

And chafing Nereus with his trident throws 

"The biliows from their bottom; then all thofe 

Who in the dask our fury did efcave 

Returning, know cur berrow’d args and shape, 

And diff’ring dialect : then Ucir numbers {well 

And grow upon us, Fir Chorwbus feil 

Befure Minerva’s alter ; next did bleed i 






























Juf Ropieus, whom no ‘Trejan did exceed 
in virtue, yet the gods his fate decreed. 
‘Then Hypanis and Dymas, wounded by 
Their friends: nor thee, Panthcus! thy piety 
Nor confecrated mitre from the fame 

Hl fate could fave. My country’s fun’ral flame, 
And ‘I'roy’s cold athes, | artefl and call 

"Lo witnels for myfelf, that in their fall 

No foes, no deathggor danger, I declin'd, 

Did and deferv’d ni ny fate to find, 

Now Iphitus with me, arial 
Slowly retire; the one retarde 








By fecble age, the other by a wound. 

To court the cry direéts us, where we found 
‘Th’ affault fo hot, as if ’twere only there, 
“Fovd.all the reft fecure from foes or Lear: 

“che Cretks the garesapproach’d, their targets caft 

ver their heads; fome fealing ladders plac’d 

Agzinft the walt che reit the teps afcend, 

And with their fiSelds on their left arms defend 
yArrows and darts, Sud with their right hold fait 
Che battlement ; ofhem the ‘frojans cait 

Stones, rafters, pillars"beams ; fuch arms as thefe, 

Now hopelels, for they: la defence they frize. 

"The gilded roofs, the«n.¢rks of ancient itate, 

"They tumble down ; anéuow againit the gate 

Of th’ inner court their gro ving force they bring + 

Now was our laft effort to fav: the king, 

Relicve the fainting, and fucee’d the dead. 

A private gallery "twixt th’ apcttments led, 

Not to the foe yet known, or nc oblerv'd, 

(The way for Hestor’s haplefs wife referv'd, 

‘When to the aged king her little fon 

She would prefent) through this we pafs, and run 

Up to the highelt battiement, from whence 

‘The ‘Trojans threw their darts withost offence, 

A tow’r lo high, it feem’d to reach the fky, 

Stood on the roof, from whence we could defery 

All Hium—both the camps, the Grecian flect : 

Vhis, where the beams upon the columne mect, 

‘We loofcn ; which like thunder from the cloud 

Breaks on their beads, as Sudden and as loud 5 

But others flill fucceed. Mewn-time nor ftones 

Nor any kind of weapons ceafe. 

Before the gate in gtided armour fhone 

Young Pyrrhus, like a {nake, his fkin new grown, 

Who, fed on pois’nous herbs, all winter lay 

Under vit-grosad, and now reviews the day 

Frefla in his new apparel, proud and young, 

Rolls up his back, and brandifhes his tongue, 

And lifts his {caly breaft againft the fun ; 

With him his-father’s {quire Autorrcdon, 

And Peripas, who drove his winged ftceds, 

Enter the court ; whom all the youth fuccceds 

Of Scyros’ ifle, who flaming firebrands flung 

Up to the roof : Pyrrhus binve}f among 

‘The forcmoft with an axe an entrance hews 

*Uhrough beams of folid oak, then freely views 

The chambers, galleries, and roome of ttate, 

Where Priam and the ancient monarchs fat. 

At the jirft gate an armed guard appears, 

But th’ inner court with horror, noile, and tears, 

Confus'dly fili’d, the women’s fhrieks and cries 

"The arched vaults re-echo to the fxie: 

Sad matrons wand’ring through the fpacious rooms 

Embrace and kife the pofts; then Pyrrhus comes; 

Full of his father, neither men nor walls 

His force fuitain ; the torn portcullis falls; 

Then fromthe hinge their fvokesthe gates divorce, 

And where the way they cannot find they force. 

Not with fuch rage a fwelling torrent flows, 

Above his banks.th’ oppofing gens o'uthrows, 

- Depopulates the fields, tpt etle, thecp, 
Shepherds and foktFrie foan:ing furges fweep. 
Pnd row between two fad extrenies | Rood, 
Here Pyrrbus and sh’ Atrid drunk with bicod, 
dae : " 














or 
3 


THE DESTRUCTION OF TROY. 





699 
There th’ haplefs queen amongt an hundred 
dames, 
And Priam quenching from his wounds thofe 
flames 
Which his own hands had on the altar laid ; 
n they the fecret cabinets invade . 


Where ftood the fifty nuptial beds, the hopes 

Of that great race : the golden pots, whofe tops 
Old hoftile fpoils adern’d, denolith’d lay, 

Or to the fee ur to the fire a prey. 

Now Priam’s fate perhaps you may inquire. 
Seeing his empire loft, his Troy on fire, 

And his own palace by the Greeks poffett, 

Arms long diius'd his trembling limbs inveft 
‘Thus on his foes hé throws himfeif alone, 

Not for their fate, but to provoke his owu. 

‘There ftood an airar open to the view 

Of beav’a, near which an aged iaurel grew, 
Whoie fiady arms the houlchold gods embrac'd, 
Betore whole feet the queen hertelf had ea 

With all her daughters, and the ‘frojan wives, 
As doves whon: an appreaching tempeit drives, 
And trights isto one flock; but having {py’d> 
Olid Priam clad in youthful arms, the cry’d, 

Alas! my wretched hufband ! what pretence 
“Yo bear thof arms? andin them what defence ? 
“ Such aid fuch times require not, when again 

“ ft Flector were alive he liv’d in vain + 

“ Or here we fhali a fanctuary find, 

“ Or as in life we thall in death be join’d.” 
‘Vhen, weeping, with kind forecheldand embrac’d, 
aud on the fecret (cat the king the plac’d. 
Mean-white Polites, one of Prium’s fons, 

Flying the rage of bloody Pyrrhus, runs 

‘Through foes aud words, and ragges all the court 
Aud empty galierics, amaz’d and hure ; 

Vyrrkus puriues him, now o’ertakes, now kills, 
and his lait blood iu Priam’s prefence {pills. 

The king (though him fo many deaths inclofe 
Nor fear nor grief, but indignation fhews : 

“Fhe gods requite thee, (if within the cure 

© Of thole above th’ affairs of mortals are) 

“ Whofe fury un the fon bue loft had begu, 

“ Had not his parents’ eyes his murder feen. 

Not that Achilles (whom thou feign’ft to be 
"Phy father) fo inhuman was to me; 

He biuii’d when [ the rights of arms implor'd, 
“To me my Hedor, me co Troy, reftor’d.” 

‘This faid, his feeble arm a jav'lin flung, 

Which on thefounding thield, fcaree cnt’ ring; runge 
‘Then Pyrrhus; “ Goa meffenger to hell 

“ Of my black deeds, and to my father tell 

“ The acts of his degen’rate race.” So through 
His fon’s warm blood the tre:biing king he drew 
‘Yo th’ altar: in his hair one haud he wreaths, 
His fword the other in his bofom fheaths. 

"Phus fell the king, who yct furvtv'd the ftate, 
With fuch a fignal and peculiar fate, 

Under fo vaft 8 ruin, neta grave 

Nor in fuch flames a fun'ral dire to have. 

He whom fu:h titles fwell’d fuch pow’r made proud, 
To whom the feeptres of all Afia how'd, 

On the cold cari dics th’ ubregardad king, 

A headlefs carcafe, and 3 namics thing | 
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PASSION OF DIDO FOR aoa 


® 


Havin at large declar’d Jove’s embally, 

Cyllenius from Afneas ftraight doth fly ; 

He. loath to difobey the gods command, 

Nor willing to forfake this pleafant land, 

Atham’d the kind Fliza to deceive, 

But more afraid to take a folemn leave, 

He many ways his lab’ring thoughts revolves, 

But fear o’ercoming fhame, at lat refelves 

(nftructed by the god of Thieves *) to tteal 

Himfelf away, and his efcape conceal 

He calls his captains, bids them rig the fleet, 

That at the pert they privately fhould meet, 

And fome diffembled colour to project, 

That Dido thould not their defign fufpect ; 

But all in vain he did his plot difguife ; 

No art a watchful lover can furprife. 

She the firft motion finds ; love though moft fure, 

Yet always to itfelf feems unfecure. 

That wicked fame which their firft love proclaim’d 

Foretells the end: the queen with rage inflam’d, 

‘Thus grevts him. “ Thou diffembler! wouldftthou 
ft 





© Ont of a arms by ftealth perfidioufly? 

“ Could not the hand I plighted, nor the love, 

“ Nor thee the fate of dying Dido, move ? 

“ And in the depth of wintcr, in the night, 

“ Dark as thy black defigns, to take thy flight, 

To plough the raging Ras to coaits unknown, 

“ The kingdom thou pretend’ft to not thine own! 

* Were Troy reftor'd thou fhould miftruft a wind 

 Falfe as thy vows, and as chy heart unkind. 

“ Fly'ft thou from me! By thefe dear drops of 
brine 

“ T thee adjure, by that right hand of thine, 

* By our efpoufals, by our marriage-bed, 

If all my kindefs aught have merited; 

“ Wf ever I ftood fair in thy cftecm, 

“ From ruin me and my loft houfe redeem. 

** Cannot my pray’rs a free acceptance find ? 

“ Nor my tears foften an obdurate mind ? 

« My fame of chaftity, hy which the fkies 

* T reach'd before, by thee extinguith’d dies. 

“Into my borders now Iarbas falls, 

And my revengeful brother feales my walls 

The wild Numidians will advantage take ; 

Yor thee buth ‘Tyre and Carthage me forlake. 

* Hadft thou before thy flight bat left with me 

“A young Alnea:, who, refembling thee, 

“ Might in my fight have fported, € had then 

© Not wholly loft, nor quite deferted been ; 


Mery 


“ Betray’d to mifefiefs, of which death’s the leaft. 
With fixed loolfs he ftands, and in his breaft, 
By Jove's command, his ftrnggling care fuppreft. 
“ Great Queen! your favours and deferts fo grea’ 

“ Though numbertefs, I never fhall forget ; 
« No time, until myfelf I have forgot, 
“ Out of my heart Eliza’s name fhall blot : 
“ Bue my unwilling firght the gods enforce, 
“ And that moft jultify our fad diverce. 
“ Since | mutt you forfake, would Fate permit 
“ To my deftres | might my fortune fit, 
“Troy to her ancient fplendour F would raife, 
“ And where I firft began would end my days. 
“ But fince the Lycian Lots and Delphic god 
“ Have deftin’d Italy for our abode; 
“ dince you proud Carthage (fed from Tyre) enjoy, 
“ Why fhould not Latium us receive from Troy ? 
“* As for my fon, my father’s angry ghoft, 
“ Teils me his hopes by my delays are croft, 
“ And mighty Jove’s ambaffador appemr”d 
“ With the fame meflage, whom 1 faw and heard; 
“ We both are griev’d when you or { complain, 
“ But much the more when all complaintsare vain ! 
“ call to witnefs all the gods, and thy 
“ Beloved head, the coaft of Italy 
“ Againtt my will | feek.” 
While thus he fpeaks, the rolls her fparkling eye¢, 
Strvcys him round, and thus incens’d replies : 
“ Thy mother was no goddefs, nor thy ftock 
“ From Oardanus, but in fome horrid rock, 
« Perfidious wretch! rough Caucafus thee bred, 
“ And with their milk Hyrcanian tigers fed, 
“ Diffimulation I thall now forget, 
“ And my referves of rage in arder fet, 
“ Could all my pray'rs and foft entreaties force 
“ Sighs from his breaft, or from his loék remorfe. 
“ Where fhall 1 firft complain? can mighty Jove 
“ Or Juno fuch impieties approve ? 
“ The jut Aitrza fure is fed to hell, 
“ Nor more in earth nor heav’n itfelf will dwell. 
th! him on my coafts by tempefts caft, 
iving madly, on my throne E plac’d : 
“ His men from famine and his fleet from fire 
“T refed no’ Lycian Lots confpire 
“ With Pheebus; now ”s envoy through Heat 
“ Brings difmal tidings, as M¥ich low care 
“ Could reachtheir thoughts,or their repofe 
“ Thou art a falfe impeftor and a forte, 


“ By thee, no ee hufband, but my guef, 
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“ Go, go, purfue thy kingdom through the main, 
“ Ehope, +f Heav'n her juftice ftill retain, 
i Thou thalt be wreck’d, or caft upon fome rock, 
« “WFevsthou the name of Dido fhalt invoke : 
“¢TIl follow shee in fun’ral flames : when dead 
“ My ghoft thalighce attend at board and bed : 
“ And when the g -dson thee their vengeance thew, 
nit That welcome n¥we thall comfort mc below.” 
‘This faying, fromMhis hated fight fhe fled, 
} Condu@ed by her dafYel: to her bed : 
, Yet reftlefs the arate, : nd looxing out, 
" Beholds the flect, and . ears the feamen thout 
When great Aineas pals .' before the guard, 
To make a view how all tings were prepar’d. 
Ah‘ cruel Love! to what doft thou enforce 
Poor mortal breafts! again the hath recourfe 
To tears and pray’rs, again fhe t els the {mart 
Of a freth wound from his tyran-ic dart. 
That the no ways nor means ma, leave untry'd, 
Thus to her fifter the herfelf apply’d : 
“ Dear fitter! my refentment had not been 
“ So moving, if this fate | had forefeen; 
“ Therefore to me this laft kind office dos 
“ Thou halt fome int’reft in our feornful foe; 
“ He trufts to thee the counfels of his mind, 
“ Thou his foft hours and free acccfs canft find: 
© Tell him I fent not to the Mian coaft 
“My fleet to aid the Greeks; his father’s ghoft 
“ Tnever did difturb + afk him to lend 
“ Tothis the Jaft rcqueft that I shall fend, 
“ A gentle ear; \ with that he may fisd 
“A happy paffage and a profp’rous wind-: 
“ That contra& I not plead which he betray’d, 
§ Nor that his promis'd conquett be delay'd; 
“ All that Jae js but a fhort reprieve, 
“ Till £ forget to love, and learn to grieve : 
“ Some paufe and refpite only I requirc, 
“Till with my tears fhali have quench’d my fire. 
* If thy addrefs can but obtain one day 
“ Or two, my death that fervice fhall repay.” 
‘Thus fhe entreats; fuch meffages with tears 
Condoling Anne to him, and from him, bears ; 
But him no pray’rs, no arguments, can move ; 
The Fates refit; his ears are opp'd by Jove. 
Aswhen fiercenorthern blaftsfromth’ Alpsdefcend, 
From his firm roots with ftruggling gufts to rend 
An aged fturdy oak, the rattling found — [ground 
Grows loud, with leaves and featter’d arms the 
Is overlaid, yet he lands fix’d; as high 
As his proud head is rais’d towards the fky, 
So low t’wards hell his roots defcend. Wich pray’rs 
And tears the hero thus affail’d, great cares 
He finothers in his breaft, yct keeps his poft, 
All their addreffes and their labour loft. 
Then the deceives her fifter with a fmile : 
“ Anne, in the inner court ere@ a pile; 
“ Thercon his arms and once-lov’d portrait Tay: 
“ Thither our fatalemarriage bed convey ; 
“ All curfed monuments of him with fire 
£ We matt abolith, (fo thege75 require.) 
She sives her credit oTo wore effed 
-“¢ban from Sicheus’ death fhe did fufped, 
And her commands obeys 
Arora now had left '‘Tithonus' bed, 
And o'er the world her bluthing r°ys did {pread. 
WF 











yor 
The queen beheld, as foon as day appear’d, 

The navy under fail, the haven clear'd : 

Thrice with her hand her naked breait the knocks, 
And from her forchead tears her golden locks, 
“0 Jove!" fhe ety’d, “ and thail he thus delude 
“ Meand my realm? why is he not purfu’d ? 

“ Arm, arm,” ine cry’d, “and Ictour Tyr! 

“ With ours his fleet, and carry fire and £ 
“ Leave nothing unattempicd iv det: oy 
“ ‘That perjur’d race, then let us ¢ with joy. 

“ What if th’ event of war ancertain were ? 

“ Nor death nor-danger can the defp'rate fear. 

** But, oh, too fate! this thing I fhonld have done 
“When firft I plac’e the traitor on my throne. 

“ Behold the faith of hith who fav’a from fire 

“ His honour'd household gods! his aged fire 

“ His ptous fhoulders from ‘Troy’s flames did bear. 
“Why did I not his carcafe piece-meal tear, 

“ And caft it in the fea? why not deftroy 

“ all his companions, and beloved boy 

“ Afcanius? and his tender limbs have dreft, 

“* And made the father on the fon to feait ? 

“ Thou Sun! whofe luftre all things here below 
© Surveys, and Juno! conicious of my woe, 

“ Revengeful Furies! and Queen Hecate ! 

“ Receive and grant my pray’r ! if he the fea 

“ Muft needs efcape, and reach th’ Aufonian land, 
“If Jove decree it, Jove’s decree muft ftand. 

“ When landed, may be he with arms oppreft 

“ By his rebelling people, be diftreft 

“ By exile from his country, be divore’d 

“From young Afeanius’ fight, and be cufore’d 
“To implore forcign aids, and lofe his friends 

“ By violent and undeferved ends ! 

“ When to conditions of unequal peace 

“He fhail fubmit, then may he not poffefs 

“ Kingdom nor life, and fitid his funeral 

“ F th’ fands, when he before his day fhall fall! 

“ And ye, oh Tyrians! with immortal hate 

“ Purfuc this race; this fervice dedicate 

“To my deplored afhes: let there be 

“'Twixt us and them mo league nor amity. 

“ May from my bonesa new Achilles rife 

“ That fhall infeft the ‘Urojan colonies 

“ With fire, and fword, and famine, when at length 
“* Time to our great attempts contributes ftrength; 
“ Our feas, our fhores, our armies, theirs oppofe, 
“ And may our children be for ever focs !”” 

A ghailly palenefs death’s approach portends, 
‘Then trembling the the fatal pile afcends, 
Viewing the Trojan relics, fhe unfheath’d 

Bueas’ (word, not for that ufe beqneath’d ; 

Then on the guilty bed the gently lays 

Herfelf, and foftly thus lamenting prays; 

“ Dear relics! whilft that Godsand Fates giveleave, - 
“ Free me from care, and my glad foul receive. 

“ That date which Fortune gave T now muft end, 
“And to the fhades a noble ghoft defcend, 

“ Sichaus' blood, by his falfe brother fpilt, 

“ T have reveng'd, and a proud city built. 

“ Happy, alas! too happy, I had liv'd, 

“ Had not the Trojan on my coaft arriv’d. 

“ Bat thall b dic without revenge? yet die 
“Thus, thus with joy to thy Sicheus fly. 
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Viel) PASSION OF 


« My confcious foe my fun’ral fire fhall view 

« From fea, and may that omen bim purfue !” 
Her fainting hand let fall the fword beimear’d 
‘With blood, and then the mortal wound appear’d. 
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“Lil wath her wound with tears,and at het deatla 
« My lips fromher’s fhall draw herparting breath.” 


‘Then with her velt the wound fhe wipesand dries 
Then with her arm the Queen attempts to-rht” 


‘Through ali the court the fright and clamours rife, | But her ftrength failing, falls into acon, 


Which the whole city fills with fears and crics 
As loud as if her Carthage or old Tyre 

‘The foe had enter’d. and had fet on fire. 
Amazed Anne with {peed afcends the ftairs, 
And in her arms her dying fifter rears : 

* Did you for this yourfelf and me heguile ? 
“ For fuch an end did I ereét this pile ? 

“ Did you fo much defpife me, in this fate 
« Myfelf with you not to affocrate ? 

* Yourlelf and me, alas! this fatal wound 
The fenate and the people doth confound. 


Life’s latt efforts yet ftriving withdher wound: , 

Thrice on her bed the turns, wit's wand’ring figl 

Seeking, fhe groans when fhe beSolds the light. 

"Then Juno, pitying her difafty@us fate, 

Sends Tris dawn her pangs to 

(Since if we fall before th’ afpointed day 

Nature and death continue Jong their fray.) 

Iris defends; * This fataBock (Says the) 

© Lo Pluto 1 bequeath, and fet thee free ;" 

Then clipsher hair: cold numbnefs ftraight bereaves 
| Her corple of fenfe, and th’ air her foul receivese 




















SARPEDON’s SPEECH TO GLAUCUS. 


IN THE TWELFTH BOOK OF HOMER. 


Tavs to Clancus {pake 

Divine Sarpedon, fince he did not find 

Others as great in place as great in mind, 

Above the reft why is our pomp, our pow’r, 

Our flocks, our herds, and our pofleilions more? 
‘Why all the tributes land and fea affords, 
Heap'dingreatchargers,loadour fumptuousboards: 
Our cheerful guefts caroufe the fparkling tears 


Of the rich grape, whilft mufic charms their ears. 


Why, as we pals, do thofqon Xanthus’ fhore 
As gods behold us, and as gods adore ? 

But that, as well in danger as degree, 

We ftand the firft; that when our Licians fee 
Our brave examples, they admiring fay, 
Behold ovr gallant leaders! thele are they 


Deferve the greatnefs, and unenvy"d ftand, 
Since what they act tranfcends what they command. 
Could the declining of this fate (oh fuignd !) 
Our date to immortality extend? 
Or if death fought not them who feek not death 
' Would | advance? or fhould my vainer breath 
? With fuch a glorious folly thee infpire ? 
| But fince with Fortune Nature doth confpire, 
Since age, difeafe, or fome lefs noble end, 
Thoughwet lefs certain, doth our days attend 5 
Sigce ’tis decreed, and to this period lead 
‘A thoufand ways, the nobleft path we'll tread, 
‘And bravely on till they, or we, or all, 
A common facrifice to honour fall. 

















EPIGRAM FR 


Pr'rrnee die and fet me free, 
Or elfe be 

Kind, and brifk, and gay, like me ¢ 
J pretend not to the wife ones, 

‘To the grave, to the grave, 

Or the precife ones. 


OM MARTIAL 
’Tis not checks, nor HpNAag. eyes, 


That ¥ prize, 

Quick conceits, or fharp replies 5 
If wife theu wilt appear and knowing? 
Repartee, repartee 


So what I'm do. a 





cae io 


EPIGRAM 


Priythee why the room fo dark ? 
Not a {park | 

~ ft to light me to the mark: 

light and a candle, 

And to ip and to fee 

As well as hagdle. 


‘Why fo many holts and locks, 
Coats and {moc'js, : 
And thofe draweis, with a pox? 









FROM MARTIAL, 


Let her fo herfelf behave: 
All the day long Sufan civil, 


T copld with, could Nature make it, 


Nakednefs, nakednefs 


Itfelf were naked. 


But ifa miftrefs l mut have 


Wife and grave, 


Pap by night, pap by night, 


Or fuch a devil. 








CATO MAJOR. 


TO THE READER, 


T caw neither call this piece Tully’s nor my own, | 
Leing much altered from the original, not only by 
the change of the ftyle, bur by addition and fub- | 
tration, I believe you will be better pleafed to | 
receive it, as i did, at the ficf fight; for to me 
Cicero did not fo much appear to write av Cato to 
{peak ; and, to do right to my author, { believe no 
charadter of any perfon was ever better drawn co 
the life thaft chis, ‘Therefore neither confider Ci- 
cera nor me, but Cato himfelf, who being then 
railed from the dead to {peak the language of that 
age and place, neither the diftance of psuce ot 
time makes it lefs poffible to raife him now to 


Speak ours, 


Though I dare not compare my copy with the 
original, yet you will find it mentioned here how 
much fruits are improved by graffing; and here, 
by grafling veriv upon profe, fome of thefe feverer 
arguments may receive a mild and more pleafant 
tatte. 

Cato fays (in another place) of himfelf, that he 
learned to Speak Greek hetween the feventieth and 
cightieth year of his age; beginning that fo fate, 
he may not yet be too old to Jearn Englith, being 
now but between his feventcenth and eighteenth 
hundred year, For thefe reafons 1 fhall Jeave to this 
picce no other name than what the author gave it, 
of Cato Major. 3 





PREFACE 


Thar learned critic, the younger Scaliger, com- 
paring the twa great orators, fays, that nothing can 
be taken from Demofthenes, nor added to Tally ; 
and if there be any fault in the Jaft, it is the re- 
fumption or dwelling too long upon his arguments: 
for which reafon, having intended to tranflate this 
Piece into profe, (where tranflation ought to be 
ftri@) finding the matter xery proper for verfe, I 
took the liberty to lg-ve out what was only necef- 


~ fary to that age and place, and to take or add what 


‘was proper to this prefent age and occafion, by 
Jaying hi. fenfe clofer, and in fewer words, accor- 
Ging to the ftyle and ear of thefe times. The 
three firft parts F dedicate t» my old friends, to 
take off thofe melancholy sefle@ions which the 


fenfe of age, infirmity, and death, may give them, 
The laft part I think neceffary for the convi@ion 
of thofe many who believe not, or at leaft mind 
not, the immortality of the foul, of which the {erip- 
ture {peaks only pofitively as a lawgiver, with an 
ipfe dixit ; but it may be, they neither believe that, 
(from which they either make doubts or fport) nor 
thofe whofe bufinefs st is to interpret it, fuppofing 
they do it only for their own ends: but ifa Heathen 
philofopher bring fuch arguments from reafon, 
Nature, and fecond caufes, which none of our A- 
theittical fophifters can confute, if they may Qand 
convinced that there is an immortality of the foul; 
I hope they will fo weigh the confequences as nei+ 
ther to talk nor hive as if there was no fuch thing, 





CATO MAJOR OF OLD ade. 








CATO MAJOR 


OF OLD AGE. . 


CATO, SCIPIO, L/ELIUS, 


Scirto. 


Trove all the ations of your life are crown’d 
‘with wifdom, nothing makes them more renow'n’d 
Than that'thofe years, which others think extreme, 
Nor to yourfelf nor us uneafy feem, 
Under which weight moft like the old giants groan, 
When &tna on their backs by Jove was thrown. , 
Caro. What you urge, Scipio, from right reafon | 
All parts of Age feem burthenfome to thole {flows ; | 
‘Who virtue’s and true wifdom’s happinefs 
Cagnot diftera ; but they who thofe voffefs, 
4n what's impos'd by Nature find no grief, 
Of which our age is (next our death) the chief, 
Which though all equally delice v obtain, 
Yet when they have obrain’d ir, they complain : 
Such our conitarcies and follies are, 
We fay it fteals upon us unaware. 
Our want of reas’ning thefe falfe meafures makes ; 
Youth runs to Age, as chil¢hood youth o’ertakes. 
. Mow much more grievous would our lives appear 
“Fo reach th’ eighth hundred than the eightieth 
Of what inghat long {pace of time hath paft [year ? 
To foolith Age will no remembrance lai. 
My Age's condué when you feem t’ admire, 
(Which that it may deferve 1 much defire) 
*Tis my fir rule on Nature, as my guide 
Appointed by the gods, I have rely’ ; 
‘And Nature, which all acts of life defigns, 
Not, like ill poets, in che laft declines - 
Bur fome ong part mutt be the laft of all, 
Which, like ripe fruits, muft cither rot or fall; | 
And this from Nature muit be gently borne, 
Elfe her (as giants did the gods) we fcorn. 
Lx. But, Sir, ’tts Scipio’s and my defire, 
Since to long life we gladly would afgire, 
‘That from your grave inftrudtions we might hear 
How we, like you, may shis great burthen bear. | 
Cat. This I refolv'dbefore, bat now fhall do | 
| 











With great delight, dince "tis requir'd by you. 


Lx. If to yourfelf it will not tedious prove, 
Nothing in us a greater joy can move, 


‘That as old travellers the young inftruct, 


Your long our fhort experience may conduct, 

Car. “fis true, (as the old proverb doth relate) 
Equals with equals often congregate. ao 
Two confuls *, (who in years my equals were) 
When fenators, lamenting I did hear 
Chat Age from them had all their pleafurcs torn, 
And them their former fuppliants now {cora, 
They what is not to be accus’d accufe 
Not others but themfelves their Aye abufe ; 

Elfe this might me concern, and ali my friends, 
Whole cheerful Age with honour youth attends, 
foy’d that from pleafure’s flav’ry they are free; 

‘And all refpe@ts due to their age they fee 

In its true colours; this complaint appears 
‘Lhe ill effe& of manners, not of years; 
For on ogi: no grievous burthen lies 
Who are Weil-natur'd, temperate, and wife 5 
But an inhuman and ill-temper’d mind 

Not an eafy part in life can find. 

Lexx. This I believe; yet others may difpute 
Their Age (as yours) can never bear fuch fruit 
Of honour, wealth, and pow’r, to make them 
Not ev'ry one fuch happinefs can meet. —_[fweet 5 

Car. Some weight your argument, my Lalius, 
Bur not fo much as at firft fight appears. | bears, 
This anfwer by ‘Themiftocles was made, 

(When a Seriphian thus did him upbraid, 
* You thofe great honours to your country owes 
Not to yourfelf)”—* Had I at Seripho + 








}e Been born, fuch honour 1 had never feen, 


“ Nor you, if an Athenian you had been,” 
So Age, ctoath’d in indecent poverty, ° 
‘To the moft prudsnt cannot eafy be; 
But to a fool the greaer_his eftate © 
The more uneafy is his Agt‘s weight. 

* Caius Salinator, Spurius Albinus, 


f An ie to which conderuncd mea were banithed, 


CATO MAJOR OF OLD AGE. 


Age's chief arts and arms are to grow wife, 
Virtur to koow, and known to exercife = 
All juft returns to Age then virtue makes, 
Norberg in her exeremity forfakes. 

"The fwerra& cordial we receive at laft, 

Ys canfcience o%, our virtuous actions prt. 

(T when a yout.) with reverence did look 
On Quintus Fabius, who Tarentum took ; 
Yer in his Age fuch cheerfulnefs was feen, 
Asif his years and mine hal equal been: 
His gravity was mis’d with gentlenefs, 
Nor had his age made his good humour lefs = 
"Then was he well in years, (che fame that he 
‘Was conful that of my nativity) 





795. 
(A ftripling then) in his fourth confalate 

On him at Capua [in arms did wait. 

® five years after at Tarentum wan 

The Quettorthip, and then our love began 
And four years after, when I Prator was, 

He pleaded, and the Cincian law § did pals. 
With ufeful diligence he nv'd t” engage, 

Yet with rhe tenmp'rate arts of patient Age 

He breaks fierce Hannibal's infulting heazs 

Of which exploic thus our friend Ennius treats 3 
He by delay rettor'd the commonwealth, 

Nor preferr’d ramoue before public health. 





-4 Aguinit bribes. 











The Argument. 


When I reflc& on Age, I find here are 

Four caufes, which us mifery declare. 

x. Becaufe our body's ftrength it mach impairs t 
2, That it takes off our minds from great affairs t 
3. Next that our fenfe ef pleafures it deprives 


4. Laft, that approaching death attends our lives. 
Of all thefe fev’ral caufes WII difcourle, 
‘And then of each, in ordcr, weigh the force. 


THE FIRST 
e 


Tie old from fuch affairs is only freed 
Which vig’rous youth and ftrength of body need; 
But to more high affairs our Age is lent, 
Mott properly when heats of youth are fpent. 
Did Fabius and your father Scipio 
(Whofe daughter my fon married) nothing do? 
Fabricii, Coruncani, Curii, 
Whofe courage, counfil, and authority, 
The Roman commonwealth reftor'd, did boalt, 
Nor Appius, with whofe firength his fight was loft, 
Who, when the Senate was to peace inclin’d 
With Pyrrhus, thew’d his reafon was not blind. 
Whither’s our courage and our wiftom come, 
When Rome itfelf confpires the fare of Rome? 
‘The reftawith ancient gravity and fkill 
He fpake ; (for his oration’s extant Mill.) 
*Tis fevenseen years fincerhe had Conful been 
The fecond time, and there were ten between 5 

- ‘Therefore their argument’s of little force, 
Who Age from great employments would divorce. 


PART. 


As ina thip fome climb the fhrouds, t” unsold 
The fail, fome fweep the deck, forse pum’ the hold, 





Whillt he that guides the helm employsébis fill, 
And gives the Jaw to them by fitring DM ; 
Great aions lefs from courage, flrengéf, and fpeed, 


‘Than from wife countels and conmiads proceed. 
Chofe arts Age wants not which to Age belong 5 
Nor heat but cold experience nakes us itrong. 

‘A Conlul, Tribune General, 1 have heen, 

Vall forts of war I have pafe’d through aud feem 5 
‘And naw grown old, I fem’ abandon it, 

Yet to the fenate I preferihe what's fit. 

Cev'ry day “gaint Carthage war proclaim, © ~ 
(For Romc’s deftraStion hath been long her aim), 
Nor ‘hall § ceafe till { her. ruin fee, : 











Which triumph may the gods defign. for thee 5 
Phat Scipio may revenge his grandfire’s ghot, 


Whoie life at Cann with great honcur'loft 
Is on records nor had he weary'd beén 


With Age, if he an hundred years had feen: 
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He had not us'd exeurfions, fpears, or darts, 
Put counfel. order, and {uch aged ans; 
Which if our anceftors had not retain’d, 
"Phe Senate’s name our council had not gain’d. 
‘The Spartans to their highett magiftrate 
The name of Elder did appropriate : 
‘Pherefore his fame for ever hall remain, 
How gailantly ‘Tarentum he did gain, 
With vigilant conduét : when that sharp reply 
© gave to Salisator I ftood by, 
‘Who to the caftle fled, the town being itt, 
Yet he to Maximus did vainly boatt 
“T'was by my means Parentum you obtain’d ; 
*Tis true, had you not loft I had “not gain’d. 
And as much hononr on his gown did wait 
As on his arms in his fifth coniulate 
When his calleague Carvilius thept fide, 
‘The ‘Tribune of the people would divide 
To them the Gallic and the Picene field ; 
Against the Senate’s will he will nut yield 5 
When, being ang-y, boldly he declares 
‘Thofe things were acted wider happy ftars, 
From which the commonwealth found good effedts, 
Bur otherwife they came frorix bad ufpedts, 
Many great things of Fabius {could tell, 
But his fon’s death did all the reft excel ; 
(His gallant fon, theugh young, had Conful becn) 
“His funeral oration I have feen 
Often; and when on that { turn my eyce, 
Tall the old philofophers defpife, 
Though he in all the people's eyes feem’d great, 
‘Vet greater he appear'd, in his retreat ; 
* When feafting with his private friends at home, 
Such counfel, fuch difcourfe, from him did come, 
. Such fcience in his art of augury, 
No Roman ever was more Ivarn’d than he; 
‘Knowledge of all things pretent and to come, 
Rememb'ring all the wars of ancictt Rome, 
Nor only there, but all the world’s befide + 
, Dying in extreme Age I prophefy’d 
; ‘That which is come to pafs, and did difeern 
2 From hisfurvivors I could nothing learn, 
F This long difemirfe was but to let you feo 
‘That his long Jife could not uncafy be. 
Few like the Fabii or the Scipios are 
‘Takers of cities, conquerors in war ! 
Yet others to like happy Age arrive, 
' Who modeft, quiet, and with virtue live: 
‘Thus Plato writing his philofophy, 
With honour atter ninety years did die, 
Th’ Athenian ftory writ at ninety-four 
By ifocrates, who yet liv’d five years more; 
His mafter Gorgias at the hundredth ycar 
And féventh, not his ftudies did forbear ; 
And afk’d why he no foover left the ftage ? 
Said he faw nothing to accufe Old Age. 
None but the fcolifh, who their lives abufe, 
" Age of their own miftakcs and crimes accufé, 
All commonweilths (as by records is feen) 
As by Age preferv’d, by youth deftroy'd, have been, 
When the tragedian Nevius did demand, 
Why did your commonweulth no longer ftand? 
*Twas anfwer’d, that their fenators were new, 


Foolifh and young, and fuch as nothing knew, 
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Nature to youth hot rafhnefs doth difpenfe 
But with cold prudence Age doth recompenfe, 
But age, ‘tis faid, will memory decay; th 
So (if it be net exercis’d) it may; a“ m 
Or if by Navure it be dull and flow..<™ 
‘Themiftocles (when ag’d: the name did know _- 
Of allthe Athenians; and none grow fo old 
Not to remember where they hid their gold. 
From age fuch art of memory we learn, 
‘Vo forget nothing which is our concern : 
Their interett no prieft nor forcerer 
Forgets, nor lawyer nor philofopher 
No underftanding memory can want 
Where wiidom fiudious induftry doth plant. 

or docs it only in the ative live, 
But in the quiet and contem ive. 
When Sophucles (who plays when aged wrote) 
Was by his fons before the judges brought, 
Becaufe he paid the Mufes fuch refpea 
His fortune, wife, and children to neglect ; 
Almott condemu'd, he mov'd the judges chus, 
“ Hear, but inftcad of me my Oedipus.” 
‘The judges hearing with applaufe, at th’ end 
Freed him, and faid, “No fool fuch lines had 

penn’d,.”* 

What pocts and what orators can I 
Recount, wha: princes in philofophy, 
Whofe confant ftudi.s wich their age did ftrive ? 
Nor did they thofe, though thofe did them furvive, 
Old hufbandmen [ at Sabinum know. 
Who for another year dig, plough, and fow ; 
For never any man was yct foold 
But hop'd his life one winter more might hold. 
Cwcilius vainly frid “ Fach day we Spend 
“ Difeovers fomething which muft needs offend.® 
But fometimes Age may plealant things behold, 
And nothirg that ofiends. He thould have told 
‘This not to Age, but youth, who oft’ner fee 
What not alone offends, but hurts, than we. 
‘Phat fin him which he in Age condemn’d, 
That us it renders edious and gontemn’d 
He knew not virtue if he thought this truth ; 
For youth delights in Age, and Agein youth, 
What to the old can greater pleafure he 
Than hopeful and ingenuous youth to fee, 
When they with rev'rence follow where we lead, 
And in ftraiyht paths by our direstions tread ! 
And ev’n my converfation here I {ee 
As well receiv'd by you as your's by mes 
Tis difingenuons to accufe our Age 
OF idicnefs, who all cur pow'rs engage 
In the fume ftudies, the fame courfe to hold, 
Ner think our reaion for new arts too old, 
Solon, the fage, his progrefs never ceas'd, 
But fill his learning with his days increas’d ; 
And I with the fame grecdinefs did feek, 
/s water when Ethirft, to fwallow Greek 3 
Which 1 did only Jearn that I might know 
Thofe great examplts which I follow now 
And I have heard that Socrates the Wife 
-cary'd on the lute for his laft exercife. 
Though many of the Ancients did the fame, ~ 
‘To improve knowledge was my only aim... 
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THE SECOND PART. 


Now into’ our fecond grievance I muft break, 

* Thatlofs of trength makes under(tanding weak.” 
I grieve no more my youthful ftrength to want, 
"Than, young, that of a bull or elephant 5 

"Then with that force content which Nature gave, 
Nor am [ now difpleas'd with what 1 have. 

When the young wreftlersattheir fport grew warm, 
Old Milo wept to fee his naked arm, 
Andcry'd'twasdead. Frifler! thine heartand head, 
And all that’s in them, (not thy arm) are dead: 
This folly cv’ry looker-on derides, 

‘To glory only in thy arms and fides. 

Our galiant ancettors let fall no tears, 

cogth decreafing by increafing years ; 
But they advanc’d in wifdom ev'ry hour, 

And made the commonwealth advance in pow’r, 
But orators may grieve, for in their fides, 

Rather than heade, their faculty abides; 

Yet I have heard old voices loud and clear, 

And ftiil my own fometimes the Senate hear. 
When th’ old with fmooth and gentle voices plead, 
‘They by the ear their well-pleas'd audience lead ; 
Which if I had not ftrength enough to do, 

I could (my Lelius and my Scipio') 

‘What's to be done or not be done inftruct, 

And to the maxims of good life conduct. 

Cneius and Publius Scipio, and (that man 






. Of men) your grandfire, the great African, 


‘Were joyful when the flow’r of noble blood 
- Crowded their dwellings, and attending ftood, 
Like oracles their counfels to receive, 

How in their progrefs they fhould act and live. 
‘And they whofe high examples youth obeys 

Arc not defpifed though their ftrength decays; 
And thofe decays (to {peak the naktd trath, 
"Shough the defeSts of Age) were crimes of youth. 
Intemp’rate youth (by fad experience found) 

Ends in an Age imperfect and unfound) 

Cyrus, though ag’d, (if Xenophon fay true} 
Lucius Mettellus, whom when young t knew) 
Who held (after his fecond confuiate) 
‘Twenty-two years the high pontificate 5 

Neither of thefe, in body or in mind, 

Before their death the leaft decay did find. 

1 Speak not of myfcif, though nohe deny 

To Age to praife their youh the liberty + 

Such an unwafted ftrength 1 cannot boat, 

Yet now my years are eighty-four almoft 
And thoug!: from what it was my ftren, 
Both in the firft and fecond Punic war, 











Nor at Thermopylz, under Glabrio, 

Nor when I Conful into Spain did go; 

But yet I feel no weaknefs, nor hath length 

OF winters quite enervated my ftrength ; 

And I my gueft, my client, or my fiend, 

still in the courts of juftice can defend : 

Neither muft I that proverb’s truck: allow, 

“ Who would be ancient mutt be early fo.” 

T would be youthful ftill, and find no aced 

To appear old till | was fo indeed. 

And yet you fee my hours not idle are, 

Though with your ftrength tcannot minecompare + 

Yet this Centurion’s doth yours furmount ; 

Not therefore him the better man I count, 

Milo, when ent’ring the Olympic game, 

With a huge ox upon his fhouider came : 

Would you the force of Milo’s body find, 

Rather than of Pythagoras’s mind? 

The force which Nature gives with care retain, 

But when decay'd ’tis foliy to complain, 

In Age to with for youth is full as vain 

As for a youth to turn a child again, 

Simple and certain Nature's ways appear, 

As fhe fets forth the feafons of the year : 

So in all parts of life we find her truth, 

Weaknefs to childhoad, rafhnefs to our youth; 

‘Lo elder years to be difcreet and grave, 

Then, to old Age maturity the gave. 

(Scipio) you know how Mafliniffa bears 

His kingly port at more than pinety years 5 

When marching with his foot he waiks till night, 

When with kis horfe he never will alight ; 

‘Though cold or wet, his head is always bare 5 

So hot, fo dry, his aged members are, 

You fee how exercife and temperance 

Ev'n to old years a youthful ftrength advance. 

Our law (becaufe from Age our ftrength retires) 

No duty which belongs to ftrength requires. 

But Age doth many men fo feeble make, 

That they no great defign can undertake 5 

Yer that to Age not fingly is apply’d, 

But to all man’s infirmities befide. }. 

That Scipio who adopted you did fall 

Into fuch pains he had no health at all, 

Who elfe had equall’d Africanus’ parts, 

Excecding him in all the liberal arts. 

Why fhould thofe errors then imputed be 

To Age alone, fram which our youth’s not free ? 

Ev'ry dileafe of Age we may prevent, 

Like thofe of youth, by being diligent, 2. 
Yyij 
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When fick, fuch moderate exercife we ufe, 

And diet, as our vital heat renews ; 

And if our bodies thence refrefhment finds, 

Then muft we alfo exercife our minds, 

If with continval oil we not fupply 

Our lamp, the light for want of it will die. 
‘Though bodies may be tir’d with cxercife, 

No wearincfa the mind could ¢’er furprife. 
Cacilius, the comedian, when of age 

He reprefents the follies on the ftage, 

‘They're credulous, forgetful, diffolutes 

Neither thofe crimes to Age he doth impute, 

But to old men, to whom thofe crimes belong. 
Luft, petulence, rafhnels, are in youth more ftreng 
Than Age, and yet young men thofe vices hate 
Who virtuous are, difercet, and temperate : 

<And fo what we call dotage feldom breeds 

In bodies but where Nature fow’d the feeds. 
‘There are five daughters and four gallant fons 

In whom the blood of noble Appius runs, 

‘Witha moft num’rous family befide, 

‘Whom he alone, though old and blind, did guide : 
Yet his cléar-fighted mind was till intent, 
And to his bus’nefs, like a bow, Qood bent + 
By children, fervante, neighbours, fo eftcem’d, 
He not a mafier but a monarch feem'd. 
Althis relations his admirers were 5 

His fons paid rev’rence, and his fyrvants fear > 
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‘The order and the ancient difcipline 

Of Romans did in all his a¢ticns fhine. 
Authority kept up old Age fecures, 

Whofe dignity as Jong as life endures, 
Something of youth Tin old Age appro.c, 
But more the marks of Age in youth L love, 
Who this obferves may in his body find 
Decrepit Age, but never in his mind. 

‘The feven volumes of my own Reports, 
Wherein are all the pleadings of our courts 5 
All noble monuments of Greece are come 
Unto my hands, with thofe of ancient Rome. 
‘The Pontifical and the Civil law 

T ftudy ftill, and thence orations draw : 
And, to confirm my memory, at night 

What I hear, fee, or do, by day, I {till recite. 
Thofe exercifes for my thoughts T find; 
Thefe labours are the chariots of my mind, 
To ferve my friends the Senate I frequent, 
And there what I before digefted vent ; 
Which only from my flrength of mind proceeds, 
Not any outward force of body needs ; 

Which if I could not do, I fhould delight 

On what I would to ruminate at night. 

Who in fuch practices their mind engage, 

Nor fear nor think of their approaching Age, 
Which by degrees invifibly doth creeps 

Nor do we feem to die, but fall aflcep. 





THE THIRD PART. 


Now mutt 1 draw my forces ’gainft that hott 
Of pleafures which i’ th’ fea of Age arc fot, 
‘0 thou moft high tranfcendent gift of Age! 
Youth from its folly thus to difengage. 

And now receive from me that moft divine 
Oration of that noble Tarcntinet, 

Which at Tarenrum I long fince did hear, 
When I attended the great Fabius tuere. 

Ye Gods! was it man’s nature, or his fate, 
Betray’d him with fweet pleafure’s poifon'd bait ? 
Which he, with ali defigns of art or pow'r, 
Doth with unbridled appetite devour : 

And as all poifuns feck the nobleft part, 
Picafure pofleffes firft the head and hearts 
Intoxicating loth by them, fhe finds, 

And burns the facred temples of our minds, 
Furies, which reafon’s divine chains had bound, 
(That being broken) all the world confound ; 
Luft, Murder, Treafon, Avarice, and hell 
Itlelf broke loofe, in Reafon's palace dwell : 
Trath, Honour, Juttice, Temperance, are fied, 
All her attendants into darknefs led. 


+ Archytas, much praifed by Hotaces 


But why all this difcoarfe? when plcafure’s rage 
HatK conquer’ reafoh, we muft treat with Age 
Age undermines, and will in time furprife 

Her ftrongeft forts, and cut off all fupplies ; 

And, join’d in league with ftrong Neceffity, 
Pleafure muft fly, or elfe by famine die. 
Flaminius, whoma confuifhip had grac’d, 

(Then Cenfor) from the Senate T difplac'd : 
When he in Gaul, a Contui, made a feaft, 

A bcauteous courtezan did him requeft 


| "To fee the cutting off a pris’ner’s head ; 


This crime | could not Jeave unpunithed, 

Since by a private villany he ftain’d 

‘That public honour which at Rome he gain’d. 
‘Then to our Age (when not to pleafures bent) 
‘This feems an honour, not difparagement, 

We not all pleafures like the Stoics hate, 

But love and {eek thofe which are moderate. 
(Though divine Plato thus of pleafures thought, 
‘They us with hooks and bai.s like fithes caught.) 
When Quattor, to the gods ia public halls 

1 was the firht who fet up feftivals : 

Not with high taftes our appetites did ferce,! 
But Gli'd with converfation and difcgurfe ; 


, 


Part U1, 


Which feafts Cenvivial Meetings we did name ; 
Not like the ancient Greeks, who to their fhame 
Call’d it a Cempotation, not 2 feaft, 
~ Declaring the worlt part of it the beft. 
‘Thofe entertainments I did then {requent 
Sometiiives with youthful heat and merriment: 
But now J thack my Age, which gives me eafe 
From thofe exceffes; yet myfelf U pleafe 
With cheerful talk to entertain my guefts, 
(Difcourfes are to Age centinual feaits) 
"The love of meat and wine they recompenfe, 
And cheer the mind as much as thofe the fenfe, 
I’m not more pleas’d with gravity among 
‘The ag’d, than to be youthful with the young 5 
Nor ‘gainft all pleafures proclaim open war, 
‘Vo which, in Age, fome nat’ral motions are : 
And ftill at my Sabinum I delight 
‘To treat my neighbours till the depth of night. 
Bat we the fenfe of guft and pleafure want, 
Which youth at full poffeffes; this I grant : 
But Age feeks not the things which youth requires, 
And no man needs that which he not defires, 
When Sophocles was afk'd if he deny’d 
Himfelf the ufe of pleafures? he reply’d, 
“| humbly thank th’ immortal gods. who me 
« From that fierce tyrant’s infolence fer free.’” 
But they whom prefling appetites conftrain 
Grieve when they cannot their defires obtain. 
Young men the ufe of pleafure underftand, 
als of an objeét new, and near at hand 
‘Though this ftands more remote from Age’s fight, 
Yet they behold it noc without delight : 
A’ ancient foldiers, from their duties cas'd, 
With fenfe of honour and rewards are pleas’ds 
So from ambitious hopes and lutts releas’d, 
Delighted with idelf our Age doth reft. 
No part of life’s more happy, when with bread 
Of ancient knowledge and new learning fed : 
All youthful pleafures by degrees muft ccale, 
But thofe of Age ev’n with our years increale. 
‘We love not loaded hoards, and goblets crown'd, 
But free from furfeits our repofe is found. 
When old Fabricius to the Samnites went, 
Ambaffador from Rome to Pyrrhus fent, 
He heard a grave philofopher maintain 
"That all the adtions of our life were vain 
Which with our fenfe of pleafure not vonfpir'd 5 
Fabricius the philofopher defir’d 
‘That he to Pyrrhus would that maxim teach, 
And to the Samnites the fame do&rine preach, 
"Then of their conqueft he fhould doubt no more, 
Whom their own pleafures overcame before. 
Now into ruftic matters I muft fall, 
Which pleafure feems to me the chief of all. 
Age no impediment to thofe can give, 
Who wifely by the rules of Nature live. 
* Earth (though-our mother) cheerfully obeys 
All the commands her race upon her lays ; 
For whatfoever from our hand fhe takes, 
Greater of lefs, a vaft return fe makes. 
Nor am I only pleas'd with that refource, 
But with her ways, her method, and her ferce, 
“The feed her bofom (by the plough made fit) 
Receives, where kindly the embraces it, 
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Whichwith her genuine warmth difus'dand fpreads» 

Sends forth betimes a green and tender head, 

‘Then gives it motion, life, and nourifbment, 

Which from the root thio’ nervesand veins arefent; 

Straight in a heliow Sheath upright it grows, 

And, from receiving, doth itfelf difclofe : 

Drawn up in ranks and files, the bearded fpikes 

Guard it from birds, as with w ftand of pikes. 

When of the vine I Speak, I feem infpir'd, 

And with delight, as with her juice, am fir’d : 

At Nature's godlike pow’r I Mand amuz’d, 

Which fuch vaft bodics hath from-atoms rais’d, 

‘The kernel of a grape, the fig’s finall grain, 

Can clothe a mountain, and o'erfhade a plain 

But thou, dear Wine ‘ forbidd’ft me te be tong, 

‘Although thy trunk be neither large nor ftrong3 

Nor can thy head (not help'd) itfelf fublime, 

Yet, like a ferpent, a tall tree can climb: 

Whate’er thy many fingers can entwine 

Proves thy fupport, and all its ftrength is chine > 

"though Nature gave not legs, it gave thee hands, 

By which thy prop the prondeft cedar ftands : 

As thou haft hands, fo hath thy offspring wings, 

‘And to the higheft part of mortal fprings. 

But leit thou fhouldft confume thy wealth in vain, 

And ftarve thyfelf to feed a num’rous train, 

Or like the bee, (fweet as thy blood) defign’d 

To be deftroy’d to propagate his kind, 

Left thy redundant and fuperftuous juice 

Should fading leaves inflead of fruits produce, 

‘The pruner’shand, with letting blood, niuft quench 

‘Thy heat, and thy exuberant parts réteench ¢ 

Then from the joints of thy prolific ftem 

A Swelling knot is vaifed, (call'd, a gem) 

Whence in fhort {pace itfclf the cluiter fhews, 

And from earth’s moifture mix’d with fun-beams 

V th’fpring, like youth, ityicldsanacidtatte, (grows. 

But fummer doth, like Age, the fournefs watte; 

"Then cloath'd with leaves, from heat and cold fee 

cure, 
Like virgins, fweet and beauteous, when mature. 
On fruits, flow’rs, herbs, and plants, 1 long could _ 
dwell, 

At once to pleafe my eye, my tafte, my fmell. 

My walks of trecs, all planted by my hand, 

Like children of my own begetting ftand. 

To tell the fev'ral natures of each carth, 

What fruits from cach moft properly take births 

And with what arts to cnrich ev'ry mould, 

‘The dey to mciften, and to warm the cold, 

But when we graft, or buds inoculate, 

Nature by art we nobly meliorate. 

As Orplicus’ mufic wiileft beatts did tame, 

From the four crab the fweetett apple came: 

The mother to the daughter goes to fchool, 

The fpecies changed, doth her laws o’er-rule. 

Nature herfelf doth from herfelf depart 

(Strange tranfmigration !) by the pow'r of art. 

How little things give law to great! we fee 

The finall bud captivates the greateft tree. 

Here ev'n the pow'r divine we imitate, 

And feem not to beget, but to create. 

Much was I pleas’d with fowls and bealts, the tam, 

For fowd and profit, and the wild for gamg. ; 
Y¥y uy ~ é 














gis CATO MAJOR OF OLD AGE. Part H1%, 


Excufe me, when this pleafant ftring I touch, When an Athenian ftranger of great Age 

(For Age of what delights it fpeaks too much.) Arriv’d at Sparta, climbing up the ftage, 

Who twice vidorious Pyrrhus conquered, ‘To him the whole affembly rofe, and ran 

‘Uhe Sabines and the Samnites captive led, To place and eafe this old and reverend man, 
Great Curius! his remaining days did fpend, Who thus his thanks returns, “ Th’ Athenians 
And in this happy life his triumphs end. know < 

My farm ftands near, and when I there retire, « What's to be done; but what they know not do.* 
His and that age’s temper I admire. Here our great Senate’s orders I may quote, 

‘The Samnite’s chief, as by his fire he fat, . ‘The firft in Age is fill the firft in vote. 

‘With a vaft fum of gold on him did wait; Nor honour, nor high birth, nc great command, 
“ Return,” faid he; your gold { nothing weigh, | In competition with great years may ftand. - 

* When thofe who can command it me obcy.”” Why fhould our youth's fhort tranfient pleafures 
‘This my affertion proves he may be old, With Age's lafting honours to compare? — [dare 
And yet not fordid, who refufes geld. On the world’s ftage, when our applaufe grows 
In fummer to fit fill, or walk, 1 love, For ating here life's tragic comedy, thigh, 
Near a cool fountain, or a fhady grove. ‘The lookers-on will fay we act not well, 

‘What can in winter render more delight Uniefs the lait the former fecnes excel. 

"Than the high fun at noon and fire at night ? But Age is froward, uneafy, {crutinous, 


‘While our old friends and neighbours feaft andplay, | Hard to be pleas’d, and parfimonious, 
And with their harmlefs mirth turn night to day, { But all thofe errors from our manners rife, 


Unpurchas’d plenty our full tables loads, Not from our years; yet fome morofities 

And part of what they fent return t” cur gods. We mutt expe, fince jealoufy belongs 

"That honour aud authority which dwells To Age, of {corn, and tender fenfe of wrongs: 
With Age, all pleafures of our youth excels. Yet thofe are mollify’d, or not difcern’d, 
Obferve that 1 that Age have only prais’d ! Where civil arts and manners have been Jearn’d : 


Whole pillars were on youth’s foundations rais’d, | So the Twins’ humours, in our Terence}, are 
And that (for which I great applaufe receiv’d) Unlike, this harfh and rude,-that-fmoeth and fair. 


As a true maxim hath becn fince believ’d. Our nature here is not unlike our wine; 

‘That nwft unhappy Sge great pity needs, Some forts, when old, continue brifk and fine 

Which to defend itfelf new matter pleads. So Age’s gravity may feem fevere, 

Not from gray hairs authority doth flow, But nuthing harth or bitter ought t’ appear. 

Nor from bald heads, nor from a wrinkled brow, | Of Age’s avarice I cannot fee 

But our paft life, when virtuoufly fpent, | Whar colour, ground, or reafon, there fhould be + 

Mutt to our Age thofe hoppy fruits prefent, Is it not folly when the way we ride 

Thofe things to Age moft honourable are Is fhort, for a long voyage to provide ? 

Which eafy, common, and but light appear, To avarice fome title youth may own, 

Balutes, confulting, compliment, refort, ‘To reap in autumn what the {pring had fown ; 

Crowding attendance to and from the court ¢ And, with the providence of bees or ants, 

And not on Rome alone this honour waits, Prevent with fummer’s plenty winter’s wants; 7 

But on all civil and well-govern'd ftates. But Age {earcc fows till Death ftands by to reap, | 
” Lyfander pleading in his city’s praife, And to a ftranger’s hand transfers the heap : 

From thence his ttrongeft argument did raife, Afraid te be fo once, fhe’s always poor, 

‘That Sparta did. with Thonout Age fupport, And to avoid a mifchief makes it fure. 

Paying them jul refpect at flage and court + Such‘ madnefs as for fear of death ta die, 

But at proud Athens youth did Age outface, is to be poor for fear of poverty. 

Nor at the plays would rife or give them place. + In his comedy called Adelphi, 
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Now againft (that which terrifies our Age) This, if our fouls with bodies death deftroy 3 
Tre laft and greateft grievance we engage ; That, if our fouls a fecond life enjoy. 

"To her grim Death appears in ali her fhapes, What elfe is to be fear’d, when we fhall gain 
"The hungry grave fur her due tribute gapes. Eternal life, or have no ferfé of pain? 


Fond, tuoiith man! with icar of death furpris'd, | ‘The youngefl in the morning are not fure 
Which cither thould be wifh’d for or defpis’d ; | ‘That till the night their life they can fecure ; 
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Their Age ftands more expos’d to accidents 
‘Than ours, nor common care their fate prevents: | 
Death s force (with terror) againft Natute firives, 
Nor one of many to ripe Age arrives. 
From this ill fate the would 8 diforders rife, 
For if all men were old they would be wife. 
Years and experience our forefathers taught, 
"Them under laws and into cities brought. 
‘Why oaly should tne fear of death belong 
To Age, which is as common to the young? 
Your hopeful brothers, and my fon, to you, 
Scipio, and me, this maxim makes too true. 
But vig'rous youth may his gay thoughts erch 
To many years, which Age muft not expect. 
Bur when he {ves his airy hopes deceiv’d, 
‘With gzicf he fays, Whothis would have beliew’d? 
We happier are than they who but defir’d 
‘To poffefs that which we long fince acquir’d. 
‘What if our age to Neftor’s could extend ? 
“TJs vain to think that lafting which muft end 5 
And when ’tis paft, not any part remains 
Thereof, but the reward which virtue gains. 
Days. months, and years, like running watersflow, 
Nor what is pat nor what’s to come we know. 
Our date, how fhort foe’er, mutt us content. 
‘When a good actor doth his part prefent, 
In ev'ry ad he our attention draws, 
Thar at the laf he may find jut applaule 5 
So though but fhort, yet we mufl Jearn the art 
Of virtue on this ftage to aét our part. 
"Crue wifdom mutt our aétions fo dircét, 
Not only the la(t plaudit to expects 
Yet grievenomore, though long that part fhouldlaft, 
Than hyfbandmen becaufe the {pring is paft. 
"Phe fpelng, like youth, freth bloffomsdoth produce, 
But autumn makes them ripe and fit for ule : 
So Age a mature mellowncls doth fet 
On the green promifes of youthful heat. 
All things which Nature did ordain are good, 
‘And {o mutt be receiv’d and underftood. 
Age, like ripe apples, on earth’s bofom drops, 
While force our youth, like fruits untimely crops t 
"The {parkling flame of our warm blood expires, 
As when huge ttreams are pour'd on raging fires; 
But Age unforc’d falls by her own confent, 
‘As coals to afhes, when the fpirit’s fpent ¢ 
"Therefore to death I with fuch joy refort, 
As feamen from a tempeft to their port t 
‘Yer to that port ourfelves we mult not force, 
Leefore our pilot, Nature, ftecrs our courfe. 
Let us the caufes of our fear condemn, 
‘Then Death at his approach we thall contcma. 
Though to our heat of youth our Age feems cold, 
Yet, when’ refolv’d, it is mare brave and bold, 
‘Thus Solon to Pifiltratus reply’d, 
Demanded on what fuccour he rely'd 
When with fo few he boldly did engage ? 
He faid he took his courage from his Age. 
‘Then death feems welcome, and our nature kind, 
ing usa perfect fenle and mind, 

ike a workman in his fcience fkill’d) 
Pulls down with eafe what her own hand did build. 
"phat art which knew to join all parts in one 
Maks the jeafk vi'lent feparation, 
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Yet though our ligaments betimes grow weak, 
We muft not force them till themfelves they break. 
Pythagoras bids us in our ftation fland, 

Till God, our general, thai us difband. 

Wife Solon dying, with'd his friends might grieve, 
That in their memories he {till might live; 

Yet wifer Ennius gave command to all 

His friends not to bewail his funeral : 

Your tears for fuch a death in vain you fpend, 
Which (traight in immortality thall end. 

In death if there be any fenfe of pain, 

But a fhort fpace to Age it will remain 5 

On which, without my fears. my withes wait, 
But tim'rsus youth on this theuld meditate. 
Who for light pleafure this advice reje@s, 

Finds little when his thoughts he recollects. 

Our death (though not its certain date) we know, 
Nor whether it may be this night or no. 

How then can they contented live who fear 

A danger certain, and none knows how near id 
They err who for the fear of death difpute, 

Our gallant aétions this miftake confute. 

Chee, Brutus! Rome’s firft martyr { muft name ; 
‘The Curtii bravely div'd the gulf of Bame ; 
Attilius facrifie’d bimfelf, to fave 

That faith which to his barb’rous foes he gave t 
With the two Scipins did thy uncle fall, 

Rather than fly from conqu’ring Hannibal : 

The great Marcellus (who reftored Rome) 

His greateft foes with honour did entomb. 

‘Their lives how many of our “cgions threw 

Into the breach? whence no return they knew, 
Muft then the wife, the old, the learned, fear 
Whataotthe rude,the young, th'untearn’d,forbeag 2 
daticty frem all things clfe doth come, 

Then life nuk to itself grow wearifome. 

Thofe trifles wherein children take delight 

Grow naufeous to the young man’s appetite 5 
And from thofe gaities our youth requires 

Yo exercife their minds, our Age retires 5 

And when the iaft delights of Age fhall die, 

Life in itfelf will find fatiety. 

Now you, my friends, my fenfe of death thali hear, 
Which I can well defcribe, for he ftands near. 
Your father, Lzlius, and your's, Scipio, 

My friends, and men of honour, I did know = 

As certainly as we muft die, they live 

‘That life which juftly may that name receive $ 
‘Till from thefe prifons of our fleth releas'd, 

Onur fouls with heavy burdens lie opprefs’d 5 
Which part of man from heav'n falling down. 
Earth, in her low abyfs, doth hide and drown, 

A place fo dark to the celeftial light 

And pure cternal fire’s quite opjofite. 
‘The gods through human bodies did difperfe 
An heav’nly foul to guide this univerfe, 

That man, whew be of heav'nly bodies faw 

Yhe order, might from thence a pattern draw 3 
Nor this to me did my own dictates thew, 

But to the old philofophers | owe. 
Thcard Pythagoras, and thofe who came 

With him, and from opr country took their namg 
Who never doubted but the heams divine, 
Deriv'd from gods, in mortal breaits did fhine, 
¥ y ii 
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Nox from my knowledge did the Ancients hide 
‘What Socrates «leclar’d the hour he dy’d; 

He th’ immerality of {euls proclaim’d, 

(Whom tb’ oracle of men the wifeft nam’d) 
Why ihould we doubt of that whereof our fenfe 
Finds demonftration from experience ? 

Our minds are here, and there below, above ; 
Nothing that's mortal can fo fwiflly move. + 
‘Our thoughts to future thin; s their flight direat, 
And in an inftant all that's paft colle, 

Reafen, remembrance, wit, inventive art, 

No natere but immertal can impart, 

Man’s foul in a perpetual fnotion flow, 

And to no outward caufe that motion Owes 
And therefore that no end can overtake, 
Becaufe our minds cannot themfelves forfake t 
And fince the matter of our foul is pure 

And fimple, which no mixture can endure 

Of parts which not among thenifelves agree, 
‘Therefore it never can divided be; ' 





. And Nature thews (without philofephy) 


| The word 


J 


© Yet know, for cverit the fame 


‘What cannot'be divided cannot die. 

We ev’n in curly iufarcy difeern 

Knowledge is born with babes before they learn; 

Ever they can {peak they find fo many ways 

To ferve their tuen, and fee more arts than days: 

Before their thoughts they plainly can exprefs; 

id things they know are numberlefs, 

Which Nature caly and no art could find, 

But what the taught before the call’d to nsind. 

‘Thele to his fons (as Xcnophen records) 

Of the great Cyrus were the dying words: 

* Fear not when I depart; ner therefore mourn) 

*¥ fhall be no where, or to nothing turn ; 

“ That foul which pave me life was feen by none, 

* Yer-by the adtions it defign’d was known; 

“ And though its flight no mertal cye fhall fee, 

fhall be, 

“ That foul which can immortal glory give, 

“To her own virtues muft for ever live. 

“ Cap you believe that man's all-knowing mind 

“ Can to a mortal bedy be confin’d ? 

“Though a foul foolith prifongher immure 

“ On carth, the (when efeap’d) is wife and pure, 

* Man's body, when diflfv'd, is but the fame 

“ With beafls, and niuit return from whence it 
came; 

“ But whence into our bodies reafon flows, 

“ Noue fees it when it comes, or where it 

“ Nothing relembles death fo much as 

“ Yet thenourminds themfelvesfrom flursberkeep, 

“ When from their flethly bondage they are Irce, 

* ‘Chen what divine and future things they fee ! 

* Which makes it mettapparent whence they are, 

“ And what they fhall hereafter be declare,” 

This noble Speech the dying Cyrus made, 

Mé, Scipio, thal! no arguinent perfwade 

Thy grandfire, and his brother, to whom Fame 

Gave, irom two conquer’d pacts o’ th’ world, their 

as manic, f 

Nor thy great prandfire, nor thy father Paul, 

Who foll'at Canna: ageinf: Hannibal 

Nor f, (for ’tis permitted to the ag’d 

To boat their a¢tions) had doef’ engag’d 


goes. 
flecp, 
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in battles, and in pleadings, hid we thought 

That only Fame our virtuous actions bought : 
*Twere better in foft pléafare and repofe 
Ingloriouily our peacefud eyes té clofe : 

Some high affurance harl@poffe(s'd my mind, 
After my death an happier life to find. 

Uniefs our fouls from the imnicrtals came, - 
What end have we to feck immortal fume ? 

Alt virtuous fpirits fomie fuch hope attends, 
Therefore the wife his days with pleafure ends. 
‘The foolith and fhort-fighted die with fear 7 
‘That they go no where, or they know not wheres 
‘Lhe wife arid virtuous faul, with clearer eyes, 
Before fhe parts fome happy port defcries, 

My friends, your fathers ! {hall furely fee 3 

Nor only thcfe 1 lov’d, or who lev’d me; 

But fuch as before ours did end their days, 

Of whom we hear, andread, and write their praife. 
This { beheve; for were | on my way, 

None fhould perfuade me to retirrn or ftay. 

Should fome gud tell mie that J fhould be born 
And cry again, his offer | would {corn ; r 
Afham’d when { have etided well my race, 

To be led back to my firlt ftarting place. 

And fince with life we are mote griev'd than joy'd, 
We fhould be either futisly’d ér cloy’d, 

Yet will not my length of days deplore, 

As many wife and learn’d have done béforés 

Nor can { think fuch life in vain is lent, 

Which for car country’and our friends is fpent. 
Hence from an ina, not from my home, I pafs, 
Since Nature meant us here no dwelling-place. 
Happy when J, fromthis turmoil fet free, 

That peaceful and divine affembly tee : 

Not only thefe 1 nam'd 1 there thail greet, 

But my own gallant virtuous Cato meet, 

Nor did I weep when 1 to afhes turu’d 

His belov’d body, who fhould mine have burn’d, 
i in my thoughts beheld his foul afcend, 

Where his fix'd hopes our interview attend, 
Then ceafe to wonder that I feel no grief 

From Age, which is of my delights the chief. 

My hopes, if this affurance hath deceiv'd, 

(Thay 1 man’s foul:jmmortal have believ’d) 

And if I err, no pow’r thall difpoffefs - 
My thoughts of that cxpe@ed happinefs, 

‘Though fome minute philofophers pretend 

‘That with our days our pains and pleafurce end. 
Mf it be fo | hold the fater fide, 2 
For none of them my error fhall deride ; 

And if hereafter no rewards appear, 

Yet virtue bath itfelf rewarded here. 

If thofe who this opinion have defy: 
And their whole hie to pleafure facrific’d, 
Should feet their error, they, when undecei 
‘Too late will with that me they had betiev'd. 
{f fouls no in.mortalicy obtain, 

? Vis fit our bodies fhould be out of pain. 

‘The fame unesfinels which ev'ry thing 

Gives to our nature fife mutt alfo bring, 

Good ads, if long, feem tedious ; fo is Age, 
Adting teo long apon this earth, her ftage. 
‘Thus much for Age, to which when you arsive, 
| That joy,to you whick it gives me "twill give. 















OF PRUDENCE. 








OF PRUDENCE. 


PREFACE 


TO THY FOLLOWING TRANSLATION. 


Goune this laft fummer to vifitthe Wells, T took : 
an Occafion (by the Way) to wait upon an ancient | 
and honourable friend of mine, whom | found di-+ 
verting his (then folitary) retirement with the | 
Jatin original of this tranflation, which (being | 
out of print) (had never feen before, When I, 
looked upon it, | faw that it had formerly paftcd | 
through two learned hands, aot without approba- | 
tion, which were Ben, Johnfon and Sir Kenelm | 
Digby ; but [found it (where 1 fha!l never find 

myfclf) in the fervice of a better mafter, the Earl 

of Briftol, of whom I fhall fay no more; fort love | 
not to improve the ‘honour of the living ‘by ime ; 
pairing that of the dedd; and my own profeffion | 
hath taught me not to ‘eré@ new fuperftru@ures ; 
upon an old ruin. He was pleafed to recommend ; 
jt to me for my conypinion at the Wells, where j 
1 liked the entertainment it gave me ‘fo well, that | 


1 undertook to redeem it from an abfolcte Englith ; 


Wispom’s firft progrefs is to take a view 
What's decent or indecent, falfe or truc. 

He’s truly prudent who can feparare 

Honett fram vile, and ftill adhere te that ¢ 
"Their difference to meafure and to reach 
Reafon well redtify’d mult Nature teach; 

‘And thefe high {crutinies are fubjcéte fit 

For man’s all-fcarching and inquiring wit + 
That fearch of kuowledge did from /.4am flow; 
‘Who wants it yet abhors his wants to thew. 
‘Wiidom of what herfelf approves makes choice, 
Nor is led captive by the common voice. 
Clear-fighted Reafon, Wildom's judgment Icads, 
And Senfe, her vaffal, in her footfleps treads. 
That thou to Truth the perfe€ way may’lt know, 
To thee all her fpecific forms.I'll fhew. 


difguife, wherein an O]d Monk had clothed it, 
and to make ws becoming a new vet for it as B 
could. 

The anthor was a perfon of quality in Italy, 
his name Mancini, which family matched fince 
with the fifter of Cardinal Mazarinc; he was cor 
temporary to Petrarch and Mantuan, and not long 
before Torquato Taffo, which thews that the age 
they lived in was not fo unlearned as tha: which 
preceded or that which followed. 

The author wrote upon the four cardinal vir- 
tues; but { have tranflated only thetwo firft,not to 
turn the kitidnefs I intended to him into an injury; 
for the two kaft are little more than repetitions and 
recitals of thefirft; and (to make a juft excufe for 
him) they could-not well be otherwife, fince the 
two laft virtues are but defcendants from the firft, 
Prodence being the true mother of Temperancey 
and true Fortitude the child of Juftice, 


He that the way to honefty will learn, 

Firft whac’s to be avoided muft difcern. 

‘Thytelf from flatt’ring felf-conceit defend, 

Nor what thou doft net know to know pretend, 
Some fecrets deep in abftrufe darknefs lie; 

‘lo fearch them: thou wilt need a piercing eyes 
Nor rafhly therefore to fuch things affent, 

Which undeceiv’d thou after may’ft repent + 
Study and time in thefe niuft thee inftruct, 

And others’ old experience may conduct. 
Wilcom herfelf her ear doth often lend 

To counfel offer’d by a faithful friend. 

In equal fcalesto doubtful matters lay, [weigh 
‘Thu may’ft choofe fafely chat which moft doth 
>Tis not fecure this place or that to guard, 

if any other entrance Rand unbarr’d, 
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He that efcapes the ferpent’s teeth may fail, 
I he himfelf fecures not from his tail. 
Who faith who could fuch ill events exne& ? 
With fhame on his own counfels doth refleé. 
Molt in the world doth felf-conceit deceive, 
Who juft ant good whate'er they act believe 
‘To their wills wedded, to their errors faves, 
No man (like them) they think himfelf behaves. 
This ftiff-neck'd pride nor art nor force can bend, 
Nor high-flown hopes to Reafon s lure defcend. 
Fathers fumetimes their children’s faults regard 
With pleafurc, and their crimes with gifts reward. 
Mil painters, when they draw, and poets write, 
Virgil andTitian (felf-admiring) fight ; 
"Then all they do like gold and pear! appears, 
And others’ actions are but dirt to theirs, 
They that fo highly think themfelves above 
(All other men, themfelves can only love. 
Reafon and virtue, all that man can boaft 
‘cr other creatures, m thofe brutes are lofts 
bferve (if thee this fatal error touch, 
"Thou to thyfelf contributing ton much) 
‘Thofe who are gen'rous, humble, juft, and wife, 
Who nor their gold nor themfeives idolize 5 
‘To form thyfelf by their example. earn, 
(For many eyes can more than one ditcern,) 
But yet beware of councils when too full, 
Nuniber makes long difputes, and gravenefs dull; 
Though their advice be good, their counfel wile, 
Yet length ftilt lofes apportunities. 
Debate deftroys difpatrh, as fruits we fee 
Rot when they hang too long upen the tree. 
In vain that hufbandman his feed doth fow, 
¥ he his crop not in due feafon mow 
A gen’ral fets hic army in array 
in vain, wolcfs he fight and win the day. 
Tis virtuous action that muft praife briog forth, 
Without which flow advice is little worth. 
Wet théy who give good counfel praife deferve, 
‘Though in the active part they cannot ferve. 
Jn a@ion learned counfellors their age, 
Profeffion, or difeafe, forbids t’ engage. 
Nor to philofophers is praife*deny'd, 
Whofe wife inftrudions after-ages guide ; 
Yet vainly moft their age in ftudy ipend; 
‘No end of writing books, and to no end : 
Beating their brains for ftrange and hidden things, 
Whofe knowledge nor delight nor profit brings; 
"Themfelveswith doubtsboth day and night perplex, 
Nor gentle reader pleafe, or teach, but vex. 
Books fhould to one of thefe four ends conduce, 
For wifdom, piety, delight, or ufe. 
“What need we gaze upon the {pangled fky, 
Or into mattucr’s hiddcn caufes pry, 
+9 defcribe ev'ry city, ftream, or hill, 
7 th’ world, our fancy with vain arts to fill? 
What is’t to hear a fephifter that pleads, 
“Who by the ears the decciv’d audience leads ? 
‘Af we were wife thefe things we fhould not mind, 
‘But more delight in ealy matters find. 
‘Learn to live well, that thou may'ft die fo too ; 
"To live and dic is all we have to do: 
The way (if no digreflion’s made) is even, 
And free accels, if we but afk, is given, 
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Then feek to know thofe things which make us bleft, 

And having found them, lock them in thy breait 

Inquiring then the way, go on, nor flack, 

But mend thy pace, nor think ef going back. 

Some their whole age in thefe inquirics watte, 

And die like fools before one ftep they ’ave paft. 

’ Tis firange to know the way and not t’advance 3. 

That knowledge is far worfe than igtiorance. 

The learned teach, but what they teach not do, 

And tlanding ftill themfelves, make others go. 

In vain on ftudy time away we throw, 

When we forbear to a& the things we know, 

The foldier that philofopher well blam’d 

Who long and loudly in the fchools declaim’d ; 

“ Toll,” faid the foldicr, “venerable Sir! 

“ Why all thefe words, this clamour, and this ftir ? 

« Why do difputes in wrangling {pend the day, 

“ Whilft one fays only yea, and other pay 2” 

« Oh,” faid the Doctor, “ we for wifdem toil’d, 

“ For which none toils too much.” he fuldier 
fmil'ds 

“ You're gray and old, and to fome pious ufe 

« This mafs of treafure you fhould now reduce + 

But you your ftore have hoarded in fome bank, 

“ For which th’ infernal {; sits fhail you thank,” 

Lct what thou learneft be by prattice fhown 3 

’Tis faid thar Wifdom’s children make her known, 

What's good doth open to the inquiter ftand, 

And itfelf offers to th’ accepting hand : 

Alt things by order and true meafures done; 

Wifdom will end as well as the begun. 

Let early care thy main concerns fecure, 

‘Things of lefs moment may delays endure. 

Men do not for their fervants fir, prepare, 

And of their wives and children quit the cares 

Yet when we're fick the do@or’s fetch'd in hafte, 

Leaving our great concernment to the laft. 

When we are well, our hearts are only fet 

(Which way we care not) to be rich or great. 

What fhall become of aj,that we have got? | 

We only know that us it follows not; 

And what a trifle is a moment’s breath 

Laid in the feale with everlafting death! 

‘What's time, when on eternity we thiuk ? 

A thoufand ages in that fea muft fink, 

Time’s nothing but a word; a million 

Is full as far from infinite as one. [rays 

To whom thou much doft owe thou much mut 

Think om the debt againft th’ accounting-day. 

God, who to thee reafon and knowledge lent, 

Will afk how thefe two talents have been fpent, 

Let not low pleafures thy high reafon blind ; 

He’s mad that feeks what no man e’er could find, 

Why fhould we fondly pleafe our fenfe, wherein 

Bealts us exceed, nor feel the ftings of fin? 

What thoughts man’s reafon better can become 

‘Than th’ expectation of his welcome home ? 

Lords of the world have but for fife their leafe, 

And that too (if the leffor pleafe) muft ceafe. 

Death «cancels Nature’s bonds, but for our deeds 

(That debt firft paid) a ftriG@ account fucceeds. 

If here not clear’d, no furetythip can bail 

Condemned debtors from th’ eternal jail, 
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Chrift’s blood’s our balfam ; if that cure us here, 
Him, when our Judge, we {hall not find fevere 5 
His yoke is cafy when by us embrac’d, 
But loads and galls, if on our necks ’tis caft. 

Be juft in all thy ations, and if join’d 
With thofc that are not, never change thy mind. 
Wf aught obftrué thy courfe, yet ftand not fill, 
But wind alvout, till you have topp’d the hill, 
To the fame end men fev’ral paths may tread, 
As many doors into onc temple lead ; 
And the {ame hand into a fiit may clofe, 
Which infiantly a palm expanded fhews. 
Joflice and faith never forfake the wife, 
Vet may occafion put him in difeuife; 
Not turning like the wind ; but if the ftate 
Of things mutt change, he is not obftinate ; 
Things patt and future with the prefent weighs, 
Nor credulous of what vain rumour fays. 
Few things by wifdom are at firft beliew’d; 
An eafy car deceives, and is decciv’d : 
For many truths have often pafs’d for liess 
And lies as often put on truth's difguife : 
As flattery too oft’ like friendihip fhews, 
So them who fpeak plain truth we think our foes. 
No quick reply to dubious queftions make; 
Sufpenie and caution ftill prevent miftake. 
When any great defign thou doft intend, 
"Think on tlie means, the manner, and the end; 
All great concernments muft delays endure 5 
Rafhnefs and hafte make all things unfecure ; 
And if uncertain thy pretenfions be, 
Stay till fit time wear out uncertainty 5 
But if to unjuft things thou doft pretend, 
Ever they begin let thy pretentions end 
Let thy difcourfe be fuch that thou may’ft give 
Profit to others, or from them receive. 
Infcudt the ignorant; to thofe that live 
Under thy care good rules and patterns give t 
Nor is’t the leaft of virtues to relieve 
‘Thofe whom afflictions vv oppreffions grieve. 
Cothmend but {paringly whom thou doft love ; 
But lefs condemn whom thou doft not approve : 
Thy friend, like flatt’ry, too much praife doth 

wrong, - 

And too sharp cenfure fhews an evil tongue : 
Bat let inviolate truth be always dear 
‘To thee; ev’n before friend{hip truth prefer. 
"Than what thou mean’ft to give ftill promife lefs = 
Hold faft the pow’r thy promife to increafe. 
Look forward what’s to come, and back what’spaft, 
Thy life will be with praife and prudence grac’d + 
‘What lofs or gain may follow thou may’ft gucls, 
"Fhou then wilt be fecure of the fuccefs: 


DENCE ry 
_ Yet be not always on affairs intent, 
! But let thy thoughts be eafy and unbent ¢ 
When our minds’ eyes are difengag’d and free, 
They clearer, farther, and diftindtly fee; 
! They quicken foth, perplexities untic, 
' Make roughnefs fmoeth, and hardnefs mollify 3 
i And though our hands from labour are releas'd, 
Yet our minds find (ev’n when we fleep) no reft, 
Search not to find how other men offend, 
But by that glafs thy own offences mend ; 
Still feek to learn, yet care not much from whom, 
(So it be Jearning) or from whence it come, 
Of thy own actions others judgments learn; 
Often by fmall great matters we difcern. 
Youth what man’s age is like to be doth fhew$ 
We may our ends by our beginnings know. 
Let none direét thee what to do or fay, 
Till thee thy judgment of the matter fway. 
Let not the pleafing many thee delight; —_{right. 
Firft judge if thofe whom thou doft pleafe judge 
Search not to find what lies too deeply hid, 
Nor to know things whofe knowledge is forbid ; 
Nor climb on pyramids, which thy head turn round 
Standing, and whence no fafe defcent is found. 
In vain his nerves and faculties he ftrains 
To rife, whofe raifing unfecure remains, 
"They whom defert and favour forwards thruft, 
Are wife when they their meafures can adjuft. 
When well at eafe, and happy, live content, 
And then confider why that life was lent. 
When wealthy, fhew thy wifdom not to be 
‘To wealth a fervant, but make wealth ferve thee. 
Though all alone, yet nothing think or de 
Which nor a witnefs nor a judge might know. 
‘The highet hill is the moft flipp'ry place, * 
And Fortune mocks us with a {miling face ; 
And her unftcady hand hath often plac’d 
Men in high pow’r, bat feldom holds them faft ; 
Againft her then her forces Prudence joins, 
And to the golden mean herfelf confines. 
More in profperity is reafon toft 
Than fhips in ftorms, their helms and anchors loft: 
Before fair gales not all our fails we bear, 
But with fide-winds into fafe harbours fteer : 
More thips in calms on a deceitful coaft, 
Or unfcen rocks, than in high ftorms are loft. 
Who cafts out threats and frowns no man deceives 
Time for refiftance and defence he gives; 
But flatt’ry {till in fugar’d words betrays, 
And poifon in high-tafted meats conveys : 
So Fortune’s {miles unguarded man {urprife, 
But when fhe frowns, he arms, and her defies, 
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*T is the firft fanétion Nature gave to man, 
Each other to affift in what they can; 

Jot or unjuft this law for ever ftands; 

All things are good by law which fhe commands, 
‘The firft ftep, man towards Chrift muft juflly live, 
Who to’ us himfelf, and all we have, did give. 
In vain doth man the name of Juit expect, 

¥f his devotions he to God neglect, 

So mbft we rev’rence God, as firft to know 
Juftice from him, not from ourfelves, doth flow. 
God thole aecepts who to mankind are friends, 
"Whole Juftice far as their own pow'r extends; 
Jn that they imitate the Pow'r divine ; 
The fun alike on good and bad doth thine ; 
And he that doth no good, although no ill, 
Does not the office of the juft fulfil. 

Virtue doth man to virtuous actions fteer 5 

Tis not enough that he fhould vice forbear : 

‘We live not only for ourfelves to care, 

‘Whilft they that want it are deny’d their flare. 
‘Wife Plato fuid the world with men was flor’d, 
That fuccour each to other might afford ; 

Nor are chofe {ucconrs to one fort confin’d, 

Bot fev'ral parts to fev’ral men configa’d. 

He that of hiy own ftores no part can give, 

May with his counfel or his hands relieve. 

1f Fortune make thee pow’rful, give defence, 
'Gaink fraud ard force, to naked innocence ¢ 
And when our Juftice doth fier tributes pay, 
Method and order muft direct che way. 

Firft ro our Cod we muft with rev’rence bow 3 
"The fecond honaur to our prince we owe 5 

ext to wives, parents, children, fit refpe, 

Aud to ur friends and kindred we direct ; 

"Then we mutt thofe who groan beneath the weight 
Ol age, difeafe, or want, commiferate. 

*Mongit thofe whom horeft hives can recommend, 
Our Jultice more compaflion fhould extend : 

"Fo fuch who thee in fome diftrefs did aid, 

*"rhy debt of thanks with int’reft fhould be paid. 
As Hefiod fings, Spread waters o’er thy field, 
Anda moft juft and glad increafe "twill yield. 
But yet take heed, left dug good to one, 
‘Mifchief and wrong be to another done: 

Such moderation with thy bounty join, 

‘That thou may'ft nothing give that is not thine < 
‘That liberalit y’s but caft away 

Which makes us borrow what we cannot pay. 
And no acecfs to wealth let rapinc bring ; 

Do nothing that’s unjuft to be a king, 





Jaftice muft be from violence exempt, 
But fraud’s her only objet of contempt, 
Fraud in the fox, force in the lion dwell 
But Juftice both from human hearts exy 
But he’s the greateft monfter (without doubt) 

Who is a wolf within, a theep without. 

Nor only ill injurious a@ions are, 

But evit words and flandets bear their fhare. 

Truth Juftice loves, and truth injuftice fears ; H 
‘Truth above ali things a juft man reveres, 

Though not by oaths we God to witneds call, 

He fees and hears, and ftill remembers all ; 

And yet our atteflations we may wreft 

Sometimes, to make the truth more manifeft, 

If by a die a man preferve his faith, 

He pardon, leave, and abfolution hath ; 

Or if 1 break my promife, which to thee 

Would bring no good, but prejudice to nze, 

All things committed to thy truft conceal, 

Nor what's forbid by any means reveal. 

Exprefs thyfelf in plain not doubtful words, 

That ground for quarrels or difputes aflords, 

Unlefs thou find occafion hold thy tongue ; 

‘Thyfelf or others carelefs talk may wrong. 

When thou art called into public pow's, 

And when a crowd of fujtors throng thy door, 

Be fure no great offenders ‘feape their dooms ; 
Small praife from ien’ty and remiffefs comes : 
Crimes pardon’d, others to thofe crimes invite, 
Whitt lookers-on fevere examples fright. 

When by a pardon’d murd’rer blood is fpilt, 

The judge that pardon’d bach the greateft guilt, 
Who accufe rigour make a gruls miftake ; 

One criminal pardon’d may an hundred make. 
When juitice on offenders is not done, 

Law, government, and commerce, are o'erthrown 3 
As befieg'd traitors with the foe confpire 

‘I’ uniock the gates and fet the town on fire. 

Yet left the punifliment th’ offence exceed, 

Juftice with weight and meafure mull proceed + 
Yet when pronouncing fentence feem not giad, 
Such fpedtaclcs, though they are juft, are fad; 
Though what thou doft thou ought’ft not to repent, 
Yet human bowels cannot but relent 

Rather than all muft fuffer fume mutt die; 

Yet nature muft condole their mifery : 

And yet, if many equal guilt involve, 

‘Thou may’ft not thefe condemn and thofe abfolva, 
Jultice, when equal icales the holds, ie blind ; 

Nor cruelty nor mercy change her mind, 
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When fome efcape for that ‘which others die, 
Mercy to thofe to thefe is cruelty. 

A fine and flender net the {pider weaves, 
Which little and light animals receives; 

And if the catch a common bee or fly, 

"They with a piteous groan and murmur die ; 
But if a wafp or hornet the entrap, 

"They tear her cords, like Samfon, and efcape : 
So like a fly the poor offender dies, 

But like the wafp the rich efcapes and flies, 


Do not, if one but lightly thee offend, 

The punifhment beyond the crime extend, 

Or after warning the offence forgets 

So God himfelf our failings doth remit. 

Expe& not more from fervants than is jutts 
Reward them well if they obferve their truft s 
Nor them with cruelty or pride invade, 

Since God and Nature them our brothers madea 
If his offence be great, let that fuffice 5 

If light forgive ; for no man’s always wife. 











AN OCCASIONAL IMITATION 


OF A MODERN AUTHOR 


UPON THE GAME OF CHESS. 


A raster ftood of that abfterfive tree 

‘Where Aithiop’s {warthy bird did build her neft, 
Inlaid it was with Libyan ivory, 

Drawn from the jaws of Afric’s prudent beaft. 
"I'wo kings like Saul, much taller than the reft, 
"Their equal armies draw into the field; 

‘Till one take th’ other pris’ner they conteft ; 
Courage and fortune mutt to condud yield, 
"This game the Perfian Magi did invent, 

"The force of Eaftern wifdom to exprefs ; 


From thence to bufy Europeans fent, 

And ftyl'd by modern Lombards Penfive Chefs, 
Yet fome that fled from Troy to Rome report, 
Penthefilea Priam did oblige ; 

Her Amazons his Trojans taught this fport, 

To pafs the tedious hours of ten years’ fiege. 
‘There fhe prefents herfelf, whilft kings and peers 
Look gravely on whilft fierce Bellona fights 5 
Yet maiden modcfty her motions fteers, 

Nor rudely fkips o’er bithops heads like knights, 
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